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INTRODUCTION 


PON what principle did Dumas proceed when in 1839 
he drew up the list of his heroes and heroines for the 
Celebrated Crimes? He has not told us, nor have we been 
able to discover ; but it would have been astonishing if certain 
names had proved to be omitted. That of Karl-Ludwig Sand 
was certain to be found. A few months before, our author had 
spent three days at Mannheim thoroughly unravelling that pious 
young gentleman’s history, his parentage, birth, upbringing, 
career as a student, his conception of the crime, execution of 
it, and his end. The circumstances were as follows: 

On the ist August 1838, Dumas was hard at work upon his 
romance of the days of Nero, Ac, which was nearing its 
completion when his excellent mother died from paralytic 
seifure. Dumas was overwhelmed with grief, and work became 
impossible. On the 2oth of the same month he arrived at 
Brussels with the intention of visiting the whole of Belgium 
and of returning to France by the banks of the Rhine. 
Holidays taken in previous years had resulted in the writin. 
of several delightful volumes entitled Jmpresstons de Voyage. 
These on publication were usually enriched by the pencil of 
his travelling companion, Jadin. On this occasion either 
Dumas, who did not know German, decided that a linguist 
was more indispensable than an artist, or the linguist in ques- 
tion—the fascinating actress Ida Ferrier—planned the whole 
journey and led off her hero. She became Madame Dumas, 
not at once, but in 1840. At Frankfort, where they stayed a 
month, making it their headquarters for many excursions, this 
highly original pair were joined by the poet Gérard de Nerval, 
who for originality threw them entirely into the shade. It was 
eon one of these excursions and accompanied by the actress 
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and the poet that Dumas visited Mannheim, the place of the 
assassination of Kotzebue and of the execution of his murderer 
Sand. With his invariable good fortune when on his travels, he 
came across the governor of the prison where Sand was con- 
fined and the son of his executioner. Both men gave him 
valuable materials, and with the assistance of his two friends he 
made a most full and careful study of his subject. What Sand 
would have thought of the trio can only be conjectured, but it 
is probable that, could he have read the result of their labours, 
he would have been exceedingly well satisfied. 

Karl-Ludwig Sand, when he drove a poniard into the heart 
of Kotzebue, Councillor of the Russian Legation, so far from 
accomplishing anything for the cause of Young Germany, 
caused the greatest retrograde movement that had taken place 
for thirty years. Metternich and Gentz, the Emperor of 
Austria, the King of Prussia and the Czar, irritated not only by 
the murder but by the popular canonisation of the murderer 
as a saint, passed the Resolutions of Karlsbad. Henceforth 
there was exceptional legislation for the Universities, persecu- 
tion of persons of Liberal ideas, and censorship of the press. 
There was no justification for this, for a revolutionary party 
did not exist. Sand in no way represented the Liberal youth 
of Germany. To convince themselves of this, the authorities 
had only to read his journal, in which, by the entry made on 

w= erember 31st, 1818, he made God not only his accomplice but 
the instigator of the murder he was about to commit, and the 
strip of paper which he left lying beside the corpse, on which 
was written “You too may be a Christ.” But the Liberal 
youth of Germany, then suffering from oppression and espionage, 
made the mistake of putting a halo round the head of Sand. 

Although Dumas’ narration ends with the execution of 
Sand, it is characteristic of him that he is silent respecting the 
much more important and regrettable events that followed it. 
Did he not know the contrary, the reader might be excused for 
supposing that in striking his blow Sand had liberated his 
country. Another characteristic trait on the part of our author 
is the amplitude of detail about the execution. The most. 
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impressionable and sympathetic of men, physical suffering had 
an attraction for him which it is difficult to explain. 

The next subject, that of Urbain Grandier, could not well 
have been omitted by anyone well acquainted with the 
causes célébres of France. The absolute innocence of 
Grandier, the dignity and grandeur of his character as 
contrasted with his petty but triumphant oppressors, with the 
red-robed figure of Richelieu in the background as the judge 
of Appeal, so strongly impressed Dumas, that, not contenting 
himself by writing the chronicle here presented to the reader, 
he sketched a drama. ‘“ Urbain Grandier: drama in five 
acts, with a prologue, written in collaboration with Auguste 
Maquet,” was first performed at the Zhéétre-Historique on 
March 3oth, 1850. In the drama many liberties are taken 
with history: the present work is a faithful record, with which 
the reader cannot fail to be impressed. 

Derues was one of those monsters who can hardly be 
considered human, and who nowadays would doubtless be 
pronounced by pathological experts a physical and moral 
degenerate, and as such hardly accountable for his actions. 
His’ name is often pronounced and written Desrues, but 
although this spelling is adopted by the Sitographie 
universelle, it is an error, as is proved by papers deposited 
in the Archives. Perhaps no trial in France in the eighteenth 
century aroused so much general interest as did that 7 . 
Derues. Certainly no one was more universally detested than 
he. In proof of this may be mentioned that a nightcap of 
peculiar shape generally used at that period completely went 
out of fashion owing to one of the kind having been worn by 
this criminal. The life of Derues has been written by the 
librarian Cailleau and by Arnaud Baculard: as we write a 
new study is announced by a French publishing-house. 

“La Constantin” presents a faithful though curious and 
dreadful picture of life in Paris in the seventeenth century. We 
are not aware where the details were obtained, but it is evident 
that as regards the lengthy conversations indulged in by the 
persons concerned they were supplemented if not altogether 
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invented by the lively imagination of the author. We believe 
that Dumas would claim but a small share in the actual 
composition of this chronicle, which from internal evidence 
we should ascribe to his collaborator, A. Arnould. 

The study on “The Man in the Iron Mask ” which follows 
is valuable if only as giving up to the time it was published a 
complete record of all that had been written upon that insoluble 
mystery. Since then many new theories have been elaborated, 
but they have always been shown to be incorrect. The 
present study probably owes more to the researches of Arnould 
than of Dumas. The conclusion arrived at—that the Man in 
the Iron Mask was born near the throne—is the one to which 
Dumas always adhered, and developed with such striking suc- 
cess in “Le Vicomte de Bragelonne”—episode “L’homme au 
Masque de Fer.” This episode was dramatised by him and pro- 
duced under the title ‘‘ Le Prisonnier de la Bastille.” Hugo’s 
unfinished tragedy, ‘‘ Les Jumeaux,” is on the same subject. 

In 1834, Dumas made the acquaintance, in a salle a’armes, 
of a certain Italian general who had taken part in the trial of 
Murat in 1815 and the revolution of Naples in 1820. He 
was named a member of the military commission which 
judged the ex-king, and he alone voted against the sentence 
of death. This conduct was considered treasonable, and the 
general, then a captain, was sent into exile. He returned some 
-» le while before the revolution of 1820 burst out. Prince 
Francis dissimulating, appeared to side with the revolutionists, 
and one of his acts which gave him their confidence was the 
choice he made of our captain to command a division of the 
army to march against the Austrians. His soldiers deserted 
him, the general returned to Naples, and was presently 
followed by the Austrians. Then the prince, judging it use- 
less to dissimulate further, exiled the men to whom a short 
time before he had given commissions. Dumas, who made 
friends with the general when fencing with him, determined to 
elicit all he knew respecting Murat, and finally succeeded in 
doing so, It is to this circumstance that Murat owes his place 
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1634 
CHAPTER I 


N Sunday, the 26th of November 1631, there was great 
excitement in the little town of Loudun, especially in 
the narrow streets which led to the church of Saint-Pierre in the 
market-place from the gate by which the town was entered by 
anyone coming from the direction of the abbey of Saint-Jouin- 
les-Marmes. ‘This excitement was caused by the expected 
arrival of a personage who had been much in people’s mouths 
lattesly in Loudun, and about whom there was such difference 
of dpinion that discussion on the subject between those who 
were on his side and those who were against him was carried 
on with true provincial acrimony. It was easy to see, by the 
varied expressions on the faces of those who turned the door-, 
steps into improvised debating clubs, how varied were the 
feelings with which the man would be welcomed who had him- 
self formally announced to friends and enemies alike the exact 
date of his return. 

About nine o’clock a kind of sympathetic vibration ran 
through the crowd, and with the rapidity of a flash of lightning 
the words, ‘There he is! there he is!” passed from group to 
group. At this cry some withdrew into their houses and shut 
their doors and darkened their windows, as if it were a day of 
public mourning, while others opened them wide, as if to let 
joy enter. In a few moments the uproar and confusion 
evoked by the news was succeeded by the deep silence of 

reathless curiosity. 
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Then, through the silence, a figure advanced, carrying a 
branch of laurel in one hand as a token of triumph. It was 
that of a young man of from thirty-two to thirty-four years 
of age, with a graceful and well-knit frame, an aristocratic air 
and faultlessly beautiful features of a somewhat haughty 
expression. Although he had walked three leagues to reach 
the town, the ecclesiastical garb which he wore was not only 
elegant but of dainty freshness. His eyes turned to heaven, 
and singing in a sweet voice praise to the Lord, he passed 
through the streets leading to the church in the market-place 
with a slow and solemn gait, without vouchsafing a look, a 
word, or a gesture to anyone. The entire crowd, falling 
into step, marched behind him as he advanced, singing like 
him, the singers being the prettiest girls in Loudun, for we 
have forgotten to say that the crowd consisted almost entirely 
of women. 

Meanwhile the object of all this commotion arrived at length at 
the porch of the church of Saint-Pierre. Ascending the steps, 
he knelt at the top and prayed in a low voice, then rising 
he touched the church doors with his laurel branch, and they 
opened wide as if by magic, revealing the choir decorated ‘and 
illuminated as if for one of the four great feasts of the year, and 
with all its scholars, choir boys, singers, beadles, and vergers in 

eir places. Glancing around, he for whom they were waiting 
came up the nave, passed through the choir, knelt fora second 
time at the foot of the altar, upon which he laid the branch of 
laurel, then putting on a robe as white as snow and passing the 
stole around his neck, he began the celebration of the mass 
before a congregation composed of all those who had followed 
him. At the end of the mass a Z¢ Deum was sung. 

He who had just rendered thanks to God for his own 
victory with all the solemn ceremonial usually reserved for the 
triumphs of kings was the priest Urbain Grandier. Two days 
before, he had been acquitted, in virtue of a decision pro- 
nounced by M. d’Escoubleau de Sourdis, Archbishep of 
Bordeaux, of an accusation brought against him of which he 
had been declared guilty by a magistrate, and in punishment of 
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which he had been condemned to fast on bread and water 
every Friday for three months, and forbidden to exercise his 
priestly functions in the diocese of Poitiers for five years and 
in the town of Loudun for ever. 

These are the circumstances under which the sentence had 
been passed and the judgment reversed. 

Urbain Grandier was born at Rovére, a village near Sablé, a 
little town of Bas-Maine. Having studied the sciences with 
his father Pierre and his uncle Claude Grandier, who were 
learned astrologers and alchemists, he entered, at the age of 
twelve, the Jesuit college at Bordeaux, having already received 
the ordinary education of a young man. The professors soon 
found that besides his considerable attainments he had great 
natural gifts for languages and oratory ; they therefore made 
of him a thorough classical scholar, and in order to develop 
his oratorical talent encouraged him to practise preaching. 
They soon grew very fond of a pupil who was likely to bring 
them so much credit, and as soon as he was old enough to take 
holy orders they gave him the cure of souls in the parish of 
Saint-Pierre in Loudun, which was in the gift of the college. 
When he had been some months installed there as priest-in- 
charge, he received a prebendal stall, thanks to the same 
patrons, in the collegiate church of Sainte-Croix. 

It is easy to understand that the bestowal of these two 
positions on so young a man, who did not even belong tasi.c “ 
province, made him seem in some sort a usurper of rights 
and privileges belonging to the people of the country, and drew 
upon him the envy of his brother-ecclesiastics. There were, in 
fact, many other reasons why Urbain should be an object of 
jealousy to these: first, as we have already said, he was very 
handsome, then the instruction which he had received from 
his father had opened the world of science to him and given 
him the key to a thousand things which were mysteries to the 
ignorant, but which he fathomed with the greatest ease. 
Furthermore, the comprehensive course of study which he had 
followed at the Jesuit college had raised him above a crowd 

* of prejudices, which are sacred to the vulgar, but for which he 
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made no secret of his contempt; and lastly, the eloquence ot 
his sermons had drawn to his church the greater part of the 
regular congregations of the other religious communities, 
especially of the mendicant orders, who had till then, in what 
concerned preaching, borne away the palm at Loudun. As we 
have said, all this was more than enough to excite, first 
jealousy, and then hatred. And both were excited in no 
ordinary degree. 

We all know how easily the ill-natured gossip of a small 
town can rouse the angry contempt of the masses for every- 
thing which is beyond or above them. In a wider sphere 
Urbain would have shone by his many gifts, but cooped up 
as he was within the walls of a little town and deprived of 
air and space, all that might have conduced to his success 
in Paris led to his destruction at Loudun. 

It was also unfortunate for Urbain that his character, far 
from winning pardon for his genius, augmented the hatred 
which the latter inspired. Urbain, who in his intercourse 
with his friends was cordial and agreeable, was sarcastic, cold, 
and haughty to his enemies. When he had once resolved on 
a course, he pursued it unflinchingly ; he jealously exactedeall 
the honour due to the rank at which he had arrived, defending 
it as though it were a conquest; he also insisted on enforcing 
all his legal rights, and he resented the opposition and angry 

mwards of casual opponents with a harshness which made 
them his lifelong enemies. 

The first example which Urbain gave of this inflexibility 
was in 1620, when he gained a lawsuit against a priest named 
Meunier. He caused the sentence to be carried out with such 
rigour that he awoke an inextinguishable hatred in Meunier’s 
mind, which ever after burst forth on the slightest provocation. 

A second lawsuit, which he likewise gained, was one which 
he undertook against the chapter of Sainte-Croix with regard 
to a house, his claim to which the chapter disputed. Here 
again he displayed the same determination to exact his strict 
legal rights to the last iota, and unfortunately Mignon, the 
attorney of the unsuccessful chapter, was a revengeful,+ 
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vindictive, and ambitious man; too commonplace ever to 
arrive at a high position, and yet too much above his sur- 
roundings to be content with the secondary position which he 
occupied. This man, who was a canon of the collegiate 
church of Sainte-Croix and director of the Ursuline convent, 
will have an important part to play in the following narrative. 
Being as hypocritical as Urbain was straightforward, his 
ambition was to gain wherever his name was known a reputa- 
tion for exalted piety; he therefore affected in his life the 
asceticism of an anchorite and the self-denial of a saint. As 
he had much experience in ecclesiastical lawsuits, he looked 
on the chapter’s loss of this one, of which he had in some 
sort guaranteed the success, as a personal humiliation, so that 
when Urbain gave himself airs of triumph and exacted the 
last letter of his bond, as in the case of Meunier, he turned 
Mignon into an enemy who was not only more relentless but 
more dangerous than the former. 

In the meantime, and in consequence of this lawsuit, a 
certain Barot, an uncle of Mignon and his partner as well, got 
up a dispute with Urbain, but as he was a man below medio- 
crjey, Urbain required in order to crush him only to let fall 
from the height of his superiority a few of those disdainful 
words which brand as deeply as a red-hot iron. This man, 
though totally wanting in parts, was very rich, and having no 
children was always surrounded by a horde of relatives, every 
one of whom was absorbed in the attempt to make himself ‘so 
agreeable that his name would appear in Barot’s will. This 
being so, the mocking words which were rained down on Barot 
spattered not only himself but also all those who had sided 
with him in the quarrel, and thus added considerably to the 
tale of Urbain’s enemies. 

About this epoch a still graver event took place. Amongst 
the most assiduous frequenters of the confessional in his church 
was a young and pretty girl, Julie by name, the daughter of the 
king’s attorney, Trinquant—Trinquant being, as well as Barot, 
an uncle of Mignon. Now it happened that this young girl 
fell into such a state of debility that she was obliged to keep 
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her room. One of her friends, named Marthe Pelletier, giving 
up society, of which she was very fond, undertook to nurse the 
patient, and carried her devotion so far as to shut herself up 
in the same room with her. When Julie Trinquant had 
recovered and was able again to take her place in the world, 
it came out that Marthe Pelletier, during her weeks of retire- 
ment, had given birth to a child, which had been baptized and 
then put out to nurse. Now, by one of those odd whims 
which so often take possession of the public mind, everyone 
in Loudun persisted in asserting that the real mother of the 
infant was not she who had acknowledged herself as such— 
that, in short, Marthe Pelletier had sold her good name to her 
friend Julie for a sum of money; and of course it followed as 
a matter about which there could be no possible doubt, that 
Urbain was the father. 

Trinquant hearing of the reports about his daughter, took 
upon himself as king’s attorney to have Marthe Pelletier 
arrested and imprisoned. Being questioned about the child, 
she insisted that she was its mother, and would take its main- 
tenance upon herself. To have brought a child into the world 
under such circumstances was a sin, but not a crime; Tin- 
quant was therefore obliged to set Marthe at liberty, and the 
abuse of justice of which he was guilty served only to spread 
the scandal farther and to strengthen the public in the belief it 

eahiad taken up. 

itherto, whether through the intervention of the heavenly 
powers, or by means of his own cleverness, Urbain Grandier 
had come out victor in every struggle in which he had engaged, 
but each victory had added to the number of his enemies, and 
these were now so numerous that any other than he would 
have been alarmed, and have tried either to conciliate them 
or to take precautions against their malice; but Urbain, 
wrapped in his pride, and perhaps conscious of his innocence, 
paid no attention to the counsels of his most faithful followers, 
but went on his way unheeding. 

All the opponents whom till now Urbain had encountered 
had been entirely unconnected with each other, and had each 
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struggled for his own individual ends. Urbain’s enemies, 
believing that the cause of his success was to be found in the 
want of co-operation among themselves, now determined to 
unite in order to crush him. In consequence, 2 conference 
was held at Barot’s, at which, besides Barot himself, Meunier, 
Trinquant, and Mignon took part, and the latter had also 
brought with him one Menuau, a king’s counsel and his own 
most intimate friend, who was, however, influenced by other 
motives than friendship in joining the conspiracy. The fact 
was, that Menuau was in love with a woman who had stead- 
fastly refused to show him any favour, and he had got firmly 
fixed in his head that the reason for her else inexplicable in- 
difference and disdain was that Urbain had been beforehand 
with him in finding an entrance to her heart. The object of 
the meeting was to agree as to the best means of driving the 
common enemy out of Loudun and its neighbourhood. 
Urbain’s life was so well ordered that it presented little 
which his enemies could use as a handle for their purpose. 
His only foible seemed to be a predilection for female society ; 
while 1 in return all the wives and daughters of the place, with 
the sunerring instinct of their sex, seeing that the new priest 
was young, handsome, and eloquent, chose him, whenever it 
was possible, as their spiritual director. As this preference 
had already offended many husbands and fathers, the decision 
the conspirators arrived at was that on this side alone was 
Grandier vulnerable, and that their only chance of success was 
to attack him where he was weakest. Almost at once, therefore, 
the vague reports which had been floating about began to 
attain a certain definiteness : there were allusions made, though 
no name was mentioned, to a young girl of Loudun, who in 
spite of Grandier’s frequent unfaithfulness yet remained his 
mistress-in-chief ; then it began to be whispered that the young 
girl, having had conscientious scruples about her love for 
Urbain, he had allayed them by an act of sacrilege—that is to 
say, he had, as priest, in the middle of the night, performed 
the service of marriage between himself and his mistress. The 
fhore absurd the reports, the more credence did they gain, 
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and it was not long till everyone in Loudun believed them true, 
although no one was able to name the mysterious heroine of 
the tale who had had the courage to contract a marriage with 
a priest; and considering how small Loudun was, this was 
most extraordinary. 

Resolute and full of courage as was Grandier, at length he 
could not conceal from himself that his path lay over quick- 
sands: he felt that slander was secretly closing him round, and 
that as soon as he was well entangled in her shiny folds, she 
would reveal herself by raising her abhorred head, and that 
then a mortal combat between them would begin. But it was 
one of his convictions that to draw back was to acknowledge 
one’s guilt; besides, as far as he was concerned, it was pro- 
bably too late for him to retrace his steps. He therefore went 
on his way, as unyielding, as scornful, and as haughty as ever. 

Among those who were supposed to be most active in 
spreading the slanders relative to Urbain was a man called 
Duthibaut, a person of importance in the province, who was 
supposed by the townspeople to hold very advanced views, and 
who was a “Sir Oracle” to whom the commonplace and vulgar 
turned for enlightenment. Some of this man’s stricture& on 
Grandier were reported to the latter, especially some calumnies 
to which Duthibaut had given vent at the Marquis de Bellay’s ; 
and one day, as Grandier, arrayed in priestly garments, was about 
tq enter the church of Sainte-Croix to assist in the service he 
encountered Duthibaut at the entrance, and with his usual 
haughty disdain accused him of slander. Duthibaut, who 
had got into the habit of saying and doing whatever came into 
his head without fear of being called to account, partly 
because of his wealth and partly because of the influence he 
had gained over the narrow-minded, who are so numerous in a 
small provincial town, and who regarded him as being much 
above them, was so furious at this public reprimand, that he 
raised his cane and struck Urbain. 

The opportunity which this affront afforded Grandier of 
being revenged on all his enemies was too precious to be 
neglected, but convinced, with too much reason, that he would. 
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never obtain justice from the local authorities, although the 
respect due to the Church had been infringed in his person 
he decided to appeal to King Louis xin, who deigned 
to receive him, and deciding that the insult offered to 
a priest robed in the sacred vestments should be expiated, 
sent the cause to the high court of Parliament, with instructions 
that the case against Duthibaut should be tried and decided 
there. 

Hereupon Urbain’s enemies saw they had no time to lose, 
and took advantage of his absence to make counter accusations 
against him. ‘Two worthless beings, named Cherbonneau and 
Bugrau, agreed to become informers, and were brought before 
the ecclesiastical magistrate at Poitiers. They accused Grandier 
of having corrupted women and girls, of indulging in blasphemy 
and profanity, of neglecting to read his breviary daily, and of 
turning God’s sanctuary into a place of debauchery and 
prostitution. 

The information was taken down, and Louis Chauvet, the 
civil lieutenant, and the archpriest of Saint-Marcel and the 
Loudenois were appointed to investigate the matter, so that, 
while Urbain was instituting proceedings against Duthibaut in 
Paris, information was laid against himself in Loudun. 

This matter thus set going was pushed forward with all the 
acrimony so common in religious prosecutions; Trinquant 
appeared as a witness, and drew many others after him, and 
whatever omissions were found in the depositions were inter- 
polated according to the needs of the prosecution. The result 
was that the case when fully got up appeared to be so serious 
that it was sent to the Bishop of Poitiers for trial. Now the 
bishop was not only surrounded by the friends of those who 
were bringing the accusations against Grandier, but had himself 
a grudge against him. It had happened some time before that 
Urbain, the case being urgent, had dispensed with the usual 
notice of a marriage, and the bishop, knowing this, found in 
the papers laid before him, superficial as they were, sufficient 
evidence against Urbain to justify him in issuing a warrant for 
fis apprehension, which was drawn up in the following words :— 
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‘“‘ Henri-Louis, Chataignier de la Rochepezai, by divine mercy 
Bishop of Poitiers, in view of the charges and informations 
conveyed to us by the archpriest of Loudun against Urbain 
Grandier, priest-in-charge of the Church of Saint-Pierre in the 
Market-Place at Loudun, in virtue of a commission appointed 
by us directed to the said archpriest, ot in his absence to the 
Prior of Chassaignes, in view also of the opinion given by our 
attorney upon the said charges, have ordered and do hereby 
order that Urbain Grandier, the accused, be quietly taken to 
the prison in our palace in Poitiers, if it so be that he be taken 
and apprehended, and if not, that he be summoned to appear 
at his domicile within three days, by the first apparitor-priest, 
or tonsured clerk, and also by the first royal sergeant, upon 
this warrant, and we request the aid of the secular authorities, 
and to them, or to any one of them, we hereby give power and 
authority to carry out this decree notwithstanding any opposi- 
tion or appeal, and the said Grandier having been heard, such 
a decision will be given by our attorney as the facts may seem 
to warrant. 

‘Given at Dissay the 22nd day of October 1629, and signed 
in the original as follows :— 

** HENRI-LOUIS, Bishop of Béiiers'* 


Grandier was, as we have said, at Paris when these proceed- 
ings were taken against him, conducting before the Parliament 
his case against Duthibaut. The latter received a copy of the 
decision arrived at by the bishop, before Grandier knew of the 
charges that had been formulated against him, and having in 
the course of his defence drawn a terrible picture of the 
immorality of Grandier’s life, he produced as a proof of the 
truth of his assertions the damning document which had been 
put into his hands. The court, not knowing what to think of 
the turn affairs had taken, decided that before considering the 
accusations brought by Grandier, he must appear before his 
bishop to clear himself of the charges brought against himself. 
Consequently he left Paris at once, and arrived at Loudun, 
where he only stayed long enough to learn what had happene& 
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in his absence, and then went on to Poitiers in order to draw 
up his defence. He had, however, no sooner set foot in the 
place than he was arrested by a sheriff’s officer named Chatry, 
and confined in the prison of the episcopal palace. 

It was the middle of November, and the prison was at all 
times cold and damp, yet no attention was paid to Grandier’s 
request that he should be transferred to some other place of 
confinement. Convinced by this that his enemies had more 
influence than he had supposed, he resolved to possess his 
soul in patience, and remained a prisoner for two months, 
during which even his warmest friends believed him lost, while 
Duthibaut openly laughed at the proceedings instituted against 
himself, which he now believed would never go any farther, and 
Barot had already selected one of his heirs, a certain Ismaél 
Boulieau, as successor to Urbain as priest and prebendary. 

It was arranged that the costs of the lawsuit should be 
defrayed out of a fund raised by the prosecutors, the rich 
paying for the poor; for as all the witnesses lived at Loudun 
and the trial was to take place at Poitiers, considerable expense 
would be incurred by the necessity of bringing so many 
pedple such a distance; but the lust of vengeance proved 
stronger than the lust of gold; the subscription expected from 
each being estimated according to his fortune, each paid 
without a murmur, and at the end of two months the case 
was concluded. 

In spite of the evident pains taken by the prosecution to 
strain the evidence against the defendant, the principal charge 
could not be sustained, which was that he had led astray many 
wives and daughters in Loudun. Not one woman came 
forward to complain of her ruin by Grandier; the name of no 
single victim of his alleged immorality was given. The 
conduct of the case was the most extraordinary ever seen; it 
was evident that the accusations were founded on hearsay and 
not on fact, and yet a decision and sentence against Grandier 
were pronounced on January 3rd, 1630. The sentence was 
as follows: For three months to fast each Friday on bread 
*and water by way of penance; to be inhibited from the per- 
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formance of clerical functions in the diocese of Poitiers for 
five years, and in the town of Loudun for ever. 

Both parties appealed from this decision: Grandier to the 
Archbishop of Bordeaux, and his adversaries, on the advice 
of the attorney to the diocese, pleading a miscarriage of 
justice, to the Parliament of Paris; this last appeal being 
made in order to overwhelm Grandier and break his spirit. 
But Grandier’s resolution enabled him to face this attack 
boldly: he engaged counsel to defend his case before the 
Parliament, while he himself conducted his appeal to the 
Archbishop of Bordeaux. But as there were many necessary 
witnesses, and it was almost impossible to bring them all 
such a great distance, the archiepiscopal court sent the appeal 
to the presidial court of Poitiers. The public prosecutor 
of Poitiers began a fresh investigation, which being conducted 
with impartiality was not encouraging to Grandier’s accusers. 
There had been many conflicting statements made by the 
witnesses, and these were now repeated: other witnesses had 
declared quite openly that they had been bribed; others 
again stated that their depositions had been tampered with ; 
and amongst these latter was a certain priest named Méchin, 
and also that Ismaél Boulieau whom Barot had been in such 
a hurry to select as candidate for the reversion of Grandier’s 
preferments. Boulieau’s deposition has been lost, but we can 
lay Méchin’s before the reader, for the original has been 
preserved, just as it issued from his pen :— 


“J, Gervais Méchin, curate-in-charge of the Church of Saint- 
Pierre in the Market Place at Loudun, certify by these presents, 
signed by my hand, to relieve my conscience as to a certain 
report which is being spread abroad, that I had said in support 
of an accusation brought by Gilles Robert, archpriest, against 
Urbain Grandier, priest-in-charge of Saint Pierre, that I had 
found the said Grandier lying with women and girls in the 
church of Saint Pierre, the doors being closed. 

“tem, that on several different occasions, at unsuitable 
hours both day and night, I had seen women and girls® 
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disturb the said Grandier by going into his bedroom, and that 
some of the said women remained with him from one o'clock in 
the afternoon till three o’clock the next morning, their maids 
bringing them their suppers and going away again at once. 

‘“* Ttem, that I had seen the said Grandier in the church, the 
doors being open, but that as soon as some women entered 
he closed them. As I earnestly desire that such reports 
should cease, I declare by these presents that I have never seen 
the said Grandier with women or girls in the church, the doors 
being closed; that I have never found him there alone with 
women or girls ; that when he spoke to either someone else 
was always present, and the doors were open; and as to their 
posture, I think I made it sufficiently clear when in the witness- 
box that Grandier was seated and the women scattered over 
the church ; furthermore, I have never seen either women or 
girls enter Grandier’s bedroom either by day or night, although 
it is true that I have heard people in the corridor coming and 
going late in the evening, who they were I cannot say, but 
a brother of the said Grandier sleeps close by; neither have I 
any sxnowledge that either women or girls had their suppers 
brofight to the said room. I have also never said that he 
neglected the reading of his breviary, because that would 
be contrary to the truth, seeing that on several occasions he 
borrowed mine and read his hours in it. I also declare that 
I have never seen him close the doors of the church, and that 
whenever I have seen him speaking to women I have never 
noticed any impropriety; I have not ever seen him touch 
them in any way, they have only spoken together; and if 
anything is found in my deposition contrary to the above, 
it is without my knowledge, and was never read to me, for I 
would not have signed it, and I say and affirm all this in 
homage to the truth. 

** Done the last day of October 1630, 

(Signed) G. MECHIN.” 


In the face of such proofs of innocence none of the accusa- 
“tions could be considered as established, and so, according to 
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the decision of the presidial court of Poitiers, dated the 25th of 
May 1634, the decision of the bishop’s court was reversed, and 
Grandier was acquitted of the charges brought against him. 
However, he had still to appear before the Archbishop of 
Bordeaux, that his acquittal might be ratified. Grandier took 
advantage of a visit which the archbishop paid to his abbey 
of Saint-Jouin-les-Marmes, which was only three leagues from 
Loudun, to make this appearance; his adversaries, who were 
discouraged by the result of the proceedings at Poitiers, 
scarcely made any defence, and the archbishop, after an 
examination which brought clearly to light the innocence of 
the accused, acquitted and absolved him. 

The rehabilitation of Grandier before his bishop had two 
important results: the first was that it clearly established his 
innocence, and the second that it brought into prominence 
his high attainments and eminent qualities. The archbishop 
seeing the persecutions to which he was subjected, felt a 
kindly interest in him, and advised him to exchange into 
some other diocese, leaving a town the principal inhabit- 
ants of which appeared to have vowed him a relentless pate. 
But such an abandonment of his rights was foreign totthe 
character of Urbain, and he declared to his superior that, strong 
in His Grace’s approbation and the testimony of his own 
conscience, he would remain in the place to which God had 
called him. Monseigneur de Sourdis did not feel it his duty to 
urge Urbain any further, but he had enough insight into his 
character to perceive that if Urbain should one day fall, it 
would be, like Satan, through pride; for he added another 
sentence to his decision, recommending him to fulfil the duties 
of his office with discretion and modesty, according to the decrees 
of the Fathers and the canonical constitutions, The triumphal 
entry of Urbain into Loudun with which we began our 
narrative shows the spirit in which he took this recommendation. 


CHAPTER II 


RBAIN GRANDIER was not satisfied with the arrogant 
demonstration by which he signalised his return, which 
even his friends had felt to be ill advised; instead of allowing 
the hate he had aroused to die away or at least to fall asleep 
by letting the past be past, he continued with more zeal than 
ever his proceedings against Duthibaut, and succeeded in 
obtaining a decree from the Parliament of La Tournelle, by 
which Duthibaut was summoned before it, and obliged to 
listen bareheaded to a reprimand, to offer apologies, and to pay 
damages and costs. 

Having thus got the better of one enemy, Urbain turned on 
the others, and showed himself more indefatigable in the 
purguit of justice than they had been in the pursuit of vengeance. 
The decision of the archbishop had given him a right to a sum 
of money for compensation, and interest thereon, as well as to 
the restitution of the revenues of his livings, and there being some 
demur made, he announced publicly that he intended to exact this 
reparation to the uttermost farthing, and set about collecting 
all the evidence which was necessary for the success of a new 
lawsuit for libel and forgery which he intended to begin. It 
was in vain that his friends assured him that the vindication 
of his innocence had been complete and brilliant, it was in 
vain that they tried to convince him of the danger of driving 
the vanquished to despair, Urbain replied that he was ready to 
endure all the persecutions which his enemies might succeed 
in inflicting on him, but as long as he felt that he had right 
upon his side he was incapable of drawing back. 

Grandier’s adversaries soon became conscious of the storm 
Which was gathering above their heads, and feeling that the 
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struggle between themselves and this man would be one of 
life or death, Mignon, Barot, Meunier, Duthibaut, and 
Menuau met Trinquant at the village of Pindadane, in a 
house belonging to the latter, in order to consult about the 
dangers which threatened them. Mignon had, however, already 
begun to weave the threads of a new intrigue, which he explained 
in full to the others ; they lent a favourable ear, and his plan 
was adopted. We shall see it unfold itself by degrees, for it is 
the basis of our narrative. 

We have already said that Mignon was the director of the 
convent of Ursulines at Loudun. Now the Ursuline order 
was quite modern, for the historic controversies to which the 
slightest mention of the martyrdom of St. Ursula and her 
eleven thousand virgins gave rise, had long hindered the 
foundation of an order in the saint’s honour. However, in 1560 
Madame Angéle de Bresse established such an order in Italy, 
with the same rules as the Augustinian order. This gained 
the approbation of Pope Gregory xu in 1572. In 1614, 
Madeleine Lhuillier, with the approval of Pope Paul v, 
introduced this order into France, by founding a convent at 
Paris, whence it rapidly spread over the whole kingdom, so that 
in 1626, only six years before the time when the events just 
related took place, a sisterhood was founded in the little town 
of Loudun. 

Although this community at first consisted entirely of ladies 
of good family, daughters of nobles, officers, judges, and the 
better class of citizens, and numbered amongst its founders 
Jeanne de Belfield, daughter of the late Marquis of Cose, and 
relative of M. de Laubardemont, Mademoiselle de Fazili, 
cousin of the cardinal-duke, two ladies of the house of Barbenis 
de Nogaret, Madame de Lamothe, daughter of the Marquis 
Lamothe-Baracé of Anjou, and Madame d’Escoubleau de 
Sourdis, of the same family as the Archbishop of Bordeaux, 
yet as these nuns had almost all entered the convent because 
of their want of fortune, the community found itself at the 
time of its establishment richer in blood than in money, and 
was obliged instead of building to purchase a private house. 
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The owner of this house was a certain Moussaut du Fréne, 
whose brother was a priest. This brother, therefore, naturally 
became the first director of these godly women. Less than 
a year after his appointment he died, and the directorship 
became vacant. 

The Ursulines had bought the house in which they lived 
much below its normal value, for it was regarded as a haunted 
house by all the town. The landlord had rightly thought that 
there was no better way of getting rid of the ghosts than to 
confront them with a religious sisterhood, the members of 
which, passing their days in fasting and prayer, would be hardly 
likely to have their nights disturbed by bad spirits; and in 
truth, during the year which they had already passed in the 
house, no ghost had ever put in an appearance—a fact which 
had greatly increased the reputation of the nuns for sanctity. 

When their director died, it so happened that the boarders 
took advantage of the occasion to indulge in some diversion 
at the expense of the older nuns, who were held in general 
detestation by the youth of the establishment on account of 
the gigour with which they enforced the rules of the order. 
Thair plan was to raise once more those spirits which had been, 
as everyone supposed, permanently relegated to outer dark- 
ness. So noises began to be heard on the roof of the house, 
which resolved themselves into cries and groans; then growing 
bolder, the spirits entered the attics and garrets, announcing 
their presence by clanking of chains; at last they became so 
familiar that they invaded the dormitories, where they dragged 
the sheets off the sisters and abstracted their clothes. 

Great was the terror in the convent, and great the talk in the 
town, so that the mother superior called her wisest nuns around 
her and asked them what, in their opinion, would be the best 
course to take in the delicate circumstances in which they found 
themselves. Without a dissentient voice, the conclusion arrived 
at was, that the late director should be immediately replaced 
by a man still holier than he, if such a man could be found, 
and whether because he possessed a reputation for sanctity, or 
fdr some other reason, their choice fell on Urbain Grandier. 
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When the offer of the post was brought to him, he answered 
that he was already responsible for two important charges, and 
that he therefore had not enough time to watch over the snow- 
white flock which they wished to entrust to him, as a good 
shepherd should, and he recommended the lady superior to 
‘seek out another more worthy and less occupied than himself. 

This answer, as may be supposed, wounded the self-esteem 
of the sisters: they next turned their eyes towards Mignon, 
priest and canon of the collegiate church of Sainte-Croix, and 
he, although he felt deeply hurt that they had not thought first of 
him, accepted the position eagerly; but the recollection that 
Grandier had been preferred before himself kept awake in him 
one of those bitter hatreds which time, instead of soothing, 
intensifies. From the foregoing narrative the reader can see to 
what this hate led. 

As soon as the new director was appointed, the mother 
superior confided to him the kind of foes which he would be 
expected to vanquish. Instead of comforting her by the assur- 
ance that no ghosts existing, it could not be ghosts who ran 
riot in the house, Mignon saw that by pretending to lay these 
phantoms he could acquire the reputation for holiness he so 
much desired. So he answered that the Holy Scriptures re- 
cognised the existence of ghosts by relating how the witch of 
Endor had made the shade of Samuel appear to Saul. He went 
on to say that the ritual of the Church possessed means of driving 
away all evil spirits, no matter how persistent they were, pro- 
vided that he who undertook the task were pure in thought and 
deed, and that he hoped soon, by the help of God, to rid the 
convent of its nocturnal visitants, whereupon as a preparation 
for their expulsion he ordered a three days’ fast, to be followed 
by a general confession. 

It does not require any great cleverness to understand how 
easily Mignon arrived at the truth by questioning the young 
penitents as they came before him. The boarders who had 
played at being ghosts confessed their folly, saying that they 
had been helped by a young novice of sixteen years of age, 
named Marie Aubin. She acknowledged that this was true; ‘it 
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was she who used to get up in the middle of the night and open 
the dormitory door, which her more timid room-mates locked 
most carefully from within every night, before going to bed—a 
fact which greatly increased their terror when, despite their pre- 
cautions, the ghosts still got in. Under pretext of not exposing 
them to the anger of the superior, whose suspicions would be 
sure to be awakened if the apparitions were to disappear im- 
mediately after the general confession, Mignon directed them to 
renew their nightly frolics from time to time, but at longer and 
longer intervals. He then sought an interview with the superior, 
and assured her that he had found the minds of all those under 
her charge so chaste and pure that he felt sure through his 
earnest prayers he would soon clear the convent of the spirits 
which now pervaded it. 

Everything happened as the director had foretold, and the 
reputation for sanctity of the holy man, who by watching and 
praying had delivered the worthy Ursulines from their ghostly 
assailants, increased enormously in the town of Loudun. 


CHAPTER III 


ARDLY had tranquillity been restored when Mignon, 

Duthibaut, Menuau, Meunier, and Barot, having lost 

their cause before the Archbishop of Bordeaux, and finding them- 

selves threatened by Grandier with a prosecution for libel and 

forgery, met together to consult as to the best means of defend- 

ing themselves before the unbending severity of this man, who 
would, they felt, destroy them if they did not destroy him. 

The result of this consultation was that very shortly afterwards 
queer reports began to fly about; it was whispered that the 
ghosts whom the pious director had expelled had again invaded 
the convent, under an invisible and impalpable form, and that 
several of the nuns had given, by their words and acts, incon- 
trovertible proofs of being possessed. é 

When these reports were mentioned to Mignon, he, instead 
of denying their truth, cast up his eyes to heaven and said that 
God was certainly a great and merciful God, but it was also 
certain that Satan was very clever, especially when he was backed 
by that false human science called magic. However, as to the 
reports, though they were not entirely without foundation, he 
would not go so far as to say that any of the sisters were really 
possessed by devils, that being a question which time alone 
could decide. 

The effect of such an answer on minds already prepared to 
listen to the most impossible things, may easily be guessed. 
Mignon let the gossip go its rounds for several months without 
giving it any fresh food, but at length, when the time was ripe, 
he called on the priest of Saint-Jacques at Chinon, and told him 
that matters had now come to such a pass in the Ursuline con- 
vent that he felt it impossible to bear up alone under the re* 
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sponsibility of caring for the salvation of the afflicted nuns, and 
he begged him to accompany him tothe convent. This priest, 
whose name was Pierre Barré, was exactly the man whom Mignon 
needed in such a crisis. He was of melancholy temperament, 
and dreamed dreams and saw visions; his one ambition was to 
gain a reputation for asceticism and holiness. Desiring to 
surround his visit with the solemnity befitting such an 
important event, he set out for Loudun at the head of all his 
parishioners, the whole procession going on foot, in order to 
arouse interest and curiosity ; but this measure was quite need- 
less, it took less than that to set the town agog. 

While the faithful filled the churches offering up prayers for 
the success of the exorcisms, Mignon and Barré entered upon 
their task at the convent, where they remained shut up with the 
nuns forsix hours. At the end of this time Barré appeared and 
announced to his parishioners that they might go back to Chinon 
without him, for he had made up his mind to remain for the 
present at Loudun, in order to aid the venerable director of the 
Ursuline convent in the holy work he had undertaken ; he en- 
joined on them to pray morning and evening, with all possible 
feyfour, that in spite of the serious dangers by which it was 
sutrounded the good cause might finally triumph. This advice, 
unaccompanied as it was by any explanation, redoubled the 
curiosity of the people, and the belief gained ground that it was 
not merely one or two nuns who were possessed of devils, but 
the whole sisterhood. It was not very long before the name of 
the magician who had worked this wonder began to be mentioned 
quite openly : Satan, it was said, had drawn Urbain Grandier into 
his power, through his pride. Urbain had entered into a pact 
with the Evil Spirit by which he had sold him his soul in return 
for being made the most learned man on earth. Now, as 
Urbain’s knowledge was much greater than that of the in- 
habitants of Loudun, this story gained general credence in the 
town, although here and there was to be found a man sufficiently 
enlightened to shrug his shoulders at these absurdities, and to 
laugh at the mummeries, of which as yet he saw only the 
ridiculous side. 
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For the next ten or twelve days Mignon and Barré spent the 
greater part of their time at the convent ; sometimes remaining 
there for six hours at a stretch, sometimes the entire day. At 
length, on Monday the 11th of October 1632, they wrote to 
the priest of Venier, to Messire Guillaume Cerisay de la 
Guerinitre, bailiff of the Loudenois, and to Messire Louis 
Chauvet, civil lieutenant, begging them to visit the Ursuline 
convent, in order to examine two nuns who were possessed by 
evil spirits, and to verify the strange and almost incredible 
manifestations of this possession. Being thus formally 
appealed to, the two magistrates could not avoid compliance 
with the request. It must be confessed that they were not 
free from curiosity, and felt far from sorry at being able to get 
to the bottom of the mystery of which for some time the whole 
town was talking. They repaired, therefore, to the convent, 
intending to make a thorough investigation as to the reality of 
the possession and as to the efficacy of the exorcisms em- 
ployed. Should they judge that the nuns were really possessed, 
and that those who tried to deliver them were in earnest, they 
would authorise the continuation of the efforts at exorcism ; 
but if they were not satisfied on these two points, they world 
soon put an end to the whole thing as a comedy. When they 
reached the door, Mignon, wearing alb and stole, came to meet 
them. He told them that the feelings of the nuns had for 
more than two weeks been harrowed by the apparition of 
spectres and other blood-curdling visions, that the mother 
superior and two nuns had evidently been possessed by evil 
spirits for over a week ; that owing to the efforts of Barré and 
some Carmelite friars who were good enough to assist him 
against their common enemies, the devils had been temporarily 
driven out, but on the previous Sunday night, the roth of 
October, the mother superior, Jeanne de Belfield, whose 
conventual name was Jeanne des Anges, and a lay sister called 
Jeanne Dumagnoux, had again been entered into by the same 
spirits. It had, however, been discovered by means of 
exorcisms that a new compact, of which the symbol and token 
was a bunch of roses, had been concluded, the symbol and * 
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token of the first having been three black thorns. He added 
that during the time of the first possession the demons had 
refused to give their names, but by the power of his exorcisms 
this reluctance had been overcome, the spirit which had resumed 
possession of the mother superior having at length revealed 
that its name was Ashtaroth, one of the greatest enemies of God, 
while the devil which had entered into the lay sister was of a 
lower order, and was called Sabulon. Unfortunately, continued 
Mignon, just now the two afflicted nuns were resting, and he 
requested the bailiff and the civil lieutenant to put off their 
inspection till a little later. The two magistrates were just 
about to go away, when a nun appeared, saying that the devils 
were again doing their worst with the two into whom they had 
entered. Consequently, they accompanied Mignon and the 
eriest from Venier to an upper room, in which were seven 
narrow beds, of which two only were occupied, one by the 
mother superior and the other by the lay sister. The superior, 
who was the more thoroughly possessed of the two, was sur- 
rounded by the Carmelite monks, the sisters belonging to the 
convent, Mathurin Rousseau, priest and canon of Sainte-Croix, 
and Mannouri, a surgeon from the town. 

NO sooner did the two magistrates join the others than the 
superior wa% seized with violent convulsions, writhing and 
uttering sqaeals in exact imitation of a sucking pig. The two 
magistrafes looked on in profound astonishment, which was 
greatly increased when they saw the patient now bury herself 
in hex bed, now spring right out of it, the whole performance 
beuig accompanied by such diabolical gestures and grimaces 
that, if they were not quite convinced that the possession was 
genuine, they were at least filled with admiration of the manner 
in which it was simulated. Mignon next informed the bailiff 
and the civil lieutenant, that although the superior had never 
learned Latin she would reply in that language to all the 
questions addressed to her, if such were their desire. The 
magistrates answered that as they were there in order to 
examine thoroughly into the facts of the case, they begged 
tife exorcists to give them every possible proof that the 
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possession was real. Upon this, Mignon approached the mother 
superior, and having ordered everyone to be silent, placed two 
of his fingers in her mouth, and having gone through the form 
of exorcism prescribed by the ritual, he asked the following 
questions word for word as they are given :— 


D. Propter quam causam Why have you _ entered 
ingressus es in corpus hujus into the body of this young 
virginis ? girl? 

#. Causa animositatis. Out of enmity. 

D. Per quod pactum? By what pact? 

fe. Per flores. By flowers. 

D. Quales? What flowers ? 

#. Rosas. Roses. 

D. Quis misit ? By whom wert thou sent? , 


At this question the magistrates remarked that the superior 
hesitated to reply ; twice she opened her mouth in vain, but 
the third time she said in a weak voice— 


#. Urbanus. Urbain. ss 
D. Dic cognomen ? What is his surname { 


Here there was again the same hesitation, but as if impelled 
by the will of the exorcist she answered— 


A. Grandier. Grandier. 

D. Dic qualitatem ? What is his profession ? 
#. Sacerdos. A priest. 

D. Cujus ecclesiz ? Of what church P 

#. Sancti Petri. , Saint-Pierre. 


D. Quae persona attulit ‘Who brought the flowers ? 
flores ? 
&. Diabolica. Someone sent by the devil. 
As the patient pronounced the last word she recovered her 
senses, and having repeated a prayer, attempted to swallow a 
morsel of bread which was offered her ; she was, however, obliged 
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to spit it out, saying it was so dry she could not get it down. 
Something more liquid was then brought, but even of that she 
could swallow very little, as she fell into convulsions every few 
minutes. 

Upon this the two officials, seeing there was nothing more 
to be got out of the superior, withdrew to one of the window 
recesses and began to converse in a low tone; whereupon 
Mignon, who feared that they had not been sufficiently 
impressed, followed them, and drew their attention to the fact 
that there was much in what they had just seen to recall the case 
of Gaufredi, who had been put to death a few years before in 
consequence of a decree of the Parliament of Aix, in Provence. 
This ill-judged remark of Mignon showed so clearly what his 
aim was that the magistrates made noreply. The civil lieutenant 

eremarked that he had been surprised that Mignon had not made 
any attempt to find out the cause of the enmity of which the 
superior had spoken, and which it was so important to find out ; 
but Mignon excused himself by saying that he had no right to 
put questions merely to gratify curiosity. The civil lieutenant was 
about,to insist on the matter being investigated, when the lay 
sistey in her turn went into a fit, thus extricating Mignon from 
his embarrassment. The magistrates approached the lay sister’s 
bed at once, and directed Mignon to put the same questions to 
her as to the superior: he did so, but all in vain ; all she would 
reply was, “To the other! To the other!” 

Mignon explained this refusal to answer by saying that the 
evil spirit which was in her was of an inferior order, and referred 
all questioners to Ashtaroth, who was his superior. As this 
was the only explanation, good or bad, offered them by Mignon, 
the magistrates went away, and drew up a report of all they 
had seen and heard without comment, merely appending their 
signatures. 

But in the town very few people showed the same discretion 
and reticence as the magistrates. The bigoted believed, the 
hypocrites pretended to believe ; and the worldly-minded, who 
were numerous, discussed the doctrine of possession in all its 
Phases, and made no secret of their own entire incredulity. 
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They wondered, and not without reason it must be confessed, 
what had induced the devils to go out of the nuns’ bodies for 
two days only, and then come back'and resume possession, to 
the confusion of the exorcists; further, they wanted to know 
why the mother superiors devil spoke Latin, while the lay 
sister’s was ignorant of that tongue; for a mere difference of 
rank in the hierarchy of hell did not seem a sufficient explana- 
tion of such a difference in education; Mignon’s refusal to go 
on with his interrogations as to the cause of the enmity made 
them, they said, suspect that, knowing he had reached the end 
of Ashtaroth’s classical knowledge, he felt it useless to try to 
continue the dialogue in the Ciceronian idiom. Moreover, it 
was well known that only a few days before all Urbain’s worst 
enemies had met in conclave in the village of Puidardane ; 
and besides, how stupidly Mignon had shown his hand by 
mentioning Gaufredi, the priest who had been executed at Aix: 
lastly, why had not a desire for impartiality been shown by 
calling in other than Carmelite monks to be present at the 
exorcism, that order having a private quarrel with Grandier? 
It must be admitted that this way of looking at the sais was 
not wanting in shrewdness. 

On the following day, October r2th, the bailiff and the civil 
lieutenant, having heard that exorcisms had been again tried 
without their having been informed beforehand, requested a 
certain Canon Rousseau to accompany them, and set out with 
him and their clerk for the convent. On arriving, they asked 
for Mignon, and on his appearance they told him that this 
matter of exorcism was of such importance that no further steps 
were to be taken in it without the authorities being present, 
and that in future they were to be given timely notice of every 
attempt to get rid of the evil spirits. They added that this 
was all the more necessary as Mignon’s position as director of 
the sisterhood and his well-known hate for Grandier would 
draw suspicions on him unworthy of his cloth, suspicions which 
he ought to be the first to wish to see dissipated, and that 
quickly ; and that, therefore, the work which he had so piously 
begun would be completed by exorcists appointed by the court. 
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Mignon replied that, though he had not the slightest objection 
to the magistrates being present at all the exorcisms, yet he 
could not promise that the spirits would reply to anyone 
except himself and Barré. Just at that moment Barré came 
on the scene, paler and more gloomy than ever, and speaking 
with the air of a man whose word no one could help believing, 
he announced that before their arrival some most extraordinary 
things had taken place. The magistrates asked what things, 
and Barré replied that he had learned from the mother superior 
that she was possessed, not by one, but by seven devils, of 
whom Ashtaroth was the chief; that Grandier had entrusted 
his pact with the devil, under the symbol of a bunch of roses, 
to a certain Jean Pivart, to give to a girl who had introduced 
it into the convent garden by throwing it over the wall; that 
ethis took place in the night between Saturday and Sunday 
“hora secundad nocturné” (two hours after midnight); that 
those were the very words the superior had used, but that while 
she readily named Pivart, she absolutely refused to give the 
name of the girl; that on asking what Pivart was, she had 
replied, “ Pauper magus” (a poor magician) ; that he then had 
presyed her as to the word magus, and that she had replied 

pictanus et civis” (magician and citizen); and that just as 
she said those words the magistrates had arrived, and he had 
asked no more questions. 

The two officials listened to this information with the serious- 
ness befitting men entrusted with high judicial functions, and 
announced to the two priests that they proposed to visit the 
possessed women and witness for themselves the miracles that 
were taking place. The clerics offered no opposition, but said 
they feared that the devils were fatigued and would refuse to 
reply ; and, in fact, when the officials reached the sickroom the 
two patients appeared to have regained some degree of calm. 
Mignon took advantage of this quiet moment to say mass, to 
which the two magistrates listened devoutly and tranquilly, and 
while the sacrifice was being offered the demons did not dare 
to move. It was expected that they would offer some opposi- 
tion at the elevation of the Host, but everything passed off 
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without disturbance, only the lay sister’s hands and feet twitched 
a great deal; and this was the only fact which the magistrates 
thought worthy of mention in their report for that morning. 
Barré assured them, however, that if they would return about 
three o'clock the devils would probably have recovered 
sufficiently from their fatigue to give a second performance. 

As the two gentlemen had determined to see the affair to 
the end, they returned to the convent at the hour named, 
accompanied by Messire Irénée de Sainte-Marthe, sieur 
Deshumeaux; and found the room in which the possessed 
were lying full of curious spectators ; for the exorcists had been 
true prophets—the devils were at work again. 

The superior, as always, was the more tormented of the two, 
as was only to be expected, she having seven devils in her all 
at once; she was terribly convulsed, and was writhing and, 
foaming at the mouth as if she were mad. No one could long 
continue in such a condition without serious injury to health ; 
Barré therefore asked the devil-in-chief how soon he would 
come out. ‘“ Cras mane” (To-morrow morning), he replied. 
The exorcist then tried to hurry him, asking him why he would 
not come out at once; whereupon the superior murmurei the 
word “ Pactum” (A pact); and then “ Sacerdos” (A priest)! and 
finally “ #inzs,” or ‘‘ Ainit,” for even those nearest could not catch 
the word distinctly, as the devil, afraid doubtless of perpetrating 
a barbarism, spoke through the nun’s closely clenched teeth. 
This being all decidedly unsatisfying, the magistrates insisted 
that the examination should continue, but the devils had again 
exhausted themselves, and refused to utter another word. The 
priest even tried touching the superior’s head with the pyx, 
while prayers and litanies were recited, but it was all in vain, 
except that some of the spectators thought that the contortions 
of the patient became more violent when the intercessions of 
certain saints were invoked, as for instance Saints Augustine, 
Jerome, Antony, and Mary Magdalene. Barré next directed 
the mother superior to dedicate her heart and soul to God, 
which she did without difficulty; but when he commanded 
her to dedicate her body also, the chief devil indicated by fresh 
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convulsions that he was not going to aflow himself to be 
deprived of a domicile without resistance, and made those who 
had heard him say that he would leave the next morning feel 
that he had only said so under compulsion ; and their curiosity 
as to the result became heightened. At length, however, 
despite the obstinate resistance of the demon, the superior 
succeeded in dedicating her body also to God, and thus 
victorious her features resumed their usual expression, and 
smiling as if nothing had happened, she turned to Barré and 
said that there was no vestige of Satan left in her. The civil 
lieutenant then asked her if she remembered the questions 
she had been asked and the answers she had given, but she 
replied that she remembered nothing; but afterwards, having 
taken some refreshment, she said to those around her that she 
gecollected perfectly how the first possession, over which Mignon 
had triumphed, had taken place: one evening about ten o’clock, 
while several nuns were still in her room, although she was 
already in bed, it seemed to her that someone took her hand 
and laid something in it, closing her fingers ; at that instant she 
felt a sharp pain as if she had been pricked by three pins, and 
hearing her scream, the nuns came to her bedside to ask what 
ailedfier. She held out her hand, and they found three black 
thorns sticking in it, each having made a tiny wound. Just 
as she had told this tale, the lay sister, as if to prevent all 
commentary, was seized with convulsions, and Barré recom- 
menced his prayers and exorcisms, but was soon interrupted 
by shrieks; for one of the persons present had seen a black 
cat come down the chimney and disappear. Instantly every- 
one concluded it must be the devil, and began to seek it out. 
It was not without great difficulty that it was caught ; for, terrified 
at the sight of so many people and at the noise, the poor 
animal had sought refuge under a canopy; but at last it was 
secured and carried to the superior’s bedside, where Barré 
began his exorcisms once more, covering the cat with signs 
of the cross, and adjuring the devil to take his true shape. 
Suddenly the souriérve, (the woman who received the trades- 
p@ople,) came forward, declaring the supposed devil to be only 
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her cat, and she immediately took possession of it, lest some 
harm should happen to it. 

The gathering had been just about to separate, but Barré 
fearing that the incident of the cat might throw a ridiculous 
light upon the evil spirits, resolved to awake once more a 
salutary terror by announcing that he was going to burn the 
flowers through which the second spell had been made to work. 
Producing a bunch of white roses, already faded, he ordered 
a lighted brazier to be brought. He then threw the flowers 
on the glowing charcoal, and to the general astonishment they 
were consumed without any visible effect: the heavens still 
smiled, no peal of thunder was heard, and no unpleasant odour 
diffused itself through the room. Barré feeling that the bald- 
ness of this act of destruction had had a bad effect, predicted 
that the morrow would bring forth wondrous things; that the 
chief devil would speak more distinctly than hitherto; that 
he would leave the body of the superior, giving such clear 
signs of his passage that no one would dare to doubt any 
longer that it was a case of genuine possession. Thereupon 
the criminal lieutenant, Réné Hervé, who had been present 
during the exorcism, said they must seize upon the mgment 
of his exit to ask about Pivart, who was unknown at Lotdun, 
although everyone who lived there knew everybody else. SBarré 
replied in Latin, “ Z¢ hoc dicet et puellam nominalit” (He will 
not only tell about him, but he will also name the young girl), 
The young girl whom the devil was to name was, it may be 
recollected, she who had introduced the flowers into the 
convent, and whose name the demon until now had absolutely 
refused to give. On the strength of these promises everyone 
went home to await the morrow with impatience. 


CHAPTER IV 


™“HAT evening Grandier asked the bailiff for an audience. 

At first he had made fun of the exorcisms, for the story 

had been so badly concocted, and the accusations were so 
glaringly improbable, that he had not felt the least anxiety. 
But as the case went on it assumed such an important aspect, 
and the hatred displayed by his enemies was so intense, that 
ethe fate of the priest Gaufredi, referred to by Mignon, occurred 
to Urbain’s mind, and in order to be beforehand with his 
enemies he determined to lodge a complaint against them. 
This complaint was founded on the fact that Mignon had 
performed the rite of exorcism in the presence of the civil 
lieutenant, the bailiff, and many other persons, and had caused 
the pes who were said to be possessed, in the hearing of all 
thes€ people, to name him, Urbain, as the author of their 
possession. This being a falsehood and an attack upon his 
honour, he begged the bailiff, in whose hands the conduct of 
the affair had been specially placed, to order the nuns to be 
sequestered, apart from the rest of the sisterhood and from 
each other, and then to have each separately examined. 
Should there appear to be any evidence of possession, he hoped 
that the bailiff would be pleased to appoint clerics of well- 
known rank and upright character to perform whatever 
exorcisms were needful; such men having no bias against him 
would be more impartial than Mignon and his adherents. 
He also called upon the bailiff to have an exact report drawn 
up of everything that took place at the exorcisms, in order that, 
if necessary, he as petitioner might be able to lay it before 
anyone to whose judgment he might appeal. The bailiff gave 
Grandier a statement of the conclusions at which he had 
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arrived, and told him that the exorcisms had been performed 
that day by Barré, armed with the authority of the Bishop of 
Poitiers himself. Being, as we have seen, a man of common 
sense and entirely unprejudiced in the matter, the bailiff advised 
Grandier to lay his complaint before his bishop; but un- 
fortunately he was under the authority of the Bishop of Poitiers, 
who was so prejudiced against him that he had done everything 
in his power to induce the Archbishop of Bordeaux to refuse 
to ratify the decision in favour of Grandier, pronounced by the 
presidial court. Urbain could not hide from the magistrate 
that he had nothing to hope for from this quarter, and it was 
decided that he should wait and see what the morrow would 
bring forth, before taking any further step. 

The impatiently expected day dawned at last, and at eight 
o'clock in the morning the bailiff, the king’s attorney, the 
civil lieutenant, the criminal lieutenant, and the provost’s 
lieutenant, with their respective clerks, were already at the 
convent. They found the outer gate open, but the inner 
door shut. In afew moments Mignon came out to them and 
brought them into a waiting-room. There he told them that 
the nuns were preparing for communion, and that he would be 
very much obliged to them if they would withdraw and wait 
in a house across the street, just opposite the convent, and 
that he would send them word when they could come back. 
The magistrates, having first informed Mignon of Urbain’s 
petition, retired as requested. 

An hour passed, and as Mignon did not summon them, in 
spite of his promise, they all went together to the convent 
chapel, where they were told the exorcisms were already over. 
The nuns had quitted the choir, and Mignon and Barré 
came to the grating and told them that they had just com- 
pleted the nite, and that, thanks to their conjurations, the two 
afflicted ones were now quite free from evil spirits. They went 
on to say that they had been working together at the exorcism 
from seven o’clock in the morning, and that great wonders, of 
which they had drawn up an account, had come to pass; but 
they had considered it would not be proper to allow anyone 
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else to be present during the ceremony besides the exorcists and 
the possessed. The bailiff pointed out that their manner of 
proceeding was not only illegal, but that it laid them under 
suspicion of fraud and collusion, in the eyes of the impartial. 
Moreover, as the superior had accused Grandier publicly, she 
was bound to renew and prove her accusation also publicly, 
and not in secret ; furthermore, it was a great piece of insolence 
on the part of the exorcists to invite people of their standing 
and character to come to the convent, and having kept them 
waiting an hour, to tell them that they considered them un- 
worthy to be admitted to the ceremony which they had been 
requested to attend; and he wound up by saying that he 
would draw up a report, as he had already done on each of 
the preceding days, setting forth the extraordinary discrepancy 
between their promises and their performance. Mignon re- 
plied that he and Barré had had only one thing in view, 
viz. the expulsion of the demons, and that in that they had 
succeeded, and that their success would be of great benefit 
to the holy Catholic faith, for they had got the demons so 
thogoughly into their power that they had been able to com- 
ne them to produce within a week miraculous proofs of the 
spélls cast on the nuns by Urbain Grandier and their wonder- 
ful deliverance therefrom, so that in future no one would be 
able to doubt as to the reality of the possession. ‘Thereupon 
the magistrates drew up a report of all that had happened, 
and of what Barré and Mignon had said. This was signed 
by all the officials present, except the criminal lieutenant, 
who declared that, having perfect confidence in the statements 
of the exorcists, he was anxious to do nothing to increase the 
doubting spirit which was unhappily so prevalent among the 
worldly. 

The same day the bailiff secretly warned Urbain of the 
refusal of the criminal lieutenant to join with the others in 
signing the report, and almost at the same moment he learned 
that the cause of his adversaries was strengthened by the 
adhesion of a certain Messire René Memin, seigneur de Silly, 
and prefect of the town. This gentleman was held in great 
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esteem not only on account of his wealth and the many offices 
which he filled, but above all on account of his powerful friends, 
among whom was the cardinal-duke: himself, to whom he had 
formerly been of use when the cardinal was only a prior. The 
character of the conspiracy had now become so alarming that 
Grandier felt it was time to oppose it with all his strength. 
Recalling his conversation with the bailiff the preceding day, 
during which he had advised him to lay his complaint before 
the Bishop of Poitiers, he set out, accompanied by a priest 
of Loudun, named Jean Buron, for the prelate’s country house 
at Dissay. The bishop, anticipating his visit, had already 
given his orders, and Grandier was met by Dupuis, the intend- 
ant of the palace, who in reply to Grandier’s request to see the 
bishop told him that his lordship was ill. Urbain next 
addressed himself to the bishop’s chaplain, and begged him to 
inform the prelate that his object in coming was to lay before 
him the official reports which the magistrates had drawn up 
of the events which had taken place at the Ursuline convent, 
and to lodge a complaint as to the slanders and accusations 
of which he was the victim. Grandier spoke so urgently that 
the chaplain could not refuse to carry his message ; he returned, 
however, in a few moments, and told Grandier, in the preserite 
of Dupuis, Buron, and a certain sieur Labrasse, that the bishop 
advised him to take his case to the royal judges, and that he 
earnestly hoped he would obtain justice from them. Grandier 
perceived that the bishop had been warned against him, and 
felt that he was becoming more and more entangled in the net 
of conspiracy around him; but he was not a man to flinch 
before any danger. He therefore returned immediately to 
Loudun, and went once more to the bailiff, to whom he related 
all that had happened at Dissay; he then, a second time, 
made a formal complaint as to the slanders circulated with 
regard to him, and begged the magistrate to have recourse to 
the king’s courts in the business. He also said that he 
desired to be placed under the protection of the king and his 
justice, as the accusations made against him were aimed at his 
honour and his life. The bailiff hastened to make out a° 
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certificate of Urbain’s protest, which forbade at the same time 
the repetition of the slanders or the infliction on Urbain of any 
injury. 

"Thanks to this document, a change of parts took place: 
Mignon the accuser became the accused. Feeling that he had 
powerful support behind him, he had the audacity to, appear 
before the bailiff the same day. He said that he did not acknow- 
ledge his jurisdiction, as in what concerned Grandier and himself, 
they being both priests, they could only be judged by their 
bishop ; he nevertheless protested against the complaint lodged 
by Grandier which characterised him as a slanderer, and declared 
that he was ready to give himself up as a prisoner, in order to 
show everyone that he did not fear the result of any inquiry. 
Furthermore, he had taken an oath on the sacred elements the 
day before, in the presence of his parishioners who had come 
to mass, that in all he had hitherto done he had been moved, 
not by hatred of Grandier, but by love of the truth, and by his 
desire for the triumph of the Catholic faith ; and he insisted 
that the bailiff should give him a certificate of his declaration, 
and served notice of the same on Grandier that very day. 


CHAPTER V 


INCE October 13th, the day on which the demons had 
been expelled, life at the convent seemed to have 
returned to its usual quiet; but Grandier did not let himself 
be lulled asleep by the calm: he knew those with whom he 
was contending too well to imagine for an instant that he 
would hear no more of them; and when the bailiff expressed 
pleasure at this interval of repose, Grandier said that it would 
not last long, as the nuns were only conning new parts, in 
order to carry on the drama in a more effective manner than 
ever. And in fact, on November 22nd, René Mannouri, 
surgeon to the convent, was sent to one of his colleagues, 
named Gaspard Joubert, to beg him to come, bringing some of 
the physicians of the town with him, to visit the two siste: 
who were again tormented by evil spirits. Mannouri, hopes 
had gone to the wrong man, for Joubert had a frank and loyal 
character, and hated everything that was underhand. Being 
determined to take no part in the business, except in a public 
and judicial manner, he applied at once to the bailiff to know 
if it was by his orders that he was called in. The bailiff said it 
was not, and summoned Mannouri before him to ask him by 
whose authority he had sent for Joubert. Mannouri declared 
that the ¢ouriére had run in a fright to his house, saying that 
the nuns had never been worse possessed than now, and that 
the director Mignon begged him to come at once to the 
convent, bringing with him all the doctors he could find. 

The bailiff, seeing that fresh plots against Grandier were 
being formed, sent for him and warned him that Barré had 
come over from Chinon the day before, and had resumed his 
exorcisms at the convent, adding that it was currently reported 


URBAIN GRANDIER 39 


in the town that the mother superior and Sister Claire were 
again tormented by devils. The news neither astonished nor 
discouraged Grandier, who replied, with his usual smile of 
disdain, that it was evident his enemies were hatching new plots 
against him, and that as he had instituted proceedings against 
them for the former ones, he would take the same course with 
regard to these. At the same time, knowing how impartial the 
bailiff was, he begged him to accompany the doctors and 
officials to the convent, and to be present at the exorcisms, 
and should any sign of real possession manifest itself, to 
sequester the afflicted nuns at once, and cause them to be 
examined by other persons than Mignon and Barré, whom he 
had such good cause to distrust. The bailiff wrote to the 
king’s attorney, who, notwithstanding his bias against Grandier, 
was forced to see that the conclusions arrived at were correct, 
and having certified this in writing, he at once sent his clerk to 
the convent to inquire if the superior were still possessed. In 
case of an affirmative reply being given, the clerk had instruc- 
tions to warn Mignon and Barré that they were not to under- 
take exorcisms unless in presence of the bailiff and of such 
officials and doctors as he might choose to bring with him, and 
thas they would disobey at their peril; he was also to tell them 
that Grandier’s demands to have the nuns sequestered and 
other exorcists called in were granted. 

Mignon and Barré listened while the clerk read his instruc- 
tions, and then said they refused to recognise the jurisdiction 
of the bailiff in this case; that they had been summoned by 
the mother superior and Sister Claire when their strange 
illness returned, an illness which they were convinced was 
nothing else than possession by evil spirits; that they had 
hitherto carried out their exorcisms under the authority of a 
commission given them by the Bishop of Poitiers ; and as the 
time for which they had permission had not yet expired, they 
would continue to exorcise as often as might be necessary. 
They had, however, given notice to the worthy prelate of what 
was going on, in order that he might either come himself or send 
“other exorcists as best suited him, so that a valid opinion as to 
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the reality of the possession might be procured, for up to the 
present the worldly and unbelieving had taken upon themselves 
to declare in an off-hand manner that the whole affair was a 
mixture of fraud and delusion, in contempt of the glory of God 
and the Catholic religion. As to the rest of the message, they 
would not in any way prevent the bailiff and the other officials, 
with as many medical men as they chose to bring, from seeing 
the nuns, at least until they heard from the bishop, from whom 
they expected a letter next day. But it was for the nuns 
themselves to say whether it was convenient for them to receive 
visitors ; as far as concerned themselves, they desired to renew 
their protest, and declared they could not accept the bailiff as 
their judge, and did not think that it could be legal for them 
to refuse to obey a command from their ecclesiastical superiors, 
whether with relation to exorcism or any other thing of which, 
the ecclesiastical courts properly took cognisance. The clerk 
brought this answer to the bailiff, and he, thinking it was 
better to wait for the arrival either of the bishop or of fresh 
orders from him, put off his visit to the convent until the next 
day. But the next day came without anything being heard of 
the prelate himself or of a messenger from him. i 
Early in the morning the bailiff went to the convent, bub was 
not admitted ; he then waited patiently until noon, and seeing 
that no news had arrived from Dissay, and that the convent 
gates were still closed against him, he granted a second petition 
of Grandier’s, to the effect that Barré and Mignon should be 
prohibited from questioning the superior and the other nuns in 
a manner tending to blacken the character of the petitioner or 
any other person. Notice of this prohibition was served the 
same day on Barré and on one nun chosen to represent the 
community. Barré did not pay the slightest attention to this 
notice, but kept on asserting that the bailiff had no night to 
prevent his obeying the commands of his bishop, and declaring 
that henceforward he would perform all exorcisms solely under 
ecclesiastical sanction, without any reference to lay persons, 
whose unbelief and impatience impaired the solemnity with 
which such rites should be conducted. ' 
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The best part of the day having gone over without any sign of 
either bishop or messenger, Grandier presented a new petition 
to the bailiff. The bailiff at once summoned all the officers 
of the bailiwick and the attorneys of the king, in order to lay it 
before them ; but the king’s attorneys refused to consider the 
matter, declaring upon their honour that although they did not 
accuse Grandier of being the cause, yet they believed that the 
nuns were veritably possessed, being convinced by the testimony 
of the devout ecclesiastics in whose presence the evil spirits had 
come out. This was only the ostensible reason for their refusal, 
the real one being that the advocate was a relation of Mignon’s, 
and the attorney a son-in-law of Trinquant’s, to whose office 
he had succeeded. ‘Thus Grandier, against whom were all the 
ecclesiastical judges, began to feel as if he were condemned be- 
forehand by the judges of the royal courts, for he knew how very 
short was the interval between the recognition of the possession 
as a fact and the recognition of himself as its author. 

Nevertheless, in spite of the formal declarations of the king’s 
advocate and attorney, the bailiff ordered the superior and the 
lay sister to be removed to houses in the town, each to be 
accompanied by a nun as companion. During their absence 
frora the convent they were to be looked after by exorcists, by 
women of high character and position, as well as by physicians 
and attendants, all of whom he himself would appoint, all others 
being forbidden access to the nuns without his permission. 

The clerk was again sent to the convent with a copy of this 
decision, but the superior having listened to the reading of the 
document, answered that in her own name and that of the 
sisterhood she refused to recognise the jurisdiction of the 
bailiff; that she had already received directions from the 
Bishop of Poitiers, dated 18th November, explaining the 
measures which were to be taken in the matter, and she would 
gladly send a copy of these directions to the bailiff, to prevent 
his pleading ignorance of them ; furthermore, she demurred to 
the order for her removal, having vowed to live always secluded 
in a convent, and that no one could dispense her from this vow 
®ut the bishop. This protest having been made in the presence 
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of Madame de Charnisay, aunt of two of the nuns, and Surgeon 
Mannouri, who was related to another, they both united in 
drawing up a protest against violence, in case the bailiff should 
insist on having his orders carried out, declaring that, should 
he make the attempt they would resist him, as if he were a 
mere private individual. This document being duly signed 
and witnessed was immediately sent to the bailiff by the hand 
of his own clerk, whereupon the bailiff ordered that preparations 
should be made with regard to the sequestration, and announced 
that the next day, the 24th November, he would repair to 
the convent and be present at the exorcisms. 

The next day accordingly, at the appointed hour, the bailiff 
summoned Daniel Roger, Vincent de Faux, Gaspard Joubert, 
and Matthieu Fanson, all four physicians, to his presence, and 
acquainting them with his reasons for having called them, askede 
them to accompany him to the convent to examine, with the 
most scrupulous impartiality, two nuns whom he would point 
out, in order to discover if their illness were feigned, or arose 
from natural or supernatural causes. Having thus instructed 
them as to his wishes, they all set out for the convent. 

They were shown into the chapel and placed close tp the 
altar, being separated by a grating from the choir, in whick the 
nuns who sang usually sat. In a few moments the superior 
was carried in on a small bed, which was laid down before the 
grating. Barré then said mass, during which the superior 
went into violent convulsions. She threw her arms about, her 
fingers were clenched, her cheeks enormously inflated, and her 
eyes turned up so that only the whites could be seen. 

The mass finished, Barré approached her to administer the 
holy communion and to commence the exorcism. Holding the 
holy wafer in his hand, he said— 

‘““ Adora Deum tuum, creatorem tuum” (Adore God, thy 
Creator). 

The superior hesitated, as if she found great difficulty in 
making this act of love, but at length she said— 

“ Adoro te” (I adore Thee). 

‘* Quem adoras?” (Whom dost thou adore ?) : 
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& Jesus Christus” (Jesus Christ), answered the nun, quite 
unconscious that the verb adoro governs the accusative. 

This mistake, which no sixth-form boy would make, gave 
rise to bursts of laughter in the church; and Daniel Douin, the 
provost’s assessor, was constrained to say aloud— 

‘‘There’s a devil for you, who does not know much about 
transitive verbs.” 

Barré perceiving the bad impression that the superior’s 
nominative had made, hastened to ask her— 

“ Outs est iste guem adoras?” (Who is it whom thou dost 
adore ?) 

His hope was that she would again reply “‘ Jesus Christus,” but 
he was disappointed. 

** Jesu Christe,” was her answer. 

e Renewed shouts of laughter greeted this infraction of one of 
the most elementary rules of syntax, and several of those 
present exclaimed— 

‘Oh, your reverence, what very poor Latin!” 

Barré pretended not to hear, and next asked what was the 
name of the demon who had taken possession of her. The 
poor superior, who was greatly confused by the unexpected 
effect pf her last two answers, could not speak for a long time ; 
but at length with great trouble she brought out the name 
Asmodée, without daring to latinise it. The exorcist then 
inquired how many devils the superior had in her body, and 
to this question she replied quite fluently— 

“© Sex” (Six). 

The bailiff upon this requested Barré to ask the chief devil 
how many evil spirits he had with him. But the need for this 
answer had been foreseen, and the nun unhesitatingly re- 
turned— 

“© Quingue” (Five). 

This answer raised Asmodée somewhat in the opinion of 
those present, but when the bailiff adjured the superior to 
repeat in Greek what she had just said in Latin she made no 
reply, and on the adjuration being renewed she immediately 
recovered her senses. 
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The examination of the superior being thus cut short, a little 
nun who appeared for the first time in public was brought 
forward. She began by twice pronouncing the name of 
Grandier with a loud laugh; then turning to the bystanders, 
called out— 

“For all your number, you can do nothing worth while.” 

As it was easy to see that nothing of importance was to be 
expected from this new patient, she was soon suppressed, and 
her place taken by the lay sister Claire, who had already made 
her début in the mother superior’s room. 

Hardly had she entered the choir than she uttered a groan, 
but as soon as they placed her on the little bed on which the 
other nuns had lain, she gave way to uncontrollable laughter, 
and cried out between the paroxysms— 

‘¢Grandier, Grandier, you must buy some at the market.”. 

Barré at once declared that these wild and whirling words 
were a proof of possession, and approached to exorcise the 
demon; but Sister Claire resisted, and pretending to spit in 
the face of the exorcist, put out her tongue at him, making 
indecent gestures, using a word in harmony with her actions. 
This word being in the vernacular was understood by everyone, 
and required no interpretation. \ 

The exorcist then conjured her to give the name of the 
demon who was in her, and she replied— 

““ Grandier.” 

But Barré by repeating his question gave her to understand 
that she had made a mistake, whereupon she corrected herself 
and said— 

“6 Elim.” 

Nothing in the world could induce her to reveal the number 
of evil spirits by whom £/imi was accompanied, so that Barré, 
seeing that it was useless to press her on this point, passed on 
to the next question. 

“ Quo pacto ingressus est demon?” (By what pact did the 
demon get in?) 

“ Duplex” (Double), returned Sister Claire. 

This horror of the ablative, when the ablative was absoldtely 
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necessary, aroused once more the hilarity of the audience, and 
proved that Sister Claire’s devil was just as poor a Latin 
scholar as the superior’s, and Barré, fearing some new linguistic 
eccentricity on the part of the evil spirit, adjourned the meeting 
to another day. 

The paucity of learning shown in the answers of the nuns 
being sufficient to convince any fair-minded person that the 
whole affair was a ridiculous comedy, the bailiff felt encouraged 
to persevere until he had unravelled the whole plot. Con- 
sequently, at three o’clock in the afternoon, he returned to the 
convent, accompanied by his clerk, by several magistrates, and 
by a considerable number of the best known people of Loudun, 
and asked to see the superior. Being admitted, he announced 
to Barré that he had come to insist on the superior being 
separated from Sister Claire, so that each could be exorcised 
apart. Barré dared not refuse before such a great number of 
witnesses, therefore the superior was isolated and the exorcisms 
begun all over again. Instantly the convulsions returned, just 
as in the morning, only that now she twisted her feet into the 
form of hooks, which was a new accomplishment. 

Having adjured her several times, the exorcist succeeded in 
making her repeat some prayers, and then sounded her as to 
the name and number of the demons in possession, whereupon 
she said three times that there was one called Achaos. The 
bailiff then directed Barré to ask if she were possessed ex facto 
magt, aut ex pura voluntate Dei (by a pact with a sorcerer or 
by the pure will of God), to which the superior answered— 

“Non est voluntas Det” (Not by the will of God). 

Upon this, Barré dreading more questions from the bystanders, 
hastily resumed his own catechism by asking who was the 
sorcerer. 

‘© Urbanus,” answered the superior. 

“ Estone Urbanus papa?” (Is it Pope Urban?), asked the 
exorcist. 

““ Grandier,” replied the superior. 

“ Quare ingressus es in corpus hujus puelle?” (Why did you 
ent@r the body of this maiden ?), said Barré. 
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* Propter prasentiam tuum” (Because of your presence), 
answered the superior. 

At this point the bailiff, seeing no reason why the dialogue 
between Barré and the superior should ever come to an end, 
interposed and demanded that questions suggested by him 
and the other officials present should be put to the superior, 
promising that if she answered three or four such questions 
correctly, he, and those with him, would believe in the reality 
of the possession, and would certify to that effect. Barré 
accepted the challenge, but unluckily just at that moment 
the superior regained consciousness, and as it was already 
late, everyone retired. 


CHAPTER VI 


HE next day, November 2sth, the bailiff and the 
majority of the officers of the two jurisdictions came 
to the convent once more, and were all conducted to the 
choir. In a few moments the curtains behind the grating 
were drawn back, and the superior, lying on her bed, came to 
view. Barré began, as usual, by the celebration of mass, 
gluring which the superior was seized with convulsions, and 
exclaimed two or three times, ‘‘Grandier! Grandier! false 
priest!” When the mass was over, the celebrant went behind 
the grating, carrying the pyx; then, placing it on his head and 
holding it there, he protested that in all he was doing he was 
actuated by the purest motives and the highest integrity ; that 
he had no desire to harm anyone on earth; and he adjured 
God gto strike him dead if he had been guilty of any bad 
action or collusion, or had instigated the nuns to any deceit 
during the investigation. 

The prior of the Carmelites next advanced and made the 
same declaration, taking the oath in the same manner, 
holding the pyx over his head; and further calling down on 
himself and his brethren the curse of Korah, Dathan, and 
Abiram if they had sinned during this inquiry. These 
protestations did not, however, produce the salutary effect 
intended, some of those present saying aloud that such oaths 
smacked of sacrilege. 

Barré hearing the murmurs, hastened to begin the exor- 
cisms, first advancing to the superior to offer her the holy 
sacrament: but as soon as she caught sight of him she 
became terribly convulsed, and attempted to drag the pyx 
fram his hands. Barré, however, by pronouncing the sacred 
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words, overcame the repulsion of the superior, and succeeded 
in placing the wafer in her mouth; she, however, pushed it out 
again with her tongue, as if it made her sick; Barré caught it 
in his fingers and gave it to her again, at the same time 
forbidding the demon to make her vomit, and this time she 
succeeded in partly swallowing the sacred morsel, but com- 
plained that it stuck in her throat. At last, in order to get it 
down, Barré three times gave her water to drink ; and then, as 
always during his exorcisms, he began by interrogating the 
demon. 

“ Per quod pactum ingressus es in corpus hujus puella ?” (By 
what pact didst thou enter the body of this maiden ?) 

“ 4qua” (By water), said the superior. 

One of those who had accompanied the bailiff was a 
Scotchman called Stracan, the head of the Reformed College, 
of Loudun. Hearing this answer, he called on the demon to 
translate agud into Gaelic, saying if he gave this proof of 
having those linguistic attainments which all bad _ spirits 
possess, he and those with him would be convinced that the 
possession was genuine and no deception. Barré, without 
being in the least taken aback, replied that he would make 
the demon say it if God permitted, and ordered the spixit to 
answer in Gaelic. But though he repeated his command twice, 
it was not obeyed ; on the third repetition the superior said— 

“ Mimia curiositas” (Too much curiosity), and on being 
asked again, said— 

** Deus non volo,” 

This time the poor devil went astray in his conjugation, 
and confusing the first with the third person, said, ‘‘ God, I do 
not wish,” which in the context had no meaning. ‘God does 
not wish,” being the appointed answer. 

The Scotchman laughed heartily at this nonsense, and 
proposed to Barré to let his devil enter into competition with 
the boys of his seventh form; but Barré, instead of frankly 
accepting the challenge in the devil’s name, hemmed and 
hawed, and opined that the devil was justified in not satisfying 
idle curiosity. 
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‘But, sir, you must be aware,” said the civil lieutenant, 
‘‘ and if you are not, the manual you hold in your hand will teach 
you, that the gift of tongues is one of the unfailing symptoms 
of true possession, and the power to tell what is happening at 
a distance another.” 

‘‘ Sir,” returned Barré, “the devil knows the language very 
well, but does not wish to speak it; he also knows all your 
sins, in proof of which, if you so desire, I shall order him to 
give the list.” 

‘ST shall be delighted to hear it,” said the civil lieutenant ; 
‘“be so good as to try the experiment.” 

Barré was about to approach the superior, when he was held 
back by the bailiff, who remonstrated with him on the im- 
propriety of his conduct, whereupon Barré assured the 
magistrate that he had never really intended to do as he 
threatened. 

However, in spite of all Barré’s attempts to distract the 
attention of the bystanders from the subject, they still 
persisted in desiring to discover the extent of the devil’s 
knowledge of foreign languages, and at their suggestion the 
bailiff proposed to Barré to try him in Hebrew instead of 
Gaelic. Hebrew being, according to Scripture, the most 
anci€nt language of all, ought to be familiar to the demon, 
unless indeed he had forgotten it. This idea met with such 
general applause that Barré was forced to command the 
possessed nun to say agua in Hebrew. The poor woman, who 
found it difficult enough to repeat correctly the few Latin 
words she had learned by rote, made an impatient movement, 
and said— 

“‘T can’t help it; I retract” (/e renie). 

These words being heard and repeated by those near her pro- 
duced such an unfavourable impression that one of the Carmelite 
monks tried to explain them away by declaring that the 
superior had not said “Je renze,” but “ Zaqguar,” a Hebrew 
word corresponding to the two Latin words, “‘ Effudi aguam” 
(1 threw water about). But the words “ Je renie” had been 
heard so distinctly that the monk’s assertion was greeted with 

11.—4 
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jeers, and the sub-prior reprimanded him publicly as a liar, 
Upon this, the superior had a fresh attack of convulsions, and 
as all present knew that these attacks usually indicated that 
the performance was about to end, they withdrew, making 
very merry over a devil who knew neither Hebrew nor Gaelic, 
and whose smattering of Latin was so incorrect. 

However, as the bailiff and civil lieutenant were determined 
to clear up every doubt so far as they still felt any, they went 
once again to the convent at three o’clock the same afternoon. 
Barré came out to meet them, and took them fora stroll in the 
convent grounds. During their walk he said to the civil 
lieutenant that he felt very much surprised that he, who had 
on a former occasion, by order of the Bishop of Poitiers, laid 
information against Grandier should be now on his side. The 
civil lieutenant replied that he would be ready to inform against 
him again if there were any justification, but at present his 
object was to arrive at the truth, and in this he felt sure he 
should be successful. Such an answer was very unsatisfactory 
to Barré ; so, drawing the bailiff aside, he remarked to him that 
a man among whose ancestors were many persons of condition, 
several of whom had held positions of much dignity ‘in the 
Church, and who himself held such an important judicial 
position, ought to show less incredulity in regard to the 
possibility of a devil entering into a human body, since if it 
were proved it would redound to the glory of God and the 
good of the Church and of religion. The bailiff received this 
remonstrance with marked coldness, and replied that he hoped 
always to take justice for his guide, as his duty commanded. 
Upon this, Barré pursued the subject no farther, but led the way 
to the superior’s apartment. 

Just as they entered the room, where a large number of 
people were already gathered, the superior, catching sight of 
the pyx which Barré had brought with him, fell once more into 
convulsions. Barré went towards her, and having asked the 
demon as usual by what pact he had entered the maiden’s body, 
and received the information that it was by water, continued 
his examination as follows :—~ : 
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“ Outs finis pactt ?” (What is the object of this pact ?) 

“ Impuritas” (Unchastity). 

At these words the bailiff interrupted the exorcist and 
ordered him to make the demon say in Greek the three words, 
Jinis, pacti, impuritas. But the superior, who had once already 
got out of her difficulties by an evasive answer, had again 
recourse to the same convenient phrase, ‘‘ Vimia curtositas,” with 
which Barré agreed, saying that they were indeed too much 
given to curiosity. So the bailiff had to desist from his 
attempt to make the demon speak Greek, as he had before 
been obliged to give up trying to make him speak Hebrew and 
Gaelic. Barré then continued his examination. 

“ Outs attulit pactum ?” (Who brought the pact ?) 

“ Magus” (The sorcerer). 

e ‘“Quale nomen magi?” (What is the sorcerer’s name ?) 

“ Urbanus” (Urban). 

“ Ouis Urbanus? Est-ne Urbanus papa?” (What Urban? 
Pope Urban ?) 

““ Grandier.” 

“ Cujus gualttatis ?” (What is his profession ?) 

“* Curatus.” 

The enriching of the Latin language by this new and un- 
known word produced a great effect upon the audience; 
however, Barré did not pause long enough to allow it to be 
received with all the consideration it deserved, but went on at 
once. 

“Outs attulit aguam pacti?” (Who brought the water of 
the pact ?) 

“ Magus” (The magician). 

“* Oud hord?” (At what o’clock ?) 

“* Septimé” (At seven o'clock). 

“An matutind?” (In the morning ?) 

** Serd”” (In the evening). 

“* Quomodd intravit ?” (How did he enter P) 

‘* Janué” (By the door). 

“* Outs vidit?” (Who saw him ?) 

6‘ Tres” (Three persons). 
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Here Barré stopped, in order to confirm the testimony of the 
devil, assuring his hearers that the Sunday after the superior’s 
deliverance from the second possession he along with Mignon 
and one of the sisters was sitting with her at supper, it being 
about seven o’clock in the evening, when she showed them drops 
of water on her arm, and no one could tell where they came 
from. He had instantly washed her arm in holy water and 
repeated some prayers, and while he was saying them the 
breviary of the superior was twice dragged from her hands and 
thrown at his feet, and when he stooped to pick it up for the 
second time he got a box on the ear without being able to see 
the hand that admimistered it. Then Mignon came up and 
confirmed what Barré had said in a long discourse, which he 
wound up by calling down upon his head the most terrible 
penalties if every word he said were not the exact truth. He 
then dismissed the assembly, promising to drive out the evil 
spirit the next day, and exhorting those present to prepare 
themselves, by penitence and receiving the holy communion, 
for the contemplation of the wonders which awaited them. 


CHAPTER VII 


HE last two exorcisms had been so much talked about 
in the town, that Grandier, although he had not. been 
present, knew. everything that had happened, down to the 
smallest detail, so he once more laid a complaint before the 
bailiff, in which he represented that the nuns maliciously con- 
tinued to name him during the exorcisms as the author of their 
pretended possession, being evidently influenced thereto by his 
enemies, whereas in fact not only had he had no communication 
with them, but had never set eyes on them; that in order to 
prove that they acted under influence it was absolutely 
necessary that they should be sequestered, it being most unjust 
that Mignon and Barré, his mortal enemies, should have 
constant access to them and be able to stay with them night 
and gay, their doing so making the collusion evident and 
undeniable ; that the honour of God was involved, and also 
that of the petitioner, who had some right to be respected, seeing 
that he was first in rank among the ecclesiastics of the town. 
Taking all this into consideration, he consequently prayed 
the bailiff to be pleased to order that the nuns suffering from 
the so-called possession should at once be separated from each 
other and from their present associates, and placed under the 
control of clerics assisted by physicians in whose impartiality 
the petitioner could have confidence; and he further prayed 
that all this should be performed in spite of any opposition or 
appeal whatsoever (but without prejudice 'to the right of appeal), 
because of the importance of the matter. And in case the 
bailiff were not pleased to order the sequestration,. the 
petitioner would enter a protest and. complaint against his 
refusal as a withholding of justice. 
5 
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The bailiff wrote at the bottom of the petition that it would 
be at once complied with. 

After Urbain Grandier had departed, the physicians who 
had been present at the exorcisms presented themselves before 
the bailiff, bringing their report withthem. In this report they 
said that they had recognised convulsive movements of the 
mother superior’s body, but that one visit was not sufficient to 
enable them to make a thorough diagnosis, as the movements 
above mentioned might arise as well from natural as from 
supernatural causes; they therefore desired to be afforded 
opportunity for a thorough examination before being called on 
to pronounce an opinion. To this end they required per- 
mission to spend several days and nights uninterruptedly in the 
same room with the patients, and to treat them in the presence 
of other nuns and some of the magistrates. Further, theye 
required that all the food and medicine should pass through 
the doctors’ hands, and that no one should touch the patients 
except quite openly, or speak to them except in an audible 
voice. Under these conditions they would undertake to find 
out the true cause of the convulsions and to make a report of 
the same. 

It being now nine o’clock in the morning, the hour when 
the exorcisms began, the bailiff went over at once to the 
convent, and found Barré half way through the mass, and the 
superior in convulsions. The magistrate entered the church 
at the moment of the elevation of the Host, and noticed among 
the kneeling Catholics a young man called Dessentier standing 
up with his hat on. He ordered him either to uncover or to 
go away. At this the convulsive movements of the superior 
became more violent, and she cried out that there were 
Huguenots in the church, which gave the demon great power 
over her. Barré asked her how many there were present, and 
she replied, ‘*‘ Two,” thus proving that the devil was no stronger 
in arithmetic than in Latin; for besides Dessentier, Councillor 
Abraham Gauthier, one of his brothers, four of his sisters, 
René Fourneau, a deputy, and an attorney called Angevin, all 
of the Reformed faith, were present. 
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As Barré saw that those present were greatly struck by this 
numerical inaccuracy, he tried to turn their thoughts in another 
direction by asking the superior if it were true that she knew 
no Latin. On her replying that she did not know a single 
word, he held the pyx before her and ordered her to swear by 
the holy sacrament. She resisted at first, saying loud enough 
for those around to hear— 

“My father, you make me take such solemn oaths that I 
fear God will punish me.” 

To this Barré replied— 

‘*My daughter, you must swear for the glory of God.” 

And she took the oath. 

Just then one of the bystanders remarked that the mother 
superior was in the habit of interpreting the Catechism to her 
scholars. This she denied, but acknowledged that she used 
to translate the Paternoster and the Creed for them. As the 
superior felt herself becoming somewhat confused at this long 
series of embarrassing questions, she decided on going into 
convulsions again, but with only moderate success, for the 
bailiff insisted that the exorcists should ask her where Grandier 
was at that very moment. Now, as the ritual teaches that one 
of tye proofs of possession is the faculty of telling, when 
asked, where people are, without seeing them, and as the 
question was propounded in the prescribed terms, she was 
bound to answer, so she said that Grandier was in the great 
hall of the castle. 

“That is not correct,” said the bailiff, “for before coming 
here I pointed out a house to Grandier and asked him 
to stay in it till I came back. If anybody will go there, they 
will be sure to find him, for he wished to help me to 
discover the truth without my being obliged to resort to 
sequestration, which is a difficult measure to take with regard 
to nuns.” 

Barré was now ordered to send some of the monks present 
to the castle, accompanied by a magistrate and a clerk. Barré 
chose the Carmelite prior, and the bailiff Charles Chauvet, 
a$sessor of the bailiwick, Ismaél Boulieau a priest, and Pierre 
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Thibaut, an articled clerk, who all set out at once to execute 
their commission, while the rest of those present were to await 
their return. 

Meanwhile the superior, who had not spoken a word since 
the bailiffs declaration, remained, in spite of repeated 
exorcisms, dumb, so Barré sent for Sister Claire, saying that 
one devil would encourage the other. The bailiff entered a 
formal protest against this step, insisting that the only result of 
a double exorcism would be to cause confusion, during which 
suggestions might be conveyed to the superior, and that the 
proper thing to do was, before beginning new conjurations, to 
await the return of the messengers. Although the bailiff’s 
suggestion was most reasonable, Barré knew better than to 
adopt it, for he felt that no matter what it cost he must either 
get rid of the bailiff and all the other officials who shared his « 
doubts, or find means with the help of Sister Claire to delude 
them into belief. The lay sister was therefore brought in, in 
spite of the opposition of the bailiff and the other magistrates, 
and as they did not wish to seem to countenance a fraud, they 
all withdrew, declaring that they could no longer look on at 
such a disgusting comedy. In the courtyard they met their 
messengers returning, who told them they had gone first tathe 
castle and had searched the great hall and all the other rooms 
without seeing anything of Grandier; they had then gone to 
the house mentioned by the bailiff, where they found him for 
whom they were looking, in the company of Pére Véret, the 
confessor of the nuns, Mathurin Rousseau, and Nicolas Benoit, 
canons, and Conté, a doctor, from whom they learned that 
Grandier had not been an instant out of their sight for the 
last two hours. This being all the magistrates wanted to know, 
they went home, while their envoys went upstairs and told their 
story, which produced the effect which might be expected. 
Thereupon a Carmelite brother wishing to weaken the im- 
pression, and thinking that the devil might be more lucky in 
his second guess than the first, asked the superior where 
Grandier was just then. She answered without the slightest 
hesitation that he was walking with the bailiff in the church of 
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Sainte-Croix. A new deputation was at once sent off, which 
finding the church empty, went on to the palace, and: saw the 
bailiff presiding at a court. He had gone direct from the 
convent to the palace, and had not yet seen Grandier. The 
same day the nuns sent word that they would not consent to 
any more exorcisms being performed in the presence of the 
bailiff and the officials who usually accompanied him, and that 
for the future they were determined to answer no questions 
before such witnesses. 

Grandier learning of this piece of insolence, which prevented 
the only man on whose impartiality he could reckon from 
being henceforward present at the exorcisms, once more 
handed in a petition to the bailiff, begging for the sequestra- 
tion of the two nuns, no matter at what risk. The bailiff, 
however, in the interests of the petitioner himself, did not dare 
to grant this request, for he was afraid that the ecclesiastical 
authorities would nullify his procedure, on the ground that the 
convent was not under his jurisdiction. 

He, however, summoned a meeting of the principal in- 
habitants of the town, in order to consult with them as to the 
best course to take for the public good. The conclusion they 
arrived at was to write to the attorney-general and to the Bishopof 
Poitiers, enclosing copies of the reports which had been drawn 
up, and imploring them to use their authority to put an end to 
these pernicious intrigues. This was done, but the attorney- 
general replied that the matter being entirely ecclesiastical the 
Parliament was not competent to take cognisance of it. As 
for the bishop, he sent no answer at all. 

He was not, however, so silent towards Grandier’s enemies ; 
for the ill-success of the exorcisms of November 26th having 
made increased precautions necessary, they considered it would 
be well to apply to the bishop for a new commission, wherein 
he should appoint certain ecclesiastics to represent him during 
the exorcisms to come. Barré himself went to Poitiers to 
make this request. It was immediately granted, and the 
bishop appointed Bazile, senior canon of Champigny, and 
Dtmorans, senior canon of Thouars, both of whom were 
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related to some of Grandier’s adversaries. The following is 
a copy of the new commission :— 


‘‘Henri-Louis le Chataignier de la Rochepezai, by the 
divine will Bishop of Poitiers, to the senior canons of the 
Chatelet de Saint-Pierre de Thouars et de Champigny-sur- 
Vése, greeting : 

‘* We by these presents command you to repair to the town 
of Loudun, to the convent of the nuns of Sainte-Ursule, to be 
present at the exorcisms which will be undertaken by Sieur 
Barré upon some nuns of the said convent who are tormented by 
evil spirits, we having thereto authorised the said Barré. You 
are also to draw up a report of all that takes place, and for this 
purpose are to take any clerk you may choose with you. 

“Given and done at Poitiers, November 28th, 1632. ‘ 

** (Signed) Henri-Louts, Bishop of Poitiers. 
“*( Countersigned) By order of the said Lord Bishop, 
“* MICHELET ” 


These two commissioners having been notified beforehand, 
went to Loudun, where Marescot, one of the queen’s chaplains, 
arrived at the same time ; for the pious queen, Anne of Augtria, 
had heard so many conflicting accounts of the possession of 
the Ursuline nuns, that she desired, for her own edification, 
to get to the bottom of the affair. We can judge what 
importance the case was beginning to assume by its being 
already discussed at court. 

In spite of the notice which had been sent them that the 
nuns would not receive them, the bailiff and the civil lieutenant 
fearing that the royal envoy would allow himself to be imposed 
on, and would draw up an account which would cast doubt on 
the facts contained in their reports, betook themselves to the 
convent on December 1st, the day on which the exorcisms 
were to recommence, in the presence of the new com- 
missioners. ‘They were accompanied by their assessor, by the 
provost’s lieutenant, and a clerk. They had to knock 
repeatedly before anyone seemed to hear them, but at length 
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a nun opened the door and told them they could not enter, 
being suspected of bad faith, as they had publicly declared 
that the possession was a fraud and an imposture. The bailiff, 
without wasting his time arguing with the sister, asked to see 
Barré, who soon appeared arrayed in his priestly vestments, 
and surrounded by several persons, among whom was the 
queen’s chaplain. The bailiff complained that admittance 
had been refused to him and those with him, although he had 
been authorised to visit the convent by the Bishop of Poitiers. 
Barré replied that he would not hinder their coming in, as far 
as it concerned him. 

‘We are here with the intention of entering,” said the bailiff, 
‘Sand also for the purpose of requesting you to put one or two 
questions to the demon which we have drawn up in terms which 

*are in accordance with what is prescribed in the ritual. I am 

sure you will not refuse,” he added, turning with a bow to 
Marescot, “to make this experiment in the presence of the 
queen’s chaplain, since by that means all those suspicions of 
imposture can be removed which are unfortunately so rife 
concerning this business.” 

‘In that respect I shall do as I please, and not as you order 
me.’ was the insolent reply of the exorcist. 

“It is, however, your duty to follow legal methods in your 
procedure,” returned the bailiff, ‘if you sincerely desire the 
truth ; for it would be an affront to God to perform a spurious 
miracle in His honour, and a wrong to the Catholic faith, whose 
power is in its truth, to attempt to give adventitious lustre to 
its doctrines by the aid of fraud and deception.” 

** Sir,” said Barré, “I am a man of honour, I know my duty 
and I shall discharge it; but as to yourself, I must recall to 
your recollection that the last time you were here you left the 
chapel in anger and excitement, which is an attitude of mind 
most unbecoming in one whose duty it is to administer 
justice.” 

Seeing that these recriminations would have no practical 
result, the magistrates cut them short by reiterating their 
demand for admittance ; and on this being refused, they 
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reminded the exorcists that they were expressly prohibited 
from: asking any questions tending to cast a slur on the 
character of any person or persons whatever, under pain of 
being treated as disturbers of the public peace. At this warn- 
ing Barré, saying that he did not acknowledge the bailiffs 
jurisdiction, shut the door in the faces of the two magistrates. 

As there was no time to lose if the machinations of. his 
enemies were to be brought to nought, the bailiff and the civil 
lieutenant advised Grandier to write to the Archbishop of 
Bordeaux, who had once already extricated him from imminent 
danger, setting forth at length his present predicament ; this 
letter, accompanied by the reports drawn up by the bailiff and 
the civil lieutenant, were sent off at once by a trusty messenger 
to His Grace of Escoubleau de Sourdis. As soon as he 
received the despatches, the worthy prelate seeing how grave: 
was the crisis, and that the slightest delay might be fatal to 
Grandier, set out at once for his abbey of Saint-Jouin-les- 
Marmes, the place in which. he had already vindicated in so 
striking a manner the upright character of the poor persecuted 
priest by a fearless act of justice. 

It is not difficult to realise what a blow his arrival was to 
those who held a brief for the evil spirits in possession ; hagdly 
had he reached Saint-Jouin than he sent his own physician to 
the convent with orders to see the afflicted nuns and to test 
their condition, in order to judge if the convulsions were real 
or simulated. The physician arrived, armed with a letter from 
the archbishop, ordering Mignon to permit the bearer to 
make a thorough examination into the position of affairs. 
Mignon received the physician with all the respect due to him 
who sent him, but expressed great regret that he had not 
come a little sooner, as, thanks to his (Mignon’s) exertions and 
those of Barré, the devils had been exorcised the preceding day. 
He nevertheless introduced the archbishop’s envoy to the 
presence of the superior and Sister Claire, whose demeanour 
was as calm as if they had never been disturbed by any 
agitating experiences. Mignon’s statement being thus con- 
firmed, the doctor returned to Saint-Jouin, the only thing té 
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which he could bear testimony being the tranquillity which 
reigned at the moment in the convent. 

The imposture being now laid so completely bare, the 
archbishop was convinced that the infamous persecutions to 
which it had led would cease at once and for ever; but 
Grandier, better acquainted with the character of his adversaries, 
arrived on the 27th of December at the abbey and laid a 
petition at the archbishop’s feet. In this document he set 
forth: that his enemies having formerly brought false and 
slanderous accusations against him of which, through the 
justice of the archbishop, he had been able to clear himself, 
had employed themselves during the last three months in 
inventing and publishing as a fact that the petitioner had sent 
evil spirits into the bodies of nuns in the Ursuline convent of 
Loudun, although he had never spoken to any of the sister- 
hood there ; that the guardianship of the sisters who, it was 
alleged, were possessed, and the task of exorcism, had been 
entrusted to Jean Mignon and Pierre Barré, who had in the 
most unmistakable manner shown themselves to be the mortal 
enemies of the petitioner ; that in the reports drawn up by the 
said Jean Mignon and Pierre Barré, which differed so widely 
from those made by the bailiff and the civil lieutenant, it was 
bWastfully alleged that three or four times devils had been 
driven out, but that they had succeeded in returning and 
taking possession of their victims again and again, in virtue of 
successive pacts entered into between the prince of darkness 
and the petitioner; that the aim of these reports and allega- 
tions was to destroy the reputation of the petitioner and excite 
public opinion against him; that although the demons had 
been put to flight by the arrival of His Grace, yet it was too 
probable that as soon as he was gone they would return to the 
charge ; that if, such being the case, the powerful support of 
the archbishop were not available, the innocence of the 
petitioner, no matter how strongly established, would by the 
cunning tactics of his inveterate foes be obscured and denied : 
he, the petitioner, therefore prayed that, should the foregoing 
feasons prove on examination to be cogent, the archbishop 
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would be pleased to prohibit Barré, Mignon, and their partisans, 
whether among the secular or the regular clergy, from taking 
part in any future exorcisms, should such be necessary, or in 
the control of any persons alleged to be possessed ; furthermore, 
petitioner prayed that His Grace would be pleased to appoint 
as a precautionary measure such other clerics and lay persons 
as seemed to him suitable, to superintend the administration 
of food and medicine and the rite of exorcism to those alleged 
to be possessed, and that all the treatment should be carried 
out in the presence of magistrates. 

The archbishop accepted the petition, and wrote below it :— 


‘The present petition having been seen by us and the 
opinion of our attorney having been taken in the matter, we 
have sent the petitioner in advance of our said attorney back, 
to Poitiers, that justice may be done him, and in the mean- 
time we have appointed Sieur Barré, Pére l’Escaye, a Jesuit 
residing in Poitiers, Pere Gaut of the Oratory, residing at Tours, 
to conduct the exorcisms, should such be necessary, and have 
given them an order to this effect. 

“Tt is forbidden to all others to meddle with the said exor- 
cisms, on pain of being punished according to law.” a 

It will be seen from the above that His Grace the Arch- 
bishop of Bordeaux, in his enlightened and generous exercise 
of justice, had foreseen and provided for every possible con- 
tingency; so that as soon as his orders were made known to 
the exorcists the possession ceased at once and completely, 
and was no longer even talked of. Barré withdrew to Chinon, 
the senior canons rejoined their chapters, and the nuns, 
happily rescued for the time, resumed their life of retirement 
and tranquillity. The archbishop nevertheless urged on 
Grandier the prudence of effecting an exchange of benefices, 
but he replied that he would not at that moment change his 
simple living of Loudun for a bishopric, 


CHAPTER VIII 


HE exposure of the plot was most prejudicial to the 
prosperity of the Ursuline community: the spurious 
possession, far from bringing to their convent an increase of 
subscriptions and enhancing their reputation, as Mignon had 
promised, had ended for them in open shame, while in private 
they suffered from straitened circumstances, for the parents of 
their boarders hastened to withdraw their daughters from the 
convent, and the nuns in losing their pupils lost their sole source 
of income. Their fall in the estimation of the public filled them 
with despair, and it leaked out that they had had several alterca- 
tions with their director, during which they reproached him for 
having, by making them commit such a great sin, overwhelmed 
them with infamy and reduced them to misery, instead of 
securing for them the great spiritual and temporal advantages 
haghad promised them. Mignon, although devoured by hate, 
was obliged to remain quiet, but he was none the less as 
determined as ever to have revenge, and as he was one of 
those men who never give up while a gleam of hope remains, 
and whom no waiting can tire, he bided his time, avoiding 
notice, apparently resigned to circumstances, but keeping his 
eyes fixed on Grandier, ready to seize on the first chance of 
recovering possession of the prey that had escaped his hands, 
And unluckily the chance soon presented itself. 

It was now 1633: Richelieu was at the height of his power, 
carrying out his work of destruction, making castles fall before 
him where he could not make heads fall, in the spirit of John 
Knox’s words, “ Destroy the nests and the crows will disappear.” 
Now one of these nests was the crenellated castle of Loudun, 
and Richelieu had therefore ordered its demolition. 


64 CELEBRATED CRIMES 


The person appointed to carry out this order was a man 
such as those whom Louis x1 had employed fifty years earlier 
to destroy the feudal system, and Robespierre one hundred 
and fifty years later to destroy the aristocracy. Every woodman 
needs an axe, every reaper a sickle, and Richelieu found the 
instrument he required in de Laubardemont, Councillor of State. 

But he was an instrument full of intelligence, detecting by 
the manner in which he was wielded the moving passion of the 
wielder, and adapting his whole nature with marvellous dexterity 
to gratify that passion according to the character of him whom 
it possessed ; now by a rough and ready impetuosity, now by 
a deliberate and hidden advance ; equally willing to strike with 
the sword or to poison by calumny, as the man who moved 
him lusted for the blood or sought to accomplish the dishonour 
of his victim. ; 

M. de Laubardemont arrived at Loudun during the month 
of August 1633, and in order to carry out his mission addressed 
himself to Sieur Memin de Silly, prefect of the town, that old 
friend of the cardinal’s whom Mignon and Barré, as we have 
said, had impressed so favourably. Memin saw in the arrival 
of Laubardemont a special intimation that it was the will of 
Heaven that the seemingly lost cause of those in whom‘he took 
such a warm interest should ultimately triumph. He presé@.:ed 
Mignon and all his friends to M. Laubardemont, who received 
them with much cordiality. They talked of the mother 
superior, who was a relation, as we have seen, of M. de 
Laubardemont, and exaggerated the insult offered her by the 
decree of the archbishop, saying it was an affront to the whole 
family ; and before long the one thing alone which occupied 
the thoughts of the conspirators and the councillor was how 
best to draw down upon Grandier the anger of the cardinal- 
duke. A way soon opened. 

The queen mother, Marie de Médici, had among her 
attendants a woman called Hammon, to whom, having once 
had occasion to speak, she had taken a fancy, and given a post 
near her person. In consequence of this whim, Hammon 
came to be regarded as a person of some importance in tke 
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queen’s household. Hammon was a native of Loudun, . 
had passed the greater part of her youth there with her ow \ 
people, who belonged to the lower classes. Grandier had been 
her confessor, and she attended his church, and as she was 
lively and clever he enjoyed talking to her, so that at length 
an intimacy sprang up between them. It so happened at 
a time when he and the other ministers were in momentary 
disgrace, that a satire full of biting wit and raillery appeared, 
directed especially against the cardinal, and this satire had been 
attributed to Hammon, who was known to share, as was natural, 
her mistress’s hatred of Richelieu. Protected as she was by 
the queen’s favour, the cardinal had found it impossible to 
punish Hammon, but he still cherished a deep resentment 
against her. 

e It now occurred to the conspirators to accuse Grandier of 
being the real author of the satire ; and it was asserted that he 
had learned from Hammon all the details of the cardinal’s 
private life, the knowledge of which gave so much point to the 
attack on him ; if they could once succeed in making Richelieu 
believe this, Grandier was lost. 

This plan being decided on, M de Laubardemont was asked 
to visit the convent, and the devils knowing what an important 
personage he was, flocked thither to give him a worthy welcome. 
Accordingly, the nuns had attacks of the most indescribably 
violent convulsions, and M. de Laubardemont returned to Paris 
convinced as to the reality of their possession. 

The first word the councillor of state said to the cardinal 
about Urbain Grandier showed him that he had taken useless 
trouble in inventing the story about the satire, for by the bare 
mention of his name he was able to arouse the cardinal’s anger 
to any height he wished. The fact was, that when Richelieu 
had been Prior of Coussay he and Grandier had had a quarrel 
on a question of etiquette, the latter as priest of Loudun 
having claimed precedence over the prior, and carried his point. 
The cardinal had noted the affront in his bloodstained tablets, 
and at the first hint de Laubardemont found him as eager to 
britfg about Grandier’s ruin as was the councillor himself. 

1.—§ 
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yJe Laubardemont was at once granted the following 
c¥ymmission :— 


‘Sieur de Laubardemont, Councillor of State and Privy 
Councillor, will betake himself to Loudun, and to whatever 
other places may be necessary, to institute proceedings against 
Grandier on all the charges formerly preferred against him, 
and on other facts which have since come to light, touching 
the possession by evil spirits of the Ursuline nuns of Loudun, 
and of other persons, who are said likewise to be tormented 
of devils through the evil practices of the said Grandier; he 
will diligently investigate everything from the beginning that 
has any bearing either on the said possession or on the 
exorcisms, and will forward to us his report thereon, and the 
reports and other documents sent in by former commissioners 
and delegates, and will be present at all future exorcisms, and 
take proper steps to obtain evidence of the said facts, that they 
may be clearly established ; and, above all, will direct, institute, 
and carry through the said proceedings against Grandier and 
all others who have been involved with him in the said case, 
until definitive sentence be passed ; and in spite of any appeal 
or countercharge this cause will not be delayed (but without 
prejudice to the right of appeal in other causes), on account of 
the nature of the crimes, and no regard will be paid to any 
request for postponement made by the said Grandier. His 
Majesty commands all governors, provincial lieutenants-general, 
bailiffs, seneschals, and other municipal authorities, and all 
subjects whom it may concern, to give every assistance in 
arresting and imprisoning all persons whom it may be necessary 
to put under constraint, if they shall be required so to do.” 


Furnished with this order, which was equivalent to a condemn- 
ation, de Laubardemont arrived at Loudun, the 5th of December 
1633, at nine o’clock in the evening ; and to avoid being seen 
he alighted in a suburb at the house of one maitre Paul Aubin, 
king’s usher, and son-in-law of Memin de Silly. His arrival 
was kept so secret that neither Grandier nor his friends kuew 
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of it, but Memin, Hervé, Menuau, and Mignon were notified, 
and immediately called on him. De Laubardemont received 
them, commission in hand, but broad as it was, it did not seem 
to them sufficient, for it contained no order for Grandier’s arrest, 
and Grandier might fly. De Laubardemont smiling at the idea 
that he could be so much in fault, drew from his pocket 
an order in duplicate, in case one copy should be lost, dated 
like the commission November 3oth, signed Louis, and 
countersigned PHILIPPEAUX. It was conceived in the follow- 
ing terms :— 


“Louis, etc. etc. 

‘‘ We have entrusted these presents to Sieur de Laubardemont, 
Privy Councillor, to empower the said Sieur de Laubardemont 
to arrest Grandier and his accomplices and imprison them in a 
secure place, with orders to all provosts, marshals, and other 
officers, and to all our subjects in general, to lend whatever 
assistance is necessary to carry out above order; and they are 
commanded by these presents to obey all orders given by the 
said Sieur; and all governors and lieutenants-general are also 
hereby commanded to furnish the said Sieur with whatever 
aid,he may require at their hands.” 


This document being the completion of the other, it was 
immediately resolved, in order to show that they had the royal 
authority at their back, and as a preventive measure, to arrest 
Grandier at once, without any preliminary investigation. They 
hoped by this step to intimidate any official who might 
still be inclined to take Grandier’s part, and any witness who 
might be disposed to testify in his favour. Accordingly, they 
immediately sent for Guillaume Aubin, sieur de Lagrange and 
provost’s lieutenant. De Laubardemont communicated to him 
the commission of the cardinal and the order of the king, and 
requested him to arrest Grandier early next morning. M. de 
Lagrange could not deny the two signatures, and answered that 
he would obey ; but as he foresaw from their manner of going 
to work that the proceedings about to be instituted would be 
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an assassination and not a fair trial, he sent, in spite of being 
a distant connection of Memin, whose daughter was married 
to his (Lagrange’s) brother, to warn Grandier of the orders he 
had received. But Grandier with his usual intrepidity, while 
thanking Lagrange for his generous message, sent back word 
that, secure in his innocence and relying on the justice of God, 
he was determined to stand his ground. 

So Grandier remained, and his brother, who slept beside 
him, declared that his sleep that night was as quiet as usual. 
The next morning he rose, as was his habit, at six o’clock, took 
his breviary in his hand, and went out with the intention of 
attending matins at the church of Sainte-Croix. He had 
hardly put his foot over the threshold before Lagrange, in the 
presence of Memin, Mignon, and the other conspirators, who 
had come out to gloat over the sight, arrested him in the name 
of the king. He was at once placed in the custody of Jean 
Pouguet, an archer in His Majesty’s guards, and of the archers 
of the provosts of Loudun and Chinon, to be taken to the 
castle of Angers. Meanwhile a search was instituted, and the 
royal seal affixed to the doors of his apartments, to his presses, 
his other articles of furniture—in fact, to every thing and place 
in the house ; but nothing was found that tended to compro- 
mise him, except an essay against the celibacy of priests, and 
two sheets of paper whereon were written in another hand 
than his, some love-poems in the taste of that time. 


CHAPTER IX 


OR four months Grandier languished in prison, and, 
according to the report of Michelon, commandant of 
Angers, and of Pierre Bacher, his confessor, he was, during the 
whole period, a model of patience and firmness, passing his 
days in reading good books or in writing prayers and medita- 
tions, which were afterwards produced at his trial. Meanwhile, 
an spite of the urgent appeals of Jeanne Estéve, mother of 
the accused, who, although seventy years of age, seemed to 
recover her youthful strength and activity in the desire to 
save her son, Laubardement continued the examination, which 
was finished on April 4th. Urbain was then brought back 
from Angers to Loudun. 

An extraordinary cell had been prepared for him in a house 
belonging to Mignon, and which had formerly been occupied 
b¥a sergeant named Bontems, once clerk to Trinquant, who 
had been a witness for the prosecution in the first trial. It 
was on the topmost storey ; the windows had been walled up, 
leaving only one small slit open, and even this opening was 
secured by enormous iron bars; and by an exaggeration of 
caution the mouth of the fireplace was furnished with a grating, 
lest the devils should arrive through the chimney to free the 
sorcerer from his chains. Furthermore, two holes in the 
corners of the room, so formed that they were unnoticeable 
from within, allowed a constant watch to be kept over 
Grandier’s movements by Bontems’ wife, a precaution by 
which they hoped to learn something that would help them 
in the coming exorcisms. In this room, lying on a little 
straw, and almost without light, Grandier wrote the following 


letter to his mother :— 
69 
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‘My Morner,—I received your letter and everything you 
sent me except the woollen stockings. I endure my affliction 
with patience, and feel more pity for you than for myself. I 
am very much inconvenienced for want of a bed; try and 
have mine brought to me, for my mind will give way if my 
body has no rest: if you can, send me a breviary, a Bible, and 
a St. Thomas for my consolation ; and above all, do not grieve 
for me. I trust that God will bring my innocence to light. 
Commend me to my brother and sister, and all our good 
friends.—I am, mother, your dutiful son and servant, 

* GRANDIER” 


While Grandier had been in prison at Angers the cases of 
possession at the convent had miraculously multiplied, for it 
was no longer only the superior and Sister Claire who had 
fallen a prey to the evil spirits, but also several other sisters, 
who were divided into three groups as follows, and separ- 
ated :— 

The superior, with Sisters Louise des Anges and Anne de 
Sainte-Agnés, were sent to the house of Sieur Delaville, 
advocate, legal adviser to the sisterhood; Sisters Claire and 
Catherine de la Présentation were placed in the house of 
Canon Maurat; Sisters Elisabeth de la Croix, Monique~Je 
Sainte-Marthe, Jeanne du Sainte-Esprit, and Séraphique Archer 
were in a third house. 

A general supervision was undertaken by Memin’s sister, 
the wife of Moussant, who was thus closely connected with two 
of the greatest enemies of the accused, and to her Bontems’ 
wife told all that the superior needed to know about Grandier. 
Such was the manner of the sequestration ! 

The choice of physicians was no less extraordinary. Instead 
of calling in the most skilled practitioners of Angers, Tours, 
Poitiers, or Saumur, all of them, except Daniel Roger of 
Loudun, came from the surrounding villages, and were men 
of no education: one of them, indeed, had failed to obtain 
either degree or licence, and had been obliged to leave Saumur 
in consequence; another had been employed in a small shcp 
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to take goods home, a position he had exchanged for the more 
lucrative one of quack. 

There was just as little sense of fairness and propriety 
shown in the choice of the apothecary and surgeon. The 
apothecary, whose name was Adam, was Mignon’s first cousin, 
and had been one of the witnesses for the prosecution at 
Grandier’s first trial; and as on that occasion he had libelled 
a young girl of Loudun, he had been sentenced by a decree of 
the Parliament to make a public apology. And yet, though 
his hatred of Grandier in consequence of this humiliation was 
so well known,—perhaps for that very reason,—it was to him 
the duty of dispensing and administering the prescriptions was 
entrusted, no one supervising the work even so far as to see 
that the proper doses were given, or taking note whether for 
sedatives he did not sometimes substitute stimulating and 
exciting drugs, capable of producing real convulsions. The 
surgeon Mannouri was still more unsuitable, for he was a 
nephew of Memin de Silly, and brother of the nun who had 
offered the most determined opposition to Grandier’s demand 
for sequestration of the possessed sisters, during the second 
series of exorcisms. In vain did the mother and brother of 
the accused present petitions setting forth the incapacity of the 
ductors and the hatred of Grandier professed by the apothe- 
cary; they could not, even at their own expense, obtain 
certified copies of any of these petitions, although they had 
witnesses ready to prove that Adam had once in his ignorance 
dispensed crocus metallorum for crocus martis—a mistake which 
had caused the death of the patient for whom the prescription 
was made up. In short, so determined were the conspirators that 
this time Grandier should be done to death, that they had not 
even the decency to conceal the infamous methods by which 
they had arranged to attain this result. 

The examination was carried on with vigour. As one of the 
first formalities would be the identification of the accused, 
Grandier published a memorial in which he recalled the case of 
Saint-Anastasius at the Council of Tyre, who had been accused 
ef immorality by a fallen woman whom he had never seen 
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before. When this woman entered the hall of justice in order 
to swear to her deposition, a priest named Timothy went up to 
her and began to talk to her as if he were Anastasius; falling 
into the trap, she answered as if she recognised him, and thus 
the innocence of the saint was shown forth. Grandier there- 
fore demanded that two or three persons of his own height and 
complexion should be dressed exactly like himself, and with 
him should be allowed to confront the nuns. As he had never 
seen any of them, and was almost certain they had never seen 
him, they would not be able, he felt sure, to point him out 
with certainty, in spite of the allegations of undue intimacy 
with themselves they brought against him. This demand 
showed such conscious innocence that it was embarrassing to 
answer, SO no notice was taken of it. 

Meanwhile the Bishop of Poitiers, who felt much elated at. 
getting the better of the Archbishop of Bordeaux, who of 
course was powerless against an order issued by the cardinal- 
duke, took exception to Pere l’Escaye and Pére Gaut, the 
exorcists appointed by his superior, and named instead his own 
chaplain, who had been judge at Grandier’s first trial, and had 
passed sentence on him, and Pére Lactance, a Franciscan 
monk. These two, making no secret of the side with which 
they sympathised, put up on their arrival at Nicolas Moussant’s, 
one of Grandier’s most bitter enemies ; on the following day 
they went to the superior’s apartments and began their 
exorcisms. The first time the superior opened her lips to 
reply, Pére Lactance perceived that she knew almost no Latin, 
and consequently would not shine during the exorcism, so he 
ordered her to answer in French, although he still continued 
to exorcise her in Latin; and when someone was bold enough 
to object, saying that the devil, according to the ritual, knew all 
languages living and dead, and ought to reply in the same 
language in which he was addressed, the father declared that 
the incongruity was caused by the pact, and that moreover 
some devils were more ignorant than peasants. 

Following these exorcists, and two Carmelite monks, named 
Pierre de Saint-Thomas and Pierre de Saint-Mathurin, who had® 
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from the very beginning, pushed their way in when anything 
was going on, came four Capuchins sent by Pére Joseph, head 
of the Franciscans, “His grey -Eminence,” as he was called, 
and whose names were Péres Luc, Tranquille, Potais, and 
Elisée ; so that a much more rapid advance could be made than 
hitherto by carrying on the exorcisms in four different places 
at once—viz., in the convent, and in the churches of Sainte- 
Croix, Saint-Pierre du Martroy, and Notre-Dame du Chateau. 
Very little of importance took place, however, on the first two 
occasions, the 15th and 16th of April; for the declarations of 
the doctors were most vague and indefinite, merely saying that 
the things they had seen were supernatural, surpassing their 
knowledge and the rules of medicine. 

The ceremony of the 23rd April presented, however, some 
points of interest. The superior, in reply to the interrogations 
of Pére Lactance, stated that the demon had entered her body 
under the forms of a cat, a dog, a stag, and a buck-goat. 

** Quoties ?” (How often ?), inquired the exorcist. 

‘*T didn’t notice the day,” replied the superior, mistaking the 
word guoties for guando (when). 

It was probably to revenge herself for this error that the 
superior declared the same day that Grandier had on his body 
five marks made by the devil, and that though his body was 
else insensible to pain, he was vulnerable at those spots. Man- 
nouri, the surgeon, was therefore ordered to verify this assertion, 
and the day appointed for the verification was the 26th. 

In virtue of this mandate Mannouri presented himself early 
on that day at Grandier’s prison, caused him to be stripped 
naked and cleanly shaven, then ordered him to be laid on a 
table and his eyes bandaged. But the devil was wrong again : 
Grandier had only two marks, instead of five—one on the 
shoulder-blade, and the other on the thigh. 

Then took place one of the most abominable performances 
that cas: be imagined. Mannouri held in his hand a probe, 
with a hollow handle, into which the needle slipped when a 
spiing was touched : when Mannouri applied the probe to those 
patts of Grandier’s body which, according to the superior, 
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were insensible, he touched the spring, and the needle, while 
seeming to bury itself in the flesh, really retreated into the 
handle, thus causing no pain; but when he touched one of the 
marks said to be vulnerable, he left the needle fixed, and drove 
it in to the depth of several inches. The first time he did this 
it drew from poor Grandier, who was taken unprepared, such 
@ piercing cry that it was heard in the street by the crowd 
which had gathered round the door. From the mark on the 
shoulder-blade with which he had commenced, Mannouri passed 
to that on the thigh, but though he plunged the needle in to its 
full depth Grandier uttered neither cry nor groan, but went on 
quietly repeating a prayer, and notwithstanding that Mannouri 
stabbed him twice more through each of the two marks, he could 
draw nothing from his victim but prayers for his tormentors. 

M. de Laubardemont was present at this scene. 

The next day the devil was addressed in such forcible terms 
that an acknowledgment was wrung from him that Grandier’s 
body bore, not five, but two marks only; and also, to the vast 
admiration of the spectators, he was able this time to indicate 
their precise situation. 

Unfortunately for the demon, a joke in which he indulged on 
this occasion detracted from the effect of the above proof of 
cleverness. Having been asked why he had refused to speak 
on the preceding Saturday, he said he had not been at Loudun 
on that day, as the whole morning he had been occupied in 
accompanying the soul of a certain Le Proust, attorney to the 
Parliament of Paris, to hell. This answer awoke such doubts 
in the breasts of some of the laymen present that they took the 
trouble to examine the register of deaths, and found that no one 
of the name of Le Proust, belonging to any profession whatever, 
had died on that date. This discovery rendered the devil less 
terrible, and perhaps less amusing. 

Meantime the progress of the other exorcisms met with like 
interruptions. Pére Pierre de Saint-Thomas, who conducted the 
operations in the Carmelite church, asked one of the possessed 
sisters where Grandier’s books of magic were; she replied that 
they were kept at the house of a certain young girl, whose name 
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she gave, and who was the same to whom Adam had been forced 
to apologise. De Laubardemont, Moussant, Hervé, and Meunau 
hastened at once to the house indicated, searched the rooms 
and the presses, opened the chests and the wardrobes and all 
the secret places in the house, but in vain. On their return to 
the church, they reproached the devil for having deceived them, 
but he explained that a niece of the young woman had removed 
the books. Upon this, they hurried to the niece’s dwelling, 
but unluckily she was not at home, having spent the whole day 
at a certain church making her devotions, and when they went 
thither, the priests and attendants averred that she had not 
gone out all day ; so notwithstanding the desire of the exorcists 
to oblige Adam they were forced to let the matter drop. 

These two false statements increased the number of un- 
believers ; but it was announced that a most interesting perform- 
ance would take place on May 4th; indeed, the programme 
when issued was varied enough to arouse general curiosity. 
Asmodeus was to raise the superior two feet from the ground, 
and the fiends Eazas and Cerberus, in emulation of their leader, 
would do as much for two other nuns; while a fourth devil, 
named Béhérit, would go farther still, and, greatly daring, would 
attack M. de Laubardemont himself, and, having spirited his 
ctuncillor’s cap from his head, would hold it suspended in the 
air for the space of a A@iserere. Furthermore, the exorcists 
announced that six of the strongest men in the town would try 
to prevent the contortions of the weakest of the convulsed nuns, 
and would fail. 

It need hardly be said that the prospect of such an enter- 
tainment filled the church on the appointed day to overflowing. 
Pére Lactance began by calling on Asmodeus to fulfil his 
promise of raising the superior from the ground. She began, 
hereupon, to perform various evolutions on her mattress, and 
at one moment it seemed as if she were really suspended in the 
air; but one of the spectators lifted her dress and showed that 
she was only standing on tiptoe, which, though it might be 
clever, was not miraculous. Shouts of laughter rent the air, 
which had such an intimidating effect on Eazas and Cerberus 
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that not all the adjurations of the exorcists could extract the 
slightest response. Béhérit was their last hope, and he replied 
that he was prepared to lift up M. de Laubardemont’s cap, and 
would do so before the expiration of a quarter of an hour. 

We must here remark that this time the exorcisms took place 
in the evening, instead of in the morning as hitherto; and it 
was now growing dark, and darkness is favourable to illusions. 
Several of the unbelieving ones present, therefore, began to call 
attention to the fact that the quarter of an hour’s delay would 
necessitate the employment of artificial light during the next 
scene. They also noticed that M. de Laubardemont had seated 
himself apart and immediately beneath one of the arches in the 
vaulted roof, through which a hole had been drilled for the 
passage of the bell-rope. They therefore slipped out of the 
church, and up into the belfry, where they hid. In a few. 
moments a man appeared who began to work at something. 
They sprang on him and seized his wrists, and found in one 
of his hands a thin line of horsehair, to one end of which a 
hook was attached. The holder being frightened, dropped the 
line and fled, and although M. de Laubardemont, the exorcists, 
and the spectators waited, expecting every moment that the 
cap would rise into the air, it remained quite firm on the owner’s 
head, to the no small confusion of Ptre Lactance, who, Gil 
unwitting of the fiasco, continued to adjure Béhérit to keep his 
word—of course without the least effect. 

Altogether, this performance of May 4th went anything but 
smoothly. Tull now no trick had succeeded ; never before had 
the demons been such bunglers. But the exorcists were sure 
that the last trick would go off without a hitch. This was, that 
a nun, held by six men chosen for their strength, would succeed 
in extricating herself from their grasp, despite their utmost 
efforts. ‘Two Carmelites and two Capuchins went through the 
audience and selected six giants from among the porters and 
messengers of the town. 

This time the devil answered expectations by showing that 
if he was not clever he was strong, for although the six men 
tried to hold her down upon her mattress, the superior was seizedl 
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with such terrible convulsions that she escaped from their 
hands, throwing down one of those who tried to detain her. 
This experiment, thrice renewed, succeeded thrice, and belief 
seemed about to return to the assembly, when a physician of 
Saumur named Duncan, suspecting trickery, entered the choir, 
and, ordering the six men to retire, said he was going to try and 
hold the superior down unaided, and if she escaped from his 
hands he would make a public apology for his unbelief. 
M. de Laubardemont tried to prevent this test, by objecting to 
Duncan as an atheist, but as Duncan was greatly respected on 
account of his skill and probity, there was such an outcry at this 
interference from the entire audience that the commissioner was 
forced to let him have his way. The six porters were therefore 
dismissed, but instead of resuming their places among the 
spectators they left the church by the sacristy, while Duncan 
approaching the bed on which the superior had again lain down, 
seized her by the wrist, and making certain that he had a firm 
hold, he told the exorcists to begin. / 

Never up to that time had it been so clearly shown that the 
conflict going on was between public opinion and the private 
aims of a few. A hush fell on the church; everyone stood 
motionless in silent expectancy. 

*The moment Pére Lactance uttered the sacred words the 
convulsions of the superior recommenced ; but it seemed as if 
Duncan had more strength than his six predecessors together, 
for twist and writhe and struggle as she would, the superior’s 
wrist remained none the less firmly clasped in Duncan’s hand. 
At length she fell back on her bed exhausted, exclaiming— 

‘It’s no use, it’s no use! He’s holding me!” 

** Release her arm!” shouted Pére Lactance in arage. ‘How 
can the convulsions take place if you hold her that way ?” 

“If she is really possessed by a demon,” answered Duncan 
aloud, ‘the should be stronger than I; for it is stated in the 
ritual that among the symptoms of possession is strength be- 
yond one’s years, beyond one’s condition, and beyond what is 
natural.” 

° “That is badly argued,” said Lactance sharply: “a demon 
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outside the body is indeed stronger than you, but when enclosed 
in a weak frame such as this it cannot show such strength, for 
its efforts are proportioned to the strength of the body it 
possesses.” 

“Enough!” said M. de Laubardemont; ‘‘ we did not come 
here to argue with philosophers, but to build up the faith of 
Christians.” 

With that he rose up from his chair amidst a terrible uproar, 
and the assembly dispersed in the utmost disorder, as if they 
were leaving a theatre rather than a church. 

The ill success of this exhibition caused a cessation of events 
of interest for some days. The result was that a great number 
of noblemen and other people of quality who had come to 
Loudun expecting to see wonders and had been shown only 
commonplace transparent tricks, began to think it was not 
worth while remaining any longer, and went their several ways— 
a defection much bewailed by Pére Tranquille in a little work 
which he published on this affair. 

‘‘Many,” he says, “came to see miracles at Loudun, but 
finding the devils did not give them the signs they expected, 
they went away dissatisfied, and swelled the numbers of the 
unbelieving.” 

It was determined, therefore, in order to keep the town full, 
to predict some great event which would revive curiosity and 
increase faith. Pére Lactance therefore announced that on 
the 2oth of May three of the seven devils dwelling in the 
superior would come out, leaving three wounds in her left 
side, with corresponding holes in her chemise, bodice, and 
dress. The three parting devils were Asmodeus, Grésil des 
Trénes, and Aman des Puissances. He added that the 
superior’s hands would be bound behind her back at the time 
the wounds were given. 

On the appointed day the church of Sainte-Croix was filled to 
overflowing with sightseers curious to know if the devils would 
keep their promises better this time than the last. Physicians 
were invited to examine the superior’s side and her clothes ; 
and amongst those who came forward was Duncan, whose 
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presence guaranteed the public against deception ; but none 
of the exorcists ventured to exclude him, despite the hatred 
in which they held him—a hatred which they would have made 
him feel if he had not been under the special protection of 
Marshal Brezé. The physicians having completed their 
examination, gave the following certificate :— 

‘We have found no wound in the patient’s side, no rent in 
her vestments, and our search revealed no sharp instrument 
hidden in the folds of her dress.” 

These preliminaries having been got through, Pére Lactance 
questioned her in French for nearly two hours, her answers 
being in the same language. ‘Then he passed from questions 
to adjurations: on this, Duncan came forward, and said a 
promise had been given that the superior’s hands should be 
tied behind her back, in order that there might be no room for 
suspicion of fraud, and that the moment had now arrived to 
keep that promise. Pere Lactance admitted the justice of 
the demand, but said as there were many present who had 
never seen the superior in convulsions such as afflicted the 
possessed, it would be only fair that she should be exorcised for 
their satisfaction before binding her. Accordingly he began to 
repeat the form of exorcism, and the superior was immediately 
attacked by frightful convulsions, which in a few minutes 
produced complete exhaustion, so that she fell on her face to 
the ground, and turning on her left arm and side, remained 
motionless some instants, after which she uttered a low cry, 
followed by a groan. The physicians approached her, and 
Duncan seeing her take away her hand from her left side, seized 
her arm, and found that the tips of her fingers were stained 
with blood. They then examined her clothing and body, and 
found her dress, bodice, and chemise cut through in three 
places, the cuts being less than an inch long. There were also 
three scratches beneath the left breast, so slight as to be 
scarcely more than skin deep, the middle one being a barley- 
corn in length ;-still, from all three a sufficient quantity of blood 
had oozed to stain the chemise above them. 
® This time the fraud was so glaring that even de Laubardemont 
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exhibited some signs of confusion because of the number and 
quality of the spectators. He would not, however, allow the 
doctors to include in their report their opinion as to the 
manner in which the wounds were inflicted; but Grandier 
protested against this in a Statement of Facts, which he drew up 
during the night, and which was distributed next day. 

It was as follows :— 


‘That if the superior had not groaned the physicians 
would not have removed her clothes, and would have suffered 
her to be bound, without having the least idea that the 
wounds were already made; that then the exorcists would 
have commanded the devils to come forth, leaving the traces 
they had promised ; that the superior would then have gone 
through the most extraordinary contortions of which she was 
capable, and have had a long fit of convulsions, at the end of 
which she would have been delivered from the three demons, 
and the wounds would have been found in her body ; that her 
groans, which had betrayed her, had by God’s will thwarted 
the best-laid plans of men and devils. Why do you suppose,” 
he went on to ask, “that clean incised wounds, such as a sharp 
blade would make, were chosen for a token, seeing that the 
wounds left by devils resemble burns? Was it not because it 
was easier for the superior to conceal a lancet with which to 
wound herself slightly, than to conceal any instrument sufficiently 
heated to burn her? Why do you think the left side was chosen 
rather than the forehead and nose, if not because she could not 
give herself a wound in either of those places without 
being seen by all the spectators? Why was the left side 
rather than the right chosen, if it were not that it was easier 
for the superior to wound herself with her right hand, which 
she habitually used, in the left side than in the right? Why 
did she turn on her left side and arm and remain so long in 
that position, if it were not to hide from the bystanders the 
instrument with which she wounded herself? What do you 
think caused her to groan, in spite of all her resolution, if it 
were not the pain of the wound she gave herself? for the most 
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courageous cannot repress a shudder when the surgeon opens 
a vein. Why were her finger-tips stained with blood, if it were 
not that the secreted blade was so small that the fingers which 
held it could not escape being reddened by the blood it 
caused to flow? How came it that the wounds were so 
superficial that they barely went deeper than the cuticle, while 
devils are known to rend and tear demoniacs when leaving 
them, if it were not that the superior did not hate herself 
enough to inflict deep and dangerous wounds?” 


Despite this logical protest from Grandier and the barefaced 
knavery of the exorcists, M. de Laubardemont prepared a report 
of the expulsion of the three devils, Asmodeus, Grésil, and 
Aman, from the body of sister Jeanne des Anges, through 
three wounds below the region of the heart; a report which 
was afterwards shamelessly used against Grandier, and of 
which the memorandum still exists, a monument, not so much 
of credulity and superstition, as of hatred and revenge. Pere 
Lactance, in order to allay the suspicions which the pretended 
miracle had aroused among the eye-witnesses, asked Balaam, 
one of the four demons who still remained in the superior’s 
body, the following day, why Asmodeus and his two companions 
had gone out against their promise, while the superior’s face 
and hands were hidden from the people. 

“To lengthen the incredulity of certain people,” answered 
Balaam. 

As for Pére Tranquille, he published a little volume describing 
the whole affair, in which, with the irresponsible frivolity of a 
true Capuchin, he poked fun at those who could not swallow 
the miracles wholesale. 

““They had every reason to feel vexed,” he said, “at the 
small courtesy or civility shown by the demons to persons of 
their merit and station; but if they had examined their con- 
sciences, perhaps they would have found the real reason of 
their discontent, and, turning their anger against themselves, 
would have done penance for having come to the exorcisms 
led by a depraved moral sense and a prying spirit.” 

%.—6 
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Nothing remarkable happened from the 2oth May till the 
13th June, a day which became noteworthy by reason of the 
superior’s vomiting a quill a finger long. It was doubtless this 
last miracle which brought the Bishop of Poitiers to Loudun, 
“not,” as he said to those who came to pay their respects to 
him, ‘‘to examine into the genuineness of the possession, but 
to force those to believe who still doubted, and to discover 
the classes which Urbain had founded to teach the black art 
to pupils of both sexes.” 

Thereupon the opinion began to prevail among the people 
that it would be prudent to believe in the possession, since the 
king, the cardinal-duke, and the bishop believed in it, and that 
continued doubt would lay them open to the charges of 
disloyalty to their king and their Church, and of complicity in 
the crimes of Grandier, and thus draw down upon them the 
ruthless punishment of Laubardemont. 

‘*The reason we feel so certain that our work is pleasing to 
God is that it is also pleasing to the king,” wrote Pére Lactance. 

The arrival of the bishop was followed by a new exorcism ; 
and of this an eye-witness, who was a good Catholic and a firm 
believer in possession, has left us a written description, more 
interesting than any we could give. We shall present it to our 
readers, word for word, as it stands :— 


**On Friday, 23rd June 1634, on the Eve of Saint John, about 
3 p.m., the Lord Bishop of Poitiers and M. de Laubardemont 
being present in the church of Sainte-Croix of Loudun, to 
continue the exorcisms of the Ursuline nuns, by order of M. de 
Laubardemont, commissioner, Urbain Grandier, priest-in- 
charge, accused and denounced as a magician by the said 
possessed nuns, was brought from his prison to the said church. 

‘“ There were produced by the said commissioner to the said 
Urbain Grandier four pacts mentioned several times by the 
said possessed nuns at the preceding exorcisms, which the 
devils who possessed the nuns declared they had made with 
the said Grandier on several occasions: there was one in 
especial which Leviathan gave up on Saturday the 17th inst, 
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composed of an infant’s heart procured at a witches’ sabbath, 
held in Orleans in 1631 ; the ashes of a consecrated wafer, blood, 
etc., of the said Grandier, whereby Leviathan asserted he had 
entered the body of the sister, Jeanne des Anges, the superior 
of the said nuns, and took possession of her with his coadjutors 
Béhérit, Eazas, and Balaam, on December 8th, 1632. Another 
such pact was composed of the pips of Grenada oranges, and 
was given up by Asmodeus and a number of other devils. It 
-had been made to hinder Béhérit from keeping his promise to 
lift the commissioner’s hat two inches from his head and to 
hold it there the length of a AMfiserere, as a sign that he had 
come out of the nun. On all these pacts being shown to the 
said Grandier, he said, without astonishment, but with much 
firmness and resolution, that he had no knowledge of them 
whatever, that he had never made them, and had not the skill 
by which to make them, that he had held no communication 
with devils, and knew nothing of what they were talking about. 
A report of all this being made and shown to him, he signed it. 

‘“‘ This done, they brought all the possessed nuns, to the number 
of eleven or twelve, including three lay sisters, also possessed, 
into the choir of the said church, accompanied by a great many 
monks, Carmelites, Capuchins, and Franciscans ; and by three 
physicians and a surgeon. The sisters on entering made some 
wanton remarks, calling Grandier their master, and exhibiting 
great delight at seeing him. 

‘Thereupon Pére Lactance and Gabriel, a Franciscan 
brother, and one of the exorcists, exhorted all present with 
great fervour to lift up their hearts to God and to make an act 
of contrition for the offences committed against His divine 
majesty, and to pray that the number of their sins might not 
be an obstacle to the fulfilment of the plans which He in His 
providence had formed for the promotion of His glory on that 
Occasion, and to give outward proof of their heartfelt grief by 
repeating the Conjiteor as a preparation for the blessing of the 
Lord Bishop of Poitiers. This having been done, he went on 
to say that the matter in question was of such moment and so 
important in its relation to the great truths of the Roman 
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Catholic Church, that this consideration alone ought to be 
sufficient to excite their devotion ; and furthermore, that the 
affliction of these poor sisters was so peculiar and had lasted 
so long, that charity impelled all those who had the right to 
work for their deliverance and the expulsion of the devils, to 
employ the power entrusted to them with their office in 
accomplishing so worthy a task by the forms of exorcism 
prescribed by the Church to its ministers; then addressing 
Grandier, he said that he having been anointed as a priest 
belonged to this number, and that he ought to help with all 
his power and with all his energy, if the bishop were pleased to 
allow him to do so, and to remit his suspension from authority. 
The bishop having granted permission, the Franciscan friar 
offered a stole to Grandier, who, turning towards the prelate, 
asked him if he might take it. On receiving a reply in the 
affirmative, he passed it round his neck, and on being offered a 
copy of the ritual, he asked permission to accept it as before, 
and received the bishop’s blessing, prostrating himself at his 
feet to kiss them ; whereupon the Vent Creator Spiritus having 
been sung, he rose, and addressing the bishop, asked— 

‘** My lord, whom am I to exorcise ?’ 

**The said bishop having replied— 

«These maidens,’ 

‘‘Grandier again asked— 

‘*** What maidens ?’ 

***'The possessed maidens,’ was the answer. 

‘‘“¢That is to say, my lord,’ said he, “that I am obliged to 
believe in the fact of possession. ‘The Church believes in it, 
therefore I too believe; but I cannot believe that a sorcerer 
can cause a Christian to be possessed unless the Christian 
consent.’ 

**Upon this, some of those present exclaimed that it was 
heretical to profess such a belief; that the contrary was in- 
dubitable, believed by the whole Church and approved by the 
Sorbonne. To which he replied that his mind on that point 
was not yet irrevocably made up, that what he had said was 
simply his own idea, and that in any case he submitted to the 
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opinion of the whole body of which he was only a member ; 
that nobody was declared a heretic for having doubts, but only 
for persisting in them, and that what he had advanced was only 
for the purpose of drawing an assurance from the bishop that 
in doing what he was about to do he would not be abusing the 
authority of the Church. Sister Catherine having been brought 
to him by the Franciscan as the most ignorant of all the nuns, 
and the least open to the suspicion of being acquainted with 
Latin, he began the exorcism in the form prescribed by the 
ritual. But as soon as he began to question her he was inter- 
rupted, for all the other nuns were attacked by devils, and uttered 
strange and terrible noises. Amongst the rest, Sister Claire 
came near, and reproached him for his blindness and 
obstinacy, so that he was forced to leave the nun with whom 
he had begun, and address his words to the said Sister Claire, 
who during the entire duration of the exorcism continued to 
talk at random, without paying any heed to Grandier’s words, 
which were also interrupted by the mother superior, to whom 
he at last gave attention, leaving Sister Claire. But it is to be 
noted that before beginning to exorcise the superior, he said, 
speaking in Latin as heretofore, that knowing she understood 
Latin, he would question her in Greek. To which the devil 
feplied by the mouth of the possessed— 

**¢ Ah! how clever you are! You know it was one of the 
first conditions of our pact that 1 was not to answer in 
Greek.’ 

“Upon this, he cried, ‘O pulchra illusto, egregia evasio/’ (O 
superb fraud, outrageous evasion !) 

‘‘ He was then told that he was permitted to exorcise in Greek, 
provided he first wrote down what he wished to say, and the 
superior hereupon said that he should be answered in what 
language he pleased ; but it was impossible, for as soon as he 
opened his mouth all the nuns recommenced their shrieks and 
paroxysms, showing unexampled despair, and giving way to con- 
vulsions, which in each patient assumed a new form, and per- 
sisting in accusing Grandier of using magic and the black art to 
forment them ; offering to wring his neck if they were allowed, 
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and trying to outrage his feelings in every possible way. But 
this being against the prohibitions of the Church, the priests and 
monks present worked with the utmost zeal to calm the frenzy 
which had seized on the nuns. Grandier meanwhile remained 
calm and unmoved, gazing fixedly at the maniacs, protesting 
his innocence, and praying to God for protection. Then ad- 
dressing himself to the bishop and M. de Laubardemont, he 
implored them by the ecclesiastical and royal authority of which 
they were the ministers to command these demons to wring his 
neck, or at least to put a mark in his forehead, if he were guilty 
of the crime of which they accused him, that the glory of God 
might be shown forth, the authority of the Church vindicated, 
and himself brought to confusion, provided that the nuns did 
not touch him with their hands. But to this the bishop and 
the commissioner would not consent, because they did not want 
to be responsible for what might happen to him, neither would 
they expose the authority of the Church to the wiles of the 
devils, who might have made some pact on that point with 
Grandier. Then the exorcists, to the number of eight, having 
commanded the devils to be silent and to cease their tumult, 
ordered a brazier to be brought, and into this they threw the 
pacts one by one, whereupon the convulsions returned with such 
awful violence and confused cries, rising into frenzied shrieks, 
and accompanied by such horrible contortions, that the scene 
might have been taken for an orgy of witches, were it not for 
the sanctity of the place and the character of those present, of 
whom Grandier, in outward seeming at least, was the least 
amazed of any, although he had the most reason. The devils 
continued their accusations, citing the places, the days, and the 
hours of their intercourse with him; the first spell he cast on 
them, his scandalous behaviour, his insensibility, his abjurations 
of God and the faith. Toall this he calmly returned that these 
accusations were calumnies, and all the more unjust considering 
his profession ; that he renounced Satan and all his fiends, 
having neither knowledge nor comprehension of them ; that in 
spite of all he was a Christian, and what was more, an anointed 
priest ; that though he knew himself to be a sinful man, yet his 
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trust was in God and in His Christ; that he had never indulged 
in such abominations, and that it would be impossible to furnish 
any pertinent and convincing proof of his guilt. 

‘“‘ At this point no words could express what the senses per- 
ceived ; eyes and ears received an impression of being surrounded 
by furies such as had never been gathered together before; and 
unless accustomed to such ghastly scenes as are those who 
sacrifice to demons, no one could keep his mind free from 
astonishment and horror in the midst of such a spectacle. 
Grandier alone remained unchanged through it all, seemingly 
insensible to the monstrous exhibitions, singing hymns to the 
Lord with the rest of the people, as confident as if he were 
guarded by legions of angels. One of the demons cried out 
that Beelzebub was standing between him and Pére Tranquille 
the Capuchin, upon which Grandier said to the demon— 

“* Obmutescas /’ (Hold thy peace). 

‘Upon this the demon began to curse, and said that was their 
watchword ; but they could not hold their peace, because God 
was infinitely powerful, and the powers of hell could not prevail 
against Him. Thereupon they all struggled to get at Grandier, 
threatening to tear him limb from limb, to point out his marks, 
to strangle him although he was their master; whereupon he 
Seized a chance to say he was neither their master nor their 
servant, and that it was incredible that they should in the same 
breath acknowledge him for their master and express a desire 
to strangle him: on hearing this, the frenzy of the nuns reached 
its height, and they kicked their slippers into his face. 

**¢ Just look !’ said he ; ‘the shoes drop from the hoofs of their 
own accord.’ 

‘‘ At length, had it not been for the help and interposition of 
people in the choir, the nuns in their frenzy would have taken 
the life of the chief personage in this spectacle ; so there was 
no choice but to take him away from the church and the furies 
who threatened his life. He was therefore brought back to 
prison about six o’clock in the evening, and the rest of the day 
the exorcists were employed in calming the poor sisters—a task 
eof no small difficulty.” 
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Everyone did not regard the possessed sisters with the in- 
dulgent eye of the author of the above narrative, and many saw 
in this terrible exhibition of hysteria and convulsions an in- 
famous and sacrilegious orgy, at which revenge ran riot. There 
was such difference of opinion about it that it was considered 
necessary to publish the following proclamation by means of 
placards on July 2nd :— 


‘All persons, of whatever rank or profession, are hereby 
expressly forbidden to traduce, or in any way malign, the nuns 
and other persons at Loudun possessed by evil spirits ; or their 
exorcists ; or those who accompany them either to the places 
appointed for exorcism or elsewhere; in any form or manner 
whatever, on pain of a fine of ten thousand livres, or a larger 
sum and corporal punishment should the case so require ; and 
in order that no one may plead ignorance hereof, this procla- 
mation will be read and published to-day from the pulpits of 
all the churches, and copies affixed to the church doors and in 
other suitable public places. 

‘Done at Loudun, July 2nd, 1634.” 


This order had great influence with worldly folk, and from 
that moment, whether their belief was strengthened or nots 
they no longer dared to express any incredulity. But in spite 
of that, the judges were put to shame, for the nuns themselves 
began to repent ; and on the day following the impious scene 
above described, just as Pére Lactance began to exorcise Sister 
Claire in the castle chapel, she rose, and turning towards the 
congregation, while tears ran down her cheeks, said in a voice 
that could be heard by all present, that she was going to speak 
the truth at last in the sight of Heaven. Thereupon she 
confessed that all that she had said during the last fortnight 
against Grandier was calumnious and false, and that all her 
actions had been done at the instigation of the Franciscan 
Pere Lactance, the director Mignon, and the Carmelite 
brothers. Pére Lactance, not in the least taken aback, de- 
clared that her confession was a fresh wile of the devil to save 
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her master Grandier. She then made an urgent appeal to the 
bishop and to M. de Laubardemont, asking to be sequestered 
and placed in charge of other priests than those who had 
destroyed her soul, by making her bear false witness against 
an innocent man ; but they only laughed at the pranks the devil 
was playing, and ordered her to be at once taken back to the 
house in which she was then living. When she heard this 
order, she darted out of the choir, trying to escape through the 
church door, imploring those present to come to her assistance 
and save her from everlasting damnation. But such terrible 
fruit had the proclamation borne that no one dared respond, 
so she was recaptured and taken back to the house in which 
she was sequestered, never to leave it again. 


CHAPTER X 


HE next day a still more extraordinary scene took place. 
While M. de Laubardemont was questioning one of the 
nuns, the superior came down into the court, barefooted, in her 
chemise, and a cord round her neck; and there she remained 
for two hours, in the midst of a fearful storm, not shrinking 
before lightning, thunder, or rain, but waiting till M. de 
Laubardemont and the other exorcists should come out. At 
length the door opened and the royal commissioner appeared, 
whereupon Sister Jeanne des Anges, throwing herself at his feet, 
declared she had not sufficient strength to play the horrible 
part they had made her learn any longer, and that before God 
and man she declared Urbain Grandier innocent, saying that 
all the hatred which she and her companions had felt against 
him arose from the baffled desires which his comeliness awoke 
—desires which the seclusion of conventual life made still more 
ardent. M. de Laubardemont threatened her with the full 
weight of his displeasure, but she answered, weeping bitterly, 
that all she now dreaded was her sin, for though the mercy of 
the Saviour was great, she felt that the crime she had com- 
mitted could never be pardoned. M. de Laubardemont 
exclaimed that it was the demon who dwelt in her who was 
speaking, but she replied that the only demon by whom 
she had ever been possessed was the spirit of vengeance, 
and that it was indulgence in her own evil thoughts, and not 
a pact with the devil, which had admitted him into her heart. 
With these words she withdrew slowly, still weeping, and 
going into the garden, attached one end of the cord round her 
neck to the branch of a tree, and hanged herself. But some of 
the sisters who had followed her cut her down before life was 
® 


extinct. 
90 
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The same day an order for her strict seclusion was issued for 
her as for Sister Claire, and the circumstance that she was a 
relation of M. de Laubardemont did not avail to lessen her 
punishment in view of the gravity of her fault. 

It was impossible to continue the exorcisms: other nuns 
might be tempted to follow the example of the superior and 
Sister Claire, and in that case all would be lost. And besides, 
was not Urbain Grandier well and duly convicted? It was 
announced, therefore, that the examination had proceeded far 
enough, and that the judges would consider the evidence and 
deliver judgment. 

This long succession of violent and irregular breaches of 
law procedure, the repeated denials of his claim to justice, the 
refusal to let his witnesses appear, or to listen to his defence, 
all combined to convince Grandier that his ruin was determined 
on; for the case had gone so far and had attained such 
publicity that it was necessary either to punish him as a 
sorcerer and magician or to render a royal commissioner, a 
bishop, an entire community of nuns, several monks of various 
orders, many judges of high reputation, and laymen of birth 
and standing, liable to the penalties incurred by calumniators. 
But although, as this conviction grew, he confronted it with 
reSignation, his courage did not fail, and holding it to be his 
duty as a man and a Christian to defend his life and honov~ co 
the end, he drew up and published another memecandum, 
headed Reasons for Acquittal, and had copies laid before 
his judges. It was a weighty and impartial summing up of the 
whole case, such as a stranger might have written, and began 
with these words :— 


“T entreat you in all humility to consider deliberately and 
with attention what the Psalmist says in Psalm 82, where he 
exhorts judges to fulfil their charge with absolute rectitude ; 
they being themselves mere mortals who will one day have to 
appear before God, the sovereign Judge of the universe, to give 
an account of their administration. The Lord’s Anointed speaks 
to You to-day who are sitting in judgment, and says— 
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“¢God standeth in the congregation of the mighty: He 
judgeth among the gods. 

‘¢¢ Flow long will ye judge unjustly, and accept the persons 
of the wicked ? 

**‘ Defend the poor and fatherless: do justice to the afflicted 
and needy. 

‘‘<Deliver the poor and needy: rid them out of the hand 
of the wicked. 


‘‘¢T have said, Ye are gods: and all of you are children of 
the Most High. 
*¢ *But ye shall die like men, and fall like one of the princes.’ ” 


But this appeal, although convincing and dignified, had no 
influence upon the commission; and on the 18th of August 
the following verdict and sentence were pronounced :— 


‘‘We have declared, and do hereby declare, Urbain Grandier 
duly accused and convicted of the crimes of magic and witch- 
craft, and of causing the persons of certain Ursuline nuns of 
this town and of other females to become possessed of evil 
spirits, wherefrom other crimes and offences have resulted. By 
way of reparation therefor, we have sentenced, and do heréby 
sentence, the said Grandier to make public apology, bare- 
headed, with a cord around his neck, holding a lighted torch 
of two pounds weight in his hand, before the west door of the 
church of Saint-Pierre in the Market Place and before that of 
Szinte-Ursule, both of this town, and there on bended knee to 
ask pardon of God and the king and the law, and this done, 
to be taken to the public square of Sainte-Croix and there to 
be attached to a stake, set in the midst of a pile of wood, both 
of which to be prepared there for this purpose, and to be burnt 
alive, along with the pacts and spells which remain in the hands 
of the clerk and the manuscript of the book written by the said 
Grandier against a celibate priesthood, and his ashes to be 
scattered to the four winds of heaven. And we have declared, 
and do hereby declare, all and every part of his proptrty 
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confiscate to the king, the sum of one hundred and fifty 
livres being first taken therefrom to be employed in the 
purchase of a copper plate whereon the substance of the 
present decree shall be engraved, the same to be exposed in a 
conspicuous place in the said church of Sainte-Ursule, there to 
remain in perpetuity ; and before this sentence is carried out, 
we order the said Grandier to be put to the question ordinary 
and extraordinary, so that his accomplices may become known. 

** Pronounced at Loudun against the said Grandier this 18th 
day of August 1634.” 


On the morning of the day on which this sentence was 
passed, M. de Laubardemont ordered the surgeon Francois 
Fourneau to be arrested at his own house and taken to 
Grandier’s cell, although he was ready to go there of his own 
free will. In passing through the adjoining room he heard 
the voice of the accused saying— 

‘What do you want with me, wretched executioner? Have 
you come to kill me? You know how cruelly you have already 
tortured my body. Well, I am ready to die.” 

On entering the room, Fourneau saw that these words had 
been addressed to the surgeon Mannouri. 

“One of the officers of the grand préviét delhétel, to whom 
M. de Laubardemont lent for the occasion the title of officer 
of the king’s guard, ordered the new arrival to shave Grandier, 
and not to leave a single hair on his whole body. This was 
a formality employed in cases of witchcraft, so that the devil 
should have no place to hide in; for it was the common belief 
that if a single hair were left, the devil could render the accused 
Insensible to the pains of torture. From this Urbain under- 
stood that the verdict had gone against him and that he was 
condemned to death. 

Fourneau having saluted Grandier, proceeded to carry out 
his orders, whereupon a judge said it was not sufficient to 
shave the body of the prisoner, but that his nails must also be 
torn out, lest the devil should hide beneath them. Grandier 
looked at the speaker with an expression of unutterable pity, 
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and held out his hands to Fourneau; but Fourneau put them 
gently aside, and said he would do nothing of the kind, even 
were the order given by the cardinal-duke himself, and at the 
same time begged Grandier’s pardon for shaving him. At 
these words Grandier, who had for so long met with nothing but 
barbarous treatment from those with whom he came in contact, 
turned towards the surgeon with tears in his eyes, saying— 

*¢So you are the only one who has any pity for me.” 

** Ah, sir,” replied Fourneau, ‘‘ you don’t see everybody.” 

Grandier was then shaved, but only two marks found on 
him, one as we have said on the shoulder-blade, and the other 
on the thigh. Both marks were very sensitive, the wounds 
which Mannouri had made not having yet healed. This point 
having been certified by Fourneau, Grandier was handed, not 
his own clothes, but some wretched garments which had 
probably belonged to some other condemned man. 

Then, although his sentence had been pronounced at the 
Carmelite convent, he was taken by the grand provost’s officer, 
with two of his archers, accompanied by the provosts of 
Loudun and Chinon, to the town hall, where several ladies 
of quality, among them Madame de Laubardemont, led by 
curiosity, were sitting beside the judges, waiting to hear the 
sentence read. M. de Laubardement was in the seat usually 
occupied by the clerk, and the clerk was standing before him. 
All the approaches were lined with soldiers. 

Before the accused was brought in, Pére Lactance and 
another Franciscan who had come with him exorcised him to 
oblige the devils to leave him ; then entering the judgment hall, 
they exorcised the earth, the air, “and the other elements.” 
Not till that was done was Grandier led in. 

At first he was kept at the far end of the hall, to allow time 
for the exorcisms to have their full effect, then he was brought 
forward to the bar and ordered to kneel down. Grandier 
obeyed, but could remove neither his hat nor his skull-cap, as 
his hands were bound behind his back, whereupon the clerk 
seized on the one and the provost’s officer on the other, and 
flung them at de Laubardemont’s feet. Seeing that the accused 
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fixed his eyes on the commissioner as if waiting to see what 
he was about to do, the clerk said— 

“Turn your head, unhappy man, and adore the crucifix 
above the bench.” 

Grandier obeyed without a murmur and with great humility, 
and remained sunk in silent prayer for about ten minutes; he 
then resumed his former attitude. 

The clerk then began to read the sentence in a trembling 
voice, while Grandier listened with unshaken firmness and 
wonderful tranquillity, although it was the most terrible 
sentence that could be passed, condemning the accused to be 
burnt alive the same day, after the infliction of ordinary and 
extraordinary torture. When the clerk had ended, Grandier 
said, with a voice unmoved from its usual calm— 

‘*‘ Messeigneurs, I aver in the name of the Father, the Son, 
and the Holy Ghost, and the Blessed Virgin, my only hope, 
that I have never been a magician, that I have never committed 
sacrilege, that I know no other magic than that of the Holy 
Scriptures, which I have always preached, and that I have 
never held any other belief than that of our Holy Mother the 
Catholic Apostolic Church of Rome; I renounce the devil 
and all his works ; I confess my Redeemer, and I pray to be 
saYed through the blood of the Cross; and I beseech you, 
messeigneurs, to mitigate the rigour of my sentence, and not 
to drive my soul to despair.” 

The concluding words led de Laubardemont to believe that 
he could obtain some admission from Grandier through fear of 
suffering, so he ordered the court to be cleared, and, being left 
alone with maitre Houmain, criminal lieutenant of Orleans, 
and the Franciscans, he addressed Grandier in a stern voice, 
saying there was only one way to obtain any mitigation of his 
sentence, and that was to confess the names of his accomplices 
and to sign the confession. Grandier replied that having 
committed no crime he could have no accomplices, whereupon 
Laubardemont ordered the prisoner to be taken to the torture 
chamber, which adjoined the judgment hall—an order which 
wa? instantly obeyed. 


CHAPTER XI 


HE mode of torture employed at Loudun was a variety 
T of the boot, and one of the most painful of all. Each 
of the victim’s legs below the knee was placed between two 
boards, the two pairs were then laid one above the other 
and bound together firmly at the ends; wedges were then 
driven in with a mallet between the two middle boards; 
four such wedges constituted ordinary and eight extraordinary 
torture ; and this latter was seldom inflicted, except on those 
condemned to death, as almost no one ever survived it, 
the sufferer’s legs being crushed to a pulp before he left 
the torturer’s hands. In this case M. de Laubardemont on 
his own initiative, for it had never been done before, added 
two wedges to those of the extraordinary torture, so that 
instead of eight, ten were to be driven in. 

Nor was this all: the commissioner royal and the two 
Franciscans undertook to inflict the torture themselves. 

Laubardemont ordered Grandier to be bound in the usual 
manner, and then saw his legs placed between the boards. 
He then dismissed the executioner and his assistants, and 
directed the keeper of the instruments to bring the wedges, 
which he complained of as being toosmall. Unluckily, there 
were no larger ones in stock, and in spite of threats the 
keeper persisted in saying he did not know where to procure 
others. M. de Laubardemont then asked how long it would 
take to make some, and was told two hours ; finding that too 
long to wait, he was obliged to put up with those he had. 

Thereupon the torture began. Petre Lactance having 
exorcised the instruments, drove in the first wedge, but could not 
draw a murmur from Grandier, who was reciting a prayer in a 
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low voice ; a second was driven home, and this time the victim, 
despite his resolution, could not avoid interrupting his de- 
votions by two groans, at each of which Pére Lactance struck 
harder, crying, “Dscas/ dicas/” (Confess, confess !), a word 
which he repeated so often and so furiously, till all was over, 
that he was ever after popularly called “ Pére Dicas.” 

When the second wedge was in, de Laubardemont showed 
Grandier his manuscript against the celibacy of the priests, and 
asked if he acknowledged it to be in his own handwriting. 
Grandier answered in the affirmative. Asked what motive he 
had in writing it, he said it was an attempt to restore peace of 
mind to a poor girl whom he had loved, as was proved by the 
two lines written at the end— 


‘©Si ton gentil esprit prend bien cette science, 
Tu mettras en repos ta bonne conscience.” } 


Upon this, M. de Laubardemont demanded the girl’s name ; 
but Grandier assured him it should never pass his lips, none 
knowing it but himself and God. Thereupon M. de 
Laubardemont ordered Pére Lactance to insert the third 
wedge. Whileit was being driven in by the monk’s lusty arm, 
each blow being accompanied by the word “ Dicas /” Grandier 
exclaimed— 

“My God! they are killing me, and yet I am neither a 
sorcerer nor sacrilegious |” 

At the fourth wedge Grandier fainted, muttering— 

‘‘Oh, Pere Lactance, is this charity ? ” 

Although his victim was unconscious, Pére Lactance con- 
tinued to strike; so that, having lost consciousness through 
pain, pain soon brought him back to life. 

De Laubardemonttook advantageof this revival totake his turn 
at demanding a confession of his crimes ; but Grandier said— 

“I have committed no crimes, sir, only errors. Being a 
man, I have often gone astray ; but I have confessed and done 
penance, and believe that my prayers for pardon have been 

1¢¢ If thy sensitive mind imbibe this teaching, 

e It will give ease to thy tender conscience.” 

11.—7 
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heard ; but if not, I trust that God will grant me pardon now, 
for the sake of my sufferings.” 

At the fifth wedge Grandier fainted once more, but they 
restored him to consciousness by dashing cold water in his 
face, whereupon he moaned, turning to M. de Laubardemont— 

“In pity, sir, put me to death at once! I am only a man, 
and I cannot answer for myself that if you continue to torture 
me so I shall not give way to despair.” 

“ Then sign this, and the torture shall cease,” answered the 
commissioner royal, offering him a paper. 

‘‘My father,” said Urbain, turning towards the Franciscan, 
“can you assure me on your conscience that it is permissible for 
a man, in order to escape suffering, to confess a crime he has 
never committed ? ” 

“ No,” replied the monk ; “ for if he die with a lie on his lips 
he dies in mortal sin.” 

“Go on, then,” said Grandier; “for having suffered so 
much in my body, I desire to save my soul.” 

As Petre Lactance drove in the sixth wedge Grandier 
fainted anew. 

When he had been revived, Laubardemont called upon him 
to confess that a certain Elisabeth Blanchard had been his 
mistress, as well as the girl for whom he had written thie 
treatise against celibacy; but Grandier replied that not only 
had no improper relations ever existed between them, but 
that the day he had been confronted with her at his trial was 
the first time he had ever seen her. 

At the seventh wedge Grandier’s legs burst open, and the 
blood spurted into Pére Lactance’s face ; but he wiped it away 
with the sleeve of his gown. 

‘‘QO Lord my God, have mercy on me! I die!” cried 
Grandier, and fainted for the fourth time. Pére Lactance 
seized the opportunity to take a short rest, and sat down. 

When Grandier had once more come to himself, he began 
slowly to utter a prayer, so beautiful and so moving that the 
provost’s lieutenant wrote it down; but de Laubardemont 
noticing this, forbade him ever to show it to anyone. 
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At the eighth wedge the bones gave way, and the marrow 
oozed out of the wounds, and it became useless to drive in 
any more wedges, the legs being now as flat as the boards that 
compressed them, and moreover Pére Lactance was quite 
worn out. 

Grandier was unbound and laid upon the flagged floor, and 
while his eyes shone with fever and agony he prayed again a 
second prayer—a veritable martyr’s prayer, overflowing with 
faith and enthusiasm ; but as he ended his strength failed, and 
he again became unconscious. The provost’s lieutenant forced 
a little wine between his lips, which brought him to; then he 
made an act of contrition, renounced Satan and all his works 
once again, and commended his soul to God. 

Four men entered, his legs were freed from the boards, and 
the crushed parts were found to be a mere inert mass, only 
attached to the knees by the sinews. He was then carried to 
the council chamber, and laid on a little straw before the fire. 

In a corner of the fireplace an Augustinian monk was seated. 
Urbain asked leave to confess to him, which de Laubardemont 
refused, holding out the paper he desired to have signed once 
more, at which Grandier said— 

“Jf I would not sign to spare myself before, am I likely to 
give way now that only death remains ?” 

“True,” replied Laubardemont; “but the mode of your 
death is in our hands: it rests with us to make it slow 
or quick, painless or agonising ; so take this paper and sign.” 

Grandier pushed the paper gently away, shaking his head in 
sign of refusal, whereupon de Laubardemont left the room in a 
fury, and ordered Peres Tranquille and Claude to be admitted, 
they being the confessors he had chosen for Urbain. When 
they came near to fulfil their office, Urbain recognised in them 
two of his torturers, so he said that, as it was only four days 
since he had confessed to Pére Grillau, and he did not believe 
he had committed any mortal sin since then, he would not 
trouble them, upon which they cried out at him as a heretic and 
infidel, but without any effect. 

* At four o’clock the executioner’s assistants came to fetch 
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him ; he was placed lying on a bier and carried out in that 
position. On the way he met the criminal lieutenant of 
Orleans, who once more exhorted him to confess his crimes 
openly ; but Grandier replied— 

“‘ Alas, sir, I have avowed them all; I have kept nothing 
back.” 

“Do you desire me to have masses said for you?” continued 
the lieutenant. 

‘‘T not only desire it, but I beg for it as a great favour,” said 
Urbain. 

A lighted torch was then placed in his hand: as the pro- 
cession started he pressed the torch to his lips ; he looked on all 
whom he met with modest confidence, and begged those whom 
he knew to intercede with God for him. On the threshold of 
the door his sentence was read to him, and he was then placed 
in a small cart and driven to the church of St. Pierre in the 
market-place. There he was awaited by M. de Laubardemont, 
who ordered him to alight. As he could not stand on his 
mangled limbs, he was pushed out, and fell first on his knees 
and then on his face. In this position he remained patiently 
waiting to be lifted. He was carried to the top of the steps 
and laid down, while his sentence was read to him once more, 
and just as it was finished, his confessor, who had not beeh 
allowed to see him for four days, forced a way through the crowd 
and threw himself into Grandier’s arms. At first tears choked 
Petre Grillau’s voice, but at last he said, ‘‘ Remember, sir, that 
our Saviour Jesus Christ ascended to His Father through the 
agony on the Cross: you are a wise man, do not give way now 
and lose everything. I bring you your mother’s blessing ; she 
and I never cease to pray that God may have mercy on you 
and receive you into Paradise.” 

These words seemed to inspire Grandier with new strength ; 
he lifted his head, which pain had bowed, and raising his eyes 
to heaven, murmured a short prayer. Then turning towards the 
worthy friar, he said— 

‘‘Be a son to my mother; pray to God for me constantly ; 
ask all our good friars to pray for my soul; my one consolaticn 
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is that I die innocent. I trust that God in His mercy may 
receive me into Paradise.” 

“Is there nothing else I can do for you?” asked Pére 
Grillau. 

“ Alas, my father!” replied Grandier, “I am condemned to 
die a most cruel death; ask the executioner if there is no way 
of shortening what I must undergo.” 

“I go at once,” said the friar; and giving him absolution i” 
articulo mortis, he went down the steps, and while Grandier 
was making his confession aloud the good monk drew the 
executioner aside and asked if there were no possibility of 
alleviating the death-agony by means of a shirt dipped in 
brimstone. The executioner answered that as the sentence 
expressly stated that Grandier was to be burnt alive, he could 
not employ an expedient so sure to be discovered as that; but 
that if the friar would give him thirty crowns he would under- 
take to strangle Grandier while he was kindling the pile. Pére 
Grillau gave him the money, and the executioner provided 
himself with a rope. The Franciscan then placed himself 
where he could speak to his penitent as he passed, and as he 
embraced him for the last time, whispered to him what he had 
arranged with the executioner, whereupon Grandier turned 
fowards the latter and said in a tone of deep gratitude— 

‘“Thanks, my brother.” 

At that moment, the archers having driven away Pére 
Grillau, by order of M. de Laubardemont, by beating him with 
their halberts, the procession resumed its march, to go through 
the same ceremony at the Ursuline church, and from there to 
proceed to the square of Sainte-Croix. On the way Urbain 
met and recognised Moussant, who was accompanied by his 
wife, and turning towards him, said— 

**I die your debtor, and if I have ever said a word that could 
offend you I ask you to forgive me.” 

When the place of execution was reached, the provost’s 
lieutenant approached Grandier and asked his forgiveness. 

“You have not offended me,” was the reply ; ‘‘ you have only 
done what your duty obliged you to do.” 
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“It’s not my fault,” answered the executioner; “ the monks 
have knotted the cord, so that the noose cannot slip.” 

*‘Oh, Father Lactance! Father Lactance! have you no 
charity?” cried Grandier. 

The executioner by this time was forced by the increasing 
heat to jump down from the pile, being indeed almost over- 
come ; and seeing this, Grandier stretched forth a hand into the 
flames, and said— 

‘‘ Pere Lactance, God in heaven will judge between thee and 
me; I summon thee to appear before Him in thirty days.” 

Grandier was then seen to make attempts to strangle himself, 
but either because it was impossible, or because he felt it would 
be wrong to end his life by his own hands, he desisted, and 
clasping his hands, prayed aloud— 

“* Deus meus, ad te vigtlo, miserere mit.” 

A Capuchin fearing that he would have time to say more, 
approached the pile from the side which had not yet caught 
fire, and dashed the remainder of the holy water in his face. 
This caused such smoke that Grandier was hidden for a moment 
from the eyes of the spectators ; when it cleared away, it was 
seen that his clothes were now alight; his voice could still be 
heard from the midst of the flames raised in prayer ; then three 
times, each time in a weaker voice, he pronounced the name of 
Jesus, and giving one cry, his head fell forward on his breast. 

At that moment the pigeons which had till then never ceased 
to circle round the stake, flew away, and were lost in the clouds. 

Urbain Grandier had given up the ghost. 


CHAPTER XII 


HIS time it was not the man who was executed who was 

guilty, but the executioners ; consequently we feel sure 

that our readers will be anxious to learn something of their 
fate. 

Pere Lactance died in the most terrible agony on September 
18th, 1634, exactly a month from the date of Grandier’s death. 
His brother-monks considered that this was due to the ven- 
geance of Satan; but others were not wanting who said, 
remembering the summons uttered by Grandier, that it was 
rather due to the justice of God. Several attendant circum- 
stances seemed to favour the latter opinion. The author of the 
History of the Devils of Loudun gives an account of one of these 
circumstances, for the authenticity of which he vouches, and from 
which we extract the following :— 

‘*Some days after the execution of Grandier, Pére Lactance 
fell ill of the disease of which he died. Feeling that it was of 
supernatural origin, he determined to take a pilgrimage to Notre- 
Dame des Andilliers de Saumur, where many miracles were 
wrought, and which was held in high estimation in the neigh- 
bourhood. A place in the carriage of the Sieur de Canaye 
was offered him for the journey ; for this gentleman, accompanied 
by a large party on pleasure bent, was just then setting out for 
his estate of Grand Fonds, which lay in the same direction. 
The reason for the offer was that Canaye and his friends, having 
heard that the last words of Grandier had affected Pére Lactance’s 
mind, expected to find a great deal of amusement in exciting the 
terrors of their travelling-companion. And in truth, for a day or 
two,*the boon companions sharpened their wits at the expense 
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of the worthy monk, when all at once, on a good road and 
without apparent cause, the carriage overturned. Though no 
one was hurt, the accident appeared so strange to the pleasure- 
seekers that it put an end to the jokes of even the boldest 
among them. Petre Lactance himself appeared melancholy 
and preoccupied, and that evening at supper refused to eat, 
repeating over and over again— 

“<‘It was wrong of me to deny Grandier the con- 
fessor he asked for; God is punishing me, God is punishing 
me !’ 

“Qn the following morning the journey was resumed, but 
the evident distress of mind under which Pére Lactance 
laboured had so damped the spirits of the party that all their 
gaiety had disappeared. Suddenly, just outside Fenet, where the 
road was in excellent condition and no obstacle to their progress 
apparent, the carriage upset for the second time. Although again 
no one was hurt, the travellers felt that there was among them 
someone against whom God’s anger was turned, and their sus- 
picions pointing to Pére Lactance, they went on their way, leaving 
him behind, and feeling very uncomfortable at the thought that 
they had spent two or three days in his society. 

‘“‘Lactance at last reached Notre-Dame des Andilliers ; but 
however numerous were the miracles there performed, “the 
remission of the doom pronounced by the martyr on Pére 
Lactance was not added to their number; and at a quarter- 
past six on September 18th, exactly a month to the very 
minute after Grandier’s death, Pere Lactance expired in ex- 
cruciating agony.” 


Pere Tranquille’s turn came four years later. The malady 
which attacked him was so extraordinary that the physicians 
were quite at a loss, and forced to declare their ignorance of 
any remedy. His shrieks and blasphemies were so distinctly 
heard in the streets, that his brother Franciscans, fearing the 
effect they would have on his after-reputation, especially in the 
minds of those who had seen Grandier die with words of 
prayer on his lips, spread abroad the report that the devils 
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whom he had expelled from the bodies of the nuns had entered 
into the body of the exorcist. He died shrieking— 

“My God! how I suffer! Not all the devils and all the 
damned together endure what I endure!” 

His panegyrist, in whose book we find all the horrible details 
of his death employed to much purpose to illustrate the advan- 
tages of belonging to the true faith, remarks— 

“Truly his generous heart must have been a hot hell for 
those fiends who entered his body to torment it.” 

The following epitaph which was placed over his grave was 
interpreted, according to the prepossessions of those who read 
it, either as a testimony to his sanctity or as a proof of his 
punishment :— 


‘Here lies Pere Tranquille, of Saint-Remi; a humble 
Capuchin preacher. The demons no longer able to endure 
his fearlessly exercised power as an exorcist, and encouraged 
by sorcerers, tortured him to death, on May 31st, 1638.” 


But a death about which there could be no doubt as to the 
cause was that of the surgeon Mannouri, the same who had, 
as the reader may recollect, been the first to torture Grandier. 
Ofte evening about ten o’clock he was returning from a visit 
to a patient who lived on the outskirts of the town, accom- 
panied by a colleague and preceded by his surgery attendant 
carrying a lantern. When they reached the centre of the 
town in the rue Grand-Pavé, which passes between the walls 
of the castle grounds and the gardens of the Franciscan 
monastery, Mannouri suddenly stopped, and, staring fixedly at 
some object which was invisible to his companions, exclaimed 
with a start— 

“Oh! there is Grandier!” 

‘“ Where? where?” cried the others. 

He pointed in the direction towards which his eyes were 
turned, and beginning to tremble violently, asked— 

‘¢ What do you want with me, Grandier? What do you want ?” 

‘A moment later he added— 
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* Yes—-yes, 1 am coming.” 

Immediately it seemed as if the vision vanished from before 
his eyes, but the effect remained. His brother-surgeon and 
the servant brought him home, but neither candles nor the 
light of day could allay his fears; his disordered brain showed 
him Grandier ever standing at the foot of his bed. A whole 
week he continued, as was known all over the town, in this 
condition of abject terror; then the spectre seemed to move 
from its place and gradually to draw nearer, for he kept on 
repeating, “He is coming! he is coming!” and at length, 
towards evening, at about the same hour at which Grandier 
expired, Surgeon Mannouri drew his last breath. 

We have still to tell of M. de Laubardemont. All we know 
is thus related in the letters of M. de Patin :— 


** On the oth inst., at nine o’clock in the evening, a carriage was 
attacked by robbers; on hearing the noise the townspeople 
ran to the spot, drawn thither as much by curiosity as by 
humanity. A few shots were exchanged and the robbers put 
to flight, with the exception of one man belonging to their band 
who was taken prisoner, and another who lay wounded on the 
paving-stones. This latter died next day without having 
spoken, and left no clue behind as to who he was. His identity 
was, however, at length made clear. He was the son of a high 
dignitary named de Laubardemont, who in 1634, as royal 
commissioner, condemned Urbain Grandier, a poor priest of 
Loudun, to be burnt alive, under the pretence that he had 
caused several nuns of Loudun to be possessed by devils. 
These nuns he had so tutored as to their behaviour that many 
people foolishly believed them to be demoniacs. May we not 
regard the fate of his son as a chastisement inflicted by Heaven 
on this unjust judge—an expiation exacted for the pitilessly 
cruel death inflicted on his victim, whose blood still cries unto 
the Lord from the ground ?” 


Naturally the persecution of Urbain Grandier attracted the 
attention not only of journalists but of poets. Among ‘the 
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many poems which were inspired by it, the following is one 
of the best. Urbain speaks :— 


‘‘From hell came the tidings that by horrible sanctions 
I had made a pact with the devil to have power over women: 
Though not one could be found to accuse me. 
In the trial which delivered me to torture and the stake, 
The demon who accused me invented and suggested the crime, 
And his testimony was the only proof against me. 


The English in their rage burnt the Maid alive ; 

Like her, I too fell a victim to revenge ; 

We were both accused falsely of the same crime; 

In Paris she is adored, in London abhorred ; 

In Loudun, some hold me guilty of witchcraft, 

Some believe me innocent; some halt between two minds, 


Like Hercules, I loved passionately ; 

Like him, I was consumed by fire ; 

But he by death became a god. 

The injustice of my death was so well concealed 

That no one can judge whether the flames saved or destroyed me; 
Whether they blackened me for hell, or purified me for heaven. 


In vain did I suffer torments with unshaken resolution ; 

They said that I felt no pain, being a sorcerer, and died unrepentant ; 
‘Ghat the prayers I uttered were impious words ; 

That in kissing the image on the cross I spat in its face ; 

That casting my eyes to heaven I mocked the saints ; 

That when I seemed to call on God, I invoked the devil. 


Others, more charitable, say, in spite of their hatred of my crime, 
That my death may be admired although my life was not blameless ; 
That my resignation showed that I died in hope and faith ; 

That to forgive, to suffer without complaint or murmur, 

Is perfect love ; and that the soul is purified 

From the sins of life by a death like mine.” 


DE RU EFS 
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C NE September afternoon in 1751, towards half-past five, 

about a score of small boys, chattering, pushing, and 
tumbling over one another like a covey of partridges, issued 
from one of the religious schools of Chartres. The joy of 
the little troop just escaped from a long and wearisome 
captivity was doubly great: a slight accident to one of the 
teachers had caused the class to be dismissed half an hour 
earlier than usual, and in consequence of the extra work 
thrown on the teaching staff the brother whose duty it was 
to see all the scholars safe home was compelled to omit that 
part of his daily task. Therefore not only thirty or forty 
minutes were stolen from work, but there was also unexpected, 
uncontrolled liberty, free from the surveillance of that black- 
cassocked overseer who kept order in their ranks. Thirty 
Minutes ! at that age it is a century, of laughter and prospective 
games! Each had promised solemnly, under pain of severe 
punishment, to return straight to his paternal nest without 
delay, but the air was so fresh and pure, the country smiled all 
around! The school, or preferably the cage, which had just 
opened, lay at the extreme edge of one of the suburbs, and it 
only required a few steps to slip under a cluster of trees bya 
sparkling brook beyond which rose undulating ground, break- 
ing the monotony of a vast and fertile plain. Was it possible 
to be obedient, to refrain from the desire to spread one’s wings ? 
The scent of the meadows mounted to the heads of the 
steadiest among them, and intoxicated even the most timid. 
It was resolved to betray the confidence of the reverend 
fathers, even at the risk of disgrace and punishment next 
mé6rning, supposing the escapade were discovered, 
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A flock of sparrows suddenly released from a cage could not 
have flown more wildly into the little wood. They were all 
about the same age, the eldest might be nine. They flung off 
coats and waistcoats, and the grass became strewn with baskets, 
copy-books, dictionaries, and catechisms. While the crowd of 
fair-haired heads, of fresh and smiling faces, noisily consulted 
as to which game should be chosen, a boy who had taken no 
part in the general gaiety, and who had been carried away by 
the rush without being able to escape sooner, glided slyly 
away among the trees, and, thinking himself unseen, was 
beating a hasty retreat, when one of his comrades cried out— 

* Antoine is running away !” 

Two of the best runners immediately started in pursuit, 
and the fugitive, notwithstanding his start, was speedily over- 
taken, seized by his collar, and brought back as a deserter. 

“Where were you going?” the others demanded. 

‘* Home to my cousins,” replied the boy; “there is no harm 
in that.” 

“You canting sneak!” said another boy, putting his fist 
under the captive’s chin ; “‘ you were going to the master to tell 
of us.” 

‘‘ Pierre,” responded Antoine, “‘ you know quite well I never 
tell lies.” 

‘Indeed !—only this morning you pretended I had taken 
a book you had lost, and you did it because I kicked you 
yesterday and you didn’t dare to kick me back again.” 

Antoine lifted his eyes to heaven, and folding his arms on 
his breast— 

*‘ Dear Buttel,” he said, ‘you are mistaken; I have always 
been taught to forgive injuries.” 

‘Listen, listen! he might be saying his prayers!” cried the 
other boys ; and a volley of offensive epithets, enforced by cuffs, 
was hurled at the culprit. 

Pierre Buttel, whose influence was great, put a stop to this 
onslaught. 

** Look here, Antoine, you are a bad lot, that we all know; 
you are a sneak and a hypocrite. It’s time we put a s‘op 
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to it. Take off your coat and fight it out. If you like, we 
will fight every morning and evening till the end of the 
month.” 

The proposition was loudly applauded, and Pierre, turning 
up his sleeves as far as his elbows, prepared to suit actions 
to words. 

The challenger assuredly did not realise the full meaning of 
his words; had he done so, this chivalrous defiance would 
simply have been an act of cowardice on his part, for there 
could be no doubt as to the victor in such a conflict. The 
one was a boy of alert and gallant bearing, strong upon his 
legs, supple and muscular, a vigorous man in embryo; while 
the other, not quite so old, small, thin, of a sickly leaden 
complexion, seemed as if he might be blown away by a strong 
puff of wind. His skinny arms and legs hung on to his body 
like the claws of a spider, his fair hair inclined to red, his 
white skin appeared nearly bloodless, and the consciousness 
of weakness made him timid, and gave a shifty, uneasy look to 
his eyes. His whole expression was uncertain, and looking 
only at his face it was difficult at first sight to decide to which 
sex he belonged. This confusion of two natures, this inde- 
finable mixture of feminine weakness without grace, and of 
abortive boyhood, seemed to stamp him as_ something 
exceptional, unclassable, and once observed, it was difficult to 
take one’s eyes from him. Had he been endowed with 
physical strength he would have been a terror to his comrades, 
exercising by fear the ascendancy which Pierre owed to his 
joyous temper and unwearied gaiety, for this mean exterior 
concealed extraordinary powers of will and dissimulation. 
Guided by instinct, the other children hung about Pierre and 
willingly accepted his leadership ; by instinct also they avoided 
Antoine, repelled by a feeling of chill, as if from the neighbour- 
hood of a reptile, and shunning him unless to profit in some 
way by their superior strength. Never would he join their 
games without compulsion; his thin, colourless lips seldom 
parted for a laugh, and even at that tender age his smile had 
an unpleasantly sinister expression. 
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‘Will you fight?” again demanded Pierre. 

Antoine glanced hastily round; there was no chance of 
escape, a double ring enclosed him. To accept or refuse 
seemed about equally risky; he ran a good chance of a 
thrashing whichever way he decided. Although his heart beat 
loudly, no trace of emotion appeared on his pallid cheek ; 
an unforeseen danger would have made him shriek, but he had 
had time to collect himself, time to shelter behind hypocrisy. 
As soon as he could lie and cheat he recovered courage, and 
the instinct of cunning, once roused, prevailed over everything 
else. Instead of answering this second challenge, he knelt 
down and said to Pierre— 

‘You are much stronger than I am.” 

This submission disarmed his antagonist. ‘Get up,” he 
replied ; “I won’t touch you, if you can’t defend yourself.” 

‘“‘ Pierre,” continued Antoine, still on his knees, “I assure 
you, by God and the Holy Virgin, I was not going to tell. I 
was going home to my cousins to learn my lessons for to- 
morrow, you know how slow I am. _ If you think I have 
done you any harm, I ask your forgiveness.”’ 

Pierre held out his hand and made him get up. 

‘Will you be a good fellow, Antoine, and play with us ?” 

“Yes, I will.” 

‘‘ All right, then; let us forget all about it.” 

‘* What are we to play at ?” asked Antoine, taking off his coat. 

*‘ Thieves and archers,” cried one of the boys. 

‘‘Splendid!” said Pierre; and using his acknowledged 
authority, he divided them into two sides—ten highwaymen, 
whom he was to command, and ten archers of the guard, who 
were to pursue them; Antoine was among the latter. 

The highwaymen, armed with swords and guns obtained from 
the willows which grew along the brook, moved off first, and 
gained the valleys between the little hills beyond the wood. 
The fight was to be serious, and any prisoner on either side was 
to be tried immediately. The robbers divided into twos and 
threes, and hid themselves in the ravines. 

A few minutes later the archers started in pursuit. There 
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were encounters, surprises, skirmishes ; but whenever it came to 
close quarters, Pierre’s men, skilfully distributed, united on 
hearing his whistle, and the Army of Justice had to retreat. 
But there came a time when this magic signal was no longer 
heard, and the robbers became uneasy, and remained crouching 
in their hiding-places. Pierre, over-daring, had undertaken to 
defend alone the entrance of a dangerous passage and to stop 
the whole hostile troop there. Whilst he kept them engaged, 
half of his men, concealed on the left, were to come round the 
foot of the hill and make a rush on hearing his whistle; the 
other half, also stationed at some little distance, were to execute 
the same manceuvre from above. The archers would be caught 
in a trap, and attacked both in front and rear, would be 
obliged to surrender at discretion. Chance, which not unfre- 
quently decides the fate of a battle, defeated this excellent 
stratagem. Watching intently, Pierre failed to perceive that 
while his whole attention was given to the ground in front, the 
archers had taken an entirely different road from the one they 
ought to have followed if his combination were to succeed. 
They suddenly fell upon him from behind, and before he could 
blow his whistle, they gagged him with a handkerchief and tied 
his hands. Six remained to keep the field of battle and dis- 
“perse the hostile band, now deprived of its chief ; the remaining 
four conveyed Pierre to the little wood, while the robbers, 
hearing no signal, did not venture to stir. According to 
agreement, Pierre Buttel was tried by the archers, who promptly 
transformed themselves into a court of justice, and as he had been 
taken red-handed, and did not condescend to defend himself, 
the trial was not a long affair. He was unanimously sentenced 
to be hung, and the execution was then and there carried out, at 
the request of the criminal himself, who wanted the game to 
be properly played to the end, and who actually selected a 
suitable tree for his own execution. 
‘‘ But, Pierre,” said one of the judges, ‘how can you be held 
up there?” 
‘‘ How stupid you are!” returned the captive. ‘I shall only 
pretend to be hung, of course. See here!” and he fastened 
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together several pieces of strong string which had tied some of 
the other boys’ books, piled the latter together, and standing 
on tiptoe on this very insecure basis, fastened one end of the 
cord to a horizontal bough, and put his neck into a running 
knot at the other end, endeavouring to imitate the contortions 
of an actual sufferer. Shouts of laughter greeted him, and the 
victim laughed loudest of all. Three archers went to call the 
rest to behold this amusing spectacle ; one, tired out, remained 
with the prisoner. 

‘‘ Ah, hangman,” said Pierre, putting out his tongue at him, 
‘are the books firm? I thought I felt them give way.” 

‘SNo,” replied Antoine; it was he who remained. ‘ Don’t 
be afraid, Pierre.” 

“It is a good thing; for if they fell I don’t think the cord is 
long enough.” 

** Don’t you really think so?” 

A horrible thought showed itself like a flash on the child’s 
face. He resembled a young hyena scenting blood for the 
first time. He glanced at the pile of books Pierre was stand- 
ing on, and compared it with the length of the cord between 
the branch and his neck. It was already nearly dark, the 
shadows were deepening in the wood, gleams of pale light 
penetrated between the trees, the leaves had become black and 
rustled in the wind. Antoine stood silent and motionless, 
listening if any sound could be heard near them. 

It would be a curious study for the moralist to observe how 
the first thought of crime develops itself in the recesses of the 
human heart, and how this poisoned germ grows and stifles all 
other sentiments ; an impressive lesson might be gathered from 
this struggle of two opposing principles, however weak it may 
be, in perverted natures. In cases where judgment can discern, 
where there is power to choose between good and evil, the 
guilty person has only himself to blame, and the most heinous 
crime is only the action of its perpetrator. It is a human 
action, the result of passions which might have been controlled, 
and one’s mind is not uncertain, nor one’s conscience doubtful, 
as to the guilt. But how can one conceive this taste fur 
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murder in a young child, how imagine it, without being 
tempted to exchange the idea of eternal sovereign justice for 
that of blind fatality? How can one judge without hesitation 
between the moral sense which has given way and the instinct 
which displays itself? how not exclaim that the designs of a 
Creator who retains the one and impels the other are some- 
times mysterious and inexplicable, and that one must submit 
without understanding ? 

‘Do you hear them coming?” asked Pierre. 

‘I hear nothing,” replied Antoine, and a nervous shiver ran 
through all his members. 

‘‘So much the worse. I am tired of being dead; I shall 
come to life and run after them. Hold the books, and I will 
undo the noose.” 

“If you move, the books will separate; wait, I will hold 
them.” 

And he knelt down, and collecting all his strength, gave the 
pile a violent push. 

Pierre endeavoured to raise his hands to his throat. ‘‘ What 
are you doing?” he cried in a suffocating voice. 

“T am paying you out,” replied Antoine, folding his arms. 

Pierre’s feet were only a few inches from the ground, and 
te weight of his body at first bent the bough for a moment ; 
but 1t rose again, and the unfortunate boy exhausted himself 
in useless efforts. At every movement the knot grew tighter, 
his legs struggled, his arms sought vainly something to lay hold 
of; then his movements slackened, his limbs stiffened, and 
his hands sank down. Of so much life and vigour nothing 
remained but the movement of an inert mass turning round 
and round upon itself. 

Not till then did Antoine cry for help, and when the other 
boys hastened up they found him crying and tearing his hair. 
So violent indeed were his sobs and his despair that he could 
hardly be understood as he tried to explain how the books 
had given way under Pierre, and how he had vainly en- 
deavoured to support him in his arms. 

This boy, left an orphan at three years old, had been 
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brought up at first by a relation who turned him out for theft ; 
afterwards by two sisters, his cousins, who were already begin- 
ning to take alarm at his abnormal perversity. This pale and 
fragile being, an incorrigible thief, a consummate hypocrite, 
and a cold-blooded assassin, was predestined to an immortality 
of crime, and was to find a place among the most execrable 
monsters for whom humanity has ever had to blush; his name 
was Antoine-Francois Derues. 


Twenty years had gone by since this horrible and mysterious 
event, which no one sought to unravel at the time it occurred. 
One June evening, 1771, four persons were sitting in one of the 
rooms of a modestly furnished dwelling on the third floor of 
a house in the rue Saint-Victor. The party consisted of three 
women and an ecclesiastic, who boarded, for meals only, with 
the woman who tenanted the dwelling, the other two were near 
neighbours. They were all friends, and often met thus in the 
evening to play cards. They were sitting round the card- 
table, but although it was nearly ten o’clock the cards had 
not yet been touched. They spoke in low tones, and a half- 
interrupted confidence had, this evening, put a check on the 
usual gaiety. 

Someone knocked gently at the door, although no sound or 
steps on the creaking wooden staircase had been heard, and 
a wheedling voice asked for admittance. The occupier of 
the room, Madame Legrand, rose, and admitted a man of about 
six-and-twenty, at whose appearance the four friends exchanged 
glances, at once observed by the new-comer, who affected, 
however, not to seethem. He bowed successively to the three 
women, and several times with the utmost respect to the abbé, 
making signs of apology for the interruption caused by his 
appearance ; then, coughing several times, he turned to Madame 
Legrand, and said in a feeble voice, which seemed to betoken 
much suffering— 

‘My kind mistress, will you and these other ladies excuse 
my presenting myself at such an hour and in such a costume? 
I am ill, and I was obliged to get up.” . 
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His costume was certainly singular enough: he was wrapped 
in a large dressing-gown of flowered chintz; his head was 
adorned by a nightcap drawn up at the top and surmounted 
by a muslin frill. His appearance did not contradict his com- 
plaint of illness ; he was barely four feet six in height, his limbs 
were bony, his face sharp, thin, and pale. Thus attired, cough- 
ing incessantly, dragging his feet as if he had no strength to 
lift them, holding a lighted candle in one hand and an egg in 
the other, he suggested a caricature—some imaginary invalid 
just escaped from M. Purgon. Nevertheless, no one ventured 
to smile, notwithstanding his valetudinarian appearance and 
his air of affected humility. The perpetual blinking of the 
yellow eyelids which fell over the round and hollow eyes, shining 
with a sombre fire which he could never entirely suppress, 
reminded one of a bird of prey unable to face the light, and 
the lines of his face, the hooked nose, and the thin, constantly 
quivering, drawn-in lips suggested a mixture of boldness and 
baseness, of cunning and sincerity. But there is no book 
which can instruct one to read the human countenance 
correctly ; and some special circumstance must have roused 
the suspicions of these four persons so much as to cause them 
to make these observations, and they were not as usual deceived 
‘by the humbug of this skilled actor, a past master in the art 
of deception. 

He continued after a moment’s silence, as if he did not wish 
to interrupt their mute observation— 

‘Will you oblige me by a neighbourly kindness ?” 

*‘ What is it, Derues ?” asked Madame Legrand. 

A violent cough, which appeared to rend his chest, prevented 
him from answering immediately. When it ceased, he looked 
at the abbé, and said, with a melancholy smile— 

‘“What I ought to ask in my present state of health is your 
blessing, my father, and your intercession for the pardon of 
my sins. But everyone clings to the life which God has given 
him. We do not easily abandon hope; moreover, I have 
always considered it wrong to neglect such means of pre- 
strving our lives as are in our power, since life is for us only a 
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time of trial, and the longer and harder the trial the greater 
Our recompense in a better world. Whatever befalls us, our 
answer should be that of the Virgin Mary to the angel who 
announced the mystery of the Incarnation: ‘Behold the 
handmaid of the Lord; be it unto me according to Thy 
word.’” 

“You are right,” said the abbé, with a severe and inquisi- 
torial look, under which Derues remained quite untroubled ; 
“it is an attribute of God to reward and to punish, and the 
Almighty is not deceived by him who deceives men. The 
Psalmist has said, ‘Righteous art Thou, O Lord, and upright 
are Thy judgments.’” 

“‘He has said also, ‘The judgments of the Lord are true 
and righteous altogether,’” Derues promptly replied. This ex- 
change of quotations from Scripture might have lasted for 
hours without his being at a loss, had the abbé thought fit to 
continue in this strain; but such a style of conversation, 
garnished with grave and solemn words, seemed almost 
sacrilegious in the mouth of a man of such ridiculous appear- 
ance—a profanation at once sad and grotesque. Derues seemed 
to comprehend the impression it produced, and turning again 
to Madame Legrand, he said— 

““We have got a long way from what I came to ask you,“ 
my kind friend. I was so ill that I went early to bed, but I 
cannot sleep, and I have no fire. Would you have the kind- 
ness to have this egg mulled for me?” 

‘“‘Cannot your servant do that for you?” asked Madame 
Legrand. 

‘“‘T gave her leave to go out this evening, and though it is 
late she has not yet returned. If I had a fire, I would not 
give you so much trouble, but I do not care to light one at 
this hour. You know I am always afraid of accidents, and 
they so easily happen !” 

‘Very well, then,” replied Madame Legrand; “go back to 
your room, and my servant will bring it to you.” 

“Thank you,” said Derues, bowing,—“ many thanks.” 

As he turned to depart, Madame Legrand spoke again. ‘* 
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‘This day week, Derues, you have to pay me half the twelve 
hundred livres due for the purchase of my business.” 

‘*So soon as that ?” 

“Certainly, and I want the money. Have you forgotten 
the date, then?” 

“Oh dear, I have never looked at the agreement since it 
was drawn up. I did not think the time was so near, it is the 
fault of my bad memory; but I will contrive to pay you, 
although trade is very bad, and in three days I shall have to 
pay more than fifteen thousand livres to different people.” 

He bowed again and departed, apparently exhausted by the 
effort of sustaining so long a conversation. 

As soon as they were alone, the abbé exclaimed— 

‘‘That man is assuredly an utter rascal! May God forgive 
him his hypocrisy! How is it possible we could allow him to 
deceive us for so long?” 

“But, my father,” interposed one of the visitors, “are you 
really sure of what you have just said?” 

‘‘T am not now speaking of the seventy-nine louis d’or which 
have been stolen from me, although I never mentioned to 
anyone but you, and he was then present, that I possessed such 
a sum, and although that very day he made a false excuse for 
céming to my rooms when I was out. Theft is indeed 
infamous, but slander is not less so, and he has slandered 
you disgracefully. Yes, he has spread a report that you, Madame 
Legrand, you his former mistress and benefactress, have put 
temptation in his way, and desired to commit carnal sin with 
him. This is now whispered in the neighbourhood all round us, 
it will soon be said aloud, and we have been so completely his 
dupes, we have helped him so much to acquire a reputation 
for uprightness, that it would now be impossible to destroy our 
own work; if I were to accuse him of theft, and you charged 
him with lying, probably neither of us would be believed. 
Beware, these odious tales have not been spread without a 
reason. Now that your eyes are open, beware of him.” 

Yes,” replied Madame Legrand, “ my brother-in-law warned 
m@ three years ago. One day Derues said to my sister-in-law, 
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—lI remember the words perfectly,—‘I should like to be a 
druggist, because one would always be able to punish an enemy ; 
and if one has a quarrel with anyone it would be easy to get 
rid of him by means of a poisoned draught.’ I neglected 
these warnings. I surmounted the feeling of repugnance I first 
felt at the sight of him; I have responded to his advances, and 
I greatly fear I may have cause to repent it. But you know 
him as well as I do, who would not have thought his piety 
sincere >—who would not still think so? And notwithstanding 
all you have said, I still hesitate to feel serious alarm; I am 
unwilling to believe in such utter depravity.” 

The conversation continued in this strain for some time, and 
then, as it was getting late, the party separated. 

Next morning early, a large and noisy crowd was assembled 
in the rue Saint-Victor before Derues’ shop of drugs and 
groceries. There was a confusion of cross questions, of 
inquiries which obtained no answer, of answers not addressed 
to the inqury, a medley of sound, a pell-mell of unconnected 
words, of affirmations, contradictions, and interrupted narrations. 
Here, a group listened to an orator who held forth in his shirt 
sleeves, a little farther there were disputes, quarrels, exclama- 
tions of “Poor man!” “Such a good fellow!” “My poor 
gossip Derues!” ‘Good heavens! what will he do nowt” 
“Alas! he is quite done for; it is to be hoped his creditors 
will give him time!” Above all this uproar was heard a voice, 
sharp and piercing like a cat’s, lamenting, and relating with sobs 
the terrible misfortune of last night. At about three in the 
morning the inhabitants of the rue St. Victor had been startled 
out of their sleep by the cry of “ Fire, fire!” A conflagration 
had burst forth in Derues’ cellar, and though its progress had been 
arrested and the house saved from destruction, all the goods 
stored therein had perished. It apparently meant a consider- 
able loss in barrels of oil, casks of brandy, boxes of soap, etc., 
which Derues estimated at not less than nine thousand livres. 
By what unlucky chance the fire had been caused he had no 
idea. He recounted his visit to Madame Legrand, and pale, 
trembling, hardly able to sustain himself, he cried— 
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**T shall die of grief! A poor man as illasIam! Iam 
lost! Iam ruined!” 

A harsh voice interrupted his lamentations, and drew the 
attention of the crowd to a woman carrying printed broadsides, 
and who forced a passage through the crowd up to the shop 
door. She unfolded one of her sheets, and cried as loudly and 
distinctly as her husky voice permitted— 

““ Sentence pronounced by the Parliament of Paris against 
John Robert Cassel, accused and convicted of Fraudulent 
Bankruptcy /” 

Derues looked up and saw a street-hawker who used to come 
to his shop for a drink, and with whom he had had a violent 
quarrel about a month previously, she having detected him 
in a piece of knavery, and abused him roundly in her own 
style, which was not lacking in energy. He had not seen her 
since. ‘The crowd generally, and all the gossips of the quarter, 
who held Derues in great veneration, thought that the woman’s 
cry was intended as an indirect insult, and threatened to punish 
her for this irreverence. But, placing one hand on her hip, 
and with the other warning off the most pressing by a significant 
gesture— 

**Are you still befooled by his tricks, fools that you are? 
Yés, no doubt there was a fire in the cellar last night, no doubt 
his creditors will be geese enough to let him off paying his debts ! 
But what you don’t know is, that he didn’t really lose by it at 
all!” 

“He lost all his goods!” the crowd cried on all sides. 
** More than nine thousand livres! Oil and brandy, do you 
think those won’t burn? The old witch, she drinks enough to 
know! If one put a candle near her she would take fire, fast 
enough !” 

‘*‘Perhaps,” replied the woman, with renewed gesticulations, 
‘perhaps ; but I don’t advise any of you to try. Anyhow, this 
fellow here is a rogue; he has been emptying his cellar for the 
last three nights; there were only old empty casks in it and 
empty packing-cases! Oh yes! I have swallowed his daily 
lies like everybody else, but I know the truth by now. He got 
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his liquor taken away by Michael Lambourne’s son, the cobbler 
in the rue de la Parcheminerie. HowdoI know? Why, because 
the young man came and told me!” 

**I turned that woman out of my shop a month ago, for 
stealing,” said Derues. 

Notwithstanding this retaliatory accusation, the woman’s bold 
assertion might have changed the attitude of the crowd and 
chilled the enthusiasm, but at that moment a stout man pressed 
forward, and seizing the hawker by the arm, said— 

“Go, and hold your tongue, backbiting woman !” 

To this man, the honour of Derues was an article of faith ; 
he had not yet ceased to wonder at the probity of this sainted 
person, and to doubt it in the least was as good as suspecting 
his own. 

‘* My dear friend,” he said, “we all know what to think of 
you. I know you well. Send to me to-morrow, and you shall 
have what goods you want, on credit, for as long as is necessary. 
Now, evil tongue, what do you say to that?” 

‘“‘T say that you are as great a foolas the rest. Adieu, friend 
Derues ; go on as you have begun, and I shall be selling your 
‘sentence’ some day”; and dispersing the crowd with a few 
twirls of her right arm, she passed on, crying— ; 

“Sentence pronounced by the Parliament of Paris against 
John Robert Cassel, accused and convicted of Fraudulent 
Bankruptcy 1” 

This accusation emanated from too insignificant a quarter 
to have any effect on Derues’ reputation. However resentful 
he may have been at the time, he got over it in consequence 
of the reiterated marks of interest shown by his neighbours and 
all the quarter on account of his supposed ruin, and the 
hawker’s attack passed out of his mind, or probably she might 
have paid for her boldness with her life. But this drunken 
woman had none the less uttered a prophetic word ; it was the 
grain of sand on which, later, he was to be shipwrecked. 

‘¢ All passions,” says La Bruyére, —“ all'passions are deceitful ; 
they disguise themselves as much as possible from the public 
eye ; they hide from themselves. There is no vice which has 
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not a counterfeit resemblance to some virtue, and which does 
not profit by it.” 

The whole life of Derues bears testimony to the truth of this 
observation. An avaricious poisoner, he attracted his victims 
by the pretence of fervent and devoted piety, and drew them 
into the snare where he silently destroyed them. His terrible 
celebrity only began in 1777, caused by the double murder of 
Madame de Lamotte and her son, and his name, unlike those 
of some other great criminals, does not at first recall a long 
series of crimes, but when one examines this low, crooked, and 
obscure life, one finds a fresh stain at every step, and perhaps 
no one has ever surpassed him in dissimulation, in profound 
hypocrisy, in indefatigable depravity. Derues was executed at 
thirty-two, and his whole life was steeped in vice; though 
happily so short, it is full of horror, and is only a tissue of 
criminal thoughts and deeds, a very essence of evil. He had 
no hesitation, no remorse, no repose, no relaxation ; he seemed 
compelled to lie, to steal, to poison! Occasionally suspicion 
is aroused, the public has its doubts, and vague rumours hover 
round him ; but he burrows under new impostures, and punish- 
ment passes by. When he falls into the hands of human 
justice his reputation protects him, and for a few days more the 
legal sword is turned aside. Hypocrisy is so completely a part 
of his nature, that even when there is no longer any hOP€, 
when he is irrevocably sentenced, and he knows that € Can 
no longer deceive anyone, neither mankind nor P/M whose 
name he profanes by this last sacrilege, he yet -xclaims, ‘ O 
Christ! I shall suffer even as Thou.” Itis culy by the light 
of his funeral pyre that the dark places c'! his life can be 
examined, that this bloody plot is unravel’, and that other 
victims, forgotten and lost in the shadows, 4¥S¢ like spectres at 
the foot of the scaffold, and escort the as#55In to his doom. 

Let us trace rapidly the history o’ Derues’ early years, 
effaced and forgotten in the notoriet Of his death. These 
few pages are not written for the glo!“cation of crime, and if 
in our own days, as a result of the c7UPtion of our manners, 
and of a deplorable confusion of all -Ot0ns of right and wrong, 
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it has been sought to make him an object of public interest, 
we, on our part, only wish to bring him into notice, and place 
him momentarily on a pedestal, in order to cast him still lower, 
that his fall may be yet greater. What has been permitted by 
God may be related by man. Decaying and satiated com- 
munities need not be treated as children ; they require neither 
diplomatic handling nor precaution, and it may be good that 
they should see and touch the putrescent sores which canker 
them. Why fear to mention that which everyone knows? 
Why dread to sound the abyss which can be measured by 
everyone? Why fear to bring into the light of day unmasked 
wickedness, even though it confronts the public gaze unblush- 
ingly? Extreme turpitude and extreme excellence are both 
in the schemes of Providence; and the poet has summed up 
eternal morality for all ages and nations in this sublime ex- 
clamation— 


‘* Abstulit hunc tandem Rufini poena tumultum.” 


Besides, and we cannot insist too earnestly that our intention 
must not be mistaken, if we had wished to inspire any other 
sentiment than that of horror, we should have chosen a 

‘more imposing personage from the annals of crime. There 
have been deeds which required audacity, a sort of grandem, 
a fake heroism ; there have been criminals who held in check 
all the xegular and legitimate forces of society, and whom one 
regarded with a mixture of terror and pity. There is nothing 
of that in Déues, not even a trace of courage; nothing but a 
shameless cuphjity, exercising itself at first in the theft of a 
few pence filched \ from the poor; nothing but the illicit gains 
and rascalities of a\cheating shopkeeper and vile money-lender, 
a depraved cowardice which dared not strike openly, but slew 
in the dark. It is the story of an unclean reptile which drags 
itself underground, leaWing everywhere the trail of its poisonous 
saliva. = 

Such was the man whdse life we have undertaken to narrate, 

&@ man who represents a complete type of wickedness, and who 

corrresponds to the most hideous sketch ever devised by poet 
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or romancéwriter. Facts without importance of their own, 
which would be childish if recorded of anyone else, obtain a 
sombre reflection from other facts which precede them, and 
thenceforth cannot be passed over in silence. The historian 
is obliged to collect and note them, as showing the logical 
development of this degraded being: he unites them in 
sequence, and counts the successive steps of the ladder 
mounted by the criminal. 

We have seen the early exploit of this assassin by instinct ; 
we find him, twenty years later, an incendiary and a fraudulent 
bankrupt. What had happened in the interval? With how 
much treachery and crime had he filled this space of twenty 
years? Let us return to his infancy. 

His unconquerable taste for theft caused him to be expelled 
by the relations who had taken charge of him. An anecdote 
is told which shows his impudence and incurable perversity. 
One day he was caught taking some money, and was soundly 
whipped by his cousins. When this was over, the child, instead 
of showing any sorrow or asking forgiveness, ran away with a 
sneer, and seeing they were out of breath, exclaimed— 

“You are tired, are your Well, I am not!” 

Despairing of any control over this evil disposition, the 
relations refused to keep him, and sent him to Chartres, 
where two other cousins agreed to have him, out of charity. 
They were simple-minded women, of great and sincere piety, 
who imagined that good example and religious teaching might 
have a happy influence on their young relation. The result 
was contrary to their expectation: the sole fruit of their teach- 
ing was that Derues learnt to be a cheat and a hypocrite, and 
to assume the mask of respectability. 

Here also repeated thefts insured him sound corrections. 
Knowing his cousins’ extreme economy, not to say avarice, he 
mocked them when they broke a lath over his shoulders: 
“There now, I am so glad; that will cost you two farthings !” 

His benefactresses’ patience becoming exhausted, he left 
their house, and was apprenticed to a tinman at Chartres. His 
maSter died, and an ironmonger of the same town took him 
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as shopboy, and from this he passed on to a druggist and 
grocer. Until now, although fifteen years old, he had shown 
no preference for one trade more than another, but it was 
now necessary he should choose some profession, and his 
share in the family property amounted to the modest sum of 
three thousand five hundred livres. His residence with this last 
master revealed a decided taste, but it was only another evil 
instinct developing itself: the poisoner had scented poison, 
being always surrounded with drugs which were health-giving 
or hurtful, according to the use made of them. Derues would 
probably have settled at Chartres, but repeated thefts obliged 
him to leave the town. The profession of druggist and grocer 
being one which presented most chances of fortune, and being, 
moreover, adapted to his tastes, his family apprenticed him to 
a grocer in the rue Comtesse d’Artois, paying a specified pre- 
mium for him. 

Derues arrived in Paris in 1760. It was anew horizon, where 
he was unknown; no suspicion attached to him, and he felt 
much at his ease. Lost in the noise and the crowd of this 
immense receptacle for every vice, he had time to found on 
hypocrisy his reputation as an honest man. When his ap- 
prenticeship expired, his master proposed to place him with 
his sister-in-law, who kept a similar establishment in the rue 
St. Victor, and who had been a widow for several years. He 
recommended Derues as a young man whose zeal and intelli- 
gence might be useful in her business, being ignorant of various 
embezzlements committed by his late apprentice, who was 
always clever enough to cast suspicion on others. But the 
negotiation nearly fell through, because, one day, Derues so 
far forgot his usual prudence and dissimulation as to allow 
himself to make the observation recorded above to his mistress. 
She, horrified, ordered him to be silent, and threatened to ask 
her husband to dismiss him. It required a double amount of 
hypocrisy to remove this unfavourable impression; but he 
spared no pains to obtain the confidence of the sister-in-law, 
who was much influenced in his favour. Every day he inquired 
what could be done for her, every evening he took a basket- 
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load of the goods she required from the rue Comtesse d’Artois ; 
and it excited the pity of all beholders to see this weakly young 
man, panting and sweating under his heavy burden, refusing 
any reward, and labouring merely for the pleasure of obliging, 
and from natural kindness of heart! The poor widow, whose 
spoils he was already coveting, was completely duped. She 
rejected the advice of her brother-in-law, and only listened 
to the concert of praises sung by neighbours much edified by 
Derues’ conduct, and touched by the interest he appeared to 
show her. Often he found occasion to speak of her, always 
with the liveliest expressions of boundless devotion. These 
remarks were repeated to the good woman, and seemed all the 
more sincere to her as they appeared to have been made quite 
casually, and she never suspected they were carefully calculated 
and thought out long before. 

Derues carried dishonesty as far as possible, but he knew 
how to stop when suspicion was likely to be aroused, and 
though always planning either to deceive or to hurt, he was 
never taken by surprise. Like the spider which spreads the 
threads of her web all round her, he concealed himself ina 
net of falsehood which one had to traverse before arriving at 
his real nature. The evil destiny of this poor woman, mother 
‘of four children, caused her to engage him as her shopman 
in the year 1767, thereby signing the warrant for her own 
ruin. 

Derues began life under his new mistress with a master- 
stroke. His exemplary piety was the talk of the whole quarter, 
and his first care had been to request Madame Legrand to 
recommend him a confessor. She sent him to the director 
of her late husband, Pére Cartault, of the Carmelite order, who, 
astonished at the devotion of his penitent, never failed, if he 
passed the shop, to enter and congratulate Madame Legrand 
on the excellent acquisition she had made in securing this 
young man, who would certainly bring her a blessing along 
with him. Derues affected the greatest modesty, and blushed 
at these praises, and often, when he saw the good father ap- 
proaching, appeared not to see him, and found something to 
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do elsewhere; whereby the field was left clear for his too 
credulous panegyrists. 

But Pere Cartault appeared too indulgent, and Derues feared 
that his sins were too easily pardoned ; and he dared not find 
peace in an absolution which was never refused. Therefore, 
before the year was out, he chose a second confessor, Pére 
Denys, a Franciscan, consulting both alternately, and confiding 
his conscientious scruples to them. Every penance appeared 
too easy, and he added to those enjoined by his directors 
continual mortifications of his own devising, so that even 
Tartufe himself would have owned his superiority. 

He wore about him two shrouds, to which were fastened 
relics of Madame de Chantal, also a medal of St. Francois de 
Sales, and occasionally scourged himself. His mistress related 
that he had begged her to take a sitting at the church of St. 
Nicholas, in order that he might more easily attend service 
when he had a day out, and had brought her a small sum 
which he had saved, to pay half the expense. Moreover, he 
had slept upon straw during the whole of Lent, and took care 
that Madame Legrand heard of this through the servant, pre- 
tending at first to hide it as if it were something wrong. He 
tried to prevent the maid from going into his room, and when 
she found out the straw he forbade her to mention it—which 
naturally made her more anxious to relate her discovery. Such 
a piece of piety, combined with such meritorious humility, such 
dread of publicity, could only increase the excellent opinion 
which everyone already had of him. 

Every day was marked by some fresh hypocrisy. One of his 
sisters, a novice in the convent of the Ladies of the Visitation 
of the Virgin, was to take the veil at Easter. Derues obtained 
permission to be present at the ceremony, and was to start on 
foot on Good Friday. When he departed, the shop happened 
to be full of people, and the gossips of the neighbourhood 
inquired where he was going. Madame Legrand desired him 
to have a glass of liqueur (wine he never touched) and some- 
thing to eat before starting. 

Oh, madame!” he exclaimed, “do you think I could eat 
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on a day like this, the day on which Christ was crucified! I 
will take a piece of bread with me, but I shall only eat it at 
the inn where I intend to sleep: I mean to fast the whole 
way.” 

But this kind of thing was not sufficient. He wanted an 
Opportunity to establish a reputation for honesty on a firm 
basis. Chance provided one, and he seized it immediately, 
although at the expense of a member of his own family. 

One of his brothers, who kept a public-house at Chartres, 
came to see him. Derues, under pretence of showing him the 
sights of Paris, which he did not know, asked his mistress to 
allow him to take in the brother for a few days, which she 
granted. The last evening of his stay, Derues went up to his 
room, broke open the box which contained his clothes, turned 
over everything it contained, examined the clothes, and dis- 
covering two new cotton nightcaps, raised a cry which brought 
up the household. His brother just then returned, and Derues 
called him an infamous thief, declaring that he had stolen the 
money for these new articles out of the shop the evening before. 
His brother defended himself, protesting his innocence, and, 
indignant at such incomprehensible treachery, endeavoured to 
turn the tables by relating some of Antoine’s early misdeeds. 

he latter, however, stopped him, by declaring on his honour 
that he had seen his brother the evening before go to the till, 
slip his hand in, and take out some money. The brother was 
confounded and silenced by so audacious a lie; he hesitated, 
stammered, and was turned out of the house. Derues worthily 
crowned this piece of iniquity by obliging his mistress to accept 
the restitution of the stolen money. It cost him three livres, 
twelve sous, but the interest it brought him was the power of 
stealing unsuspected. That evening he spent in prayer for the 
pardon of his brother’s supposed guilt. 

All these schemes had succeeded, and brought him nearer 
to the desired goal, for not a soul in the quarter ventured to 
doubt the word of this saintly individual. His fawning manners 
and insinuating language varied according to the people ad- 
dressed. He adapted himself to all, contradicting no one, and, 
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while austere himself, he flattered the tastes of others. In the 
various houses where he visited his conversation was serious, 
grave, and sententious ; and, as we have seen, he could quote 
Scripture with the readiness of a theologian. In the shop, 
when he had to deal with the lower classes, he showed himself 
acquainted with their modes of expression, and spoke the 
Billingsgate of the market-women, which he had acquired in 
the rue Comtesse d’Artois, treating them familiarly, and they 
generally addressed him as “gossip Derues.” By his own 
account he easily judged the characters of the various people 
with whom he came in contact. 

However, Pére Cartault’s prophecy was not fulfilled: the 
blessing of Heaven did not descend on the Legrand establish- 
ment. There seemed to be a succession of misfortunes which 
all Derues’ zeal and care as shopman could neither prevent nor 
repair. He by no means contented himself with parading an 
idle and fruitless hypocrisy, and his most abominable deceptions 
were not those displayed in the light of day. He watched by 
night: his singular organisation, outside the ordinary laws of 
nature, appeared able to dispense with sleep. Gliding about 
on tiptoe, opening doors noiselessly, with all the skill of an 
accomplished thief, he pillaged shop and cellar, and sold his 
plunder in remote parts of the town under assumed names. It 
is difficult to understand how his strength supported the fatigue 
of this double existence ; he had barely arrived at puberty, and 
art had been obliged to assist the retarded development of 
nature. But he lived only for evil, and the Spirit of Evil 
supplied the physical vigour which was wanting. An insane 
love of money (the only passion he knew) brought him by 
degrees back to his starting-point of crime; he concealed it in 
hiding-places wrought in the thick walls, in holes dug out by 
his nails. As soon as he got any, he brought it exactly as a 
wild beast brings a piece of bleeding flesh to his lair; and often, 
by the glimmer of a dark lantern, kneeling in adoration before 
this shameful idol, his eyes sparkling with ferocious joy, with a 
smile which suggested a hyena’s delight over its prey, he woujd 
contemplate his money, counting and kissing it. 


DERUES 135 


These continual thefts brought trouble into the Legrand 
affairs, cancelled all profits, and slowly brought on ruin. The 
widow had no suspicion of Derues’ disgraceful dealings, and 
he carefully referred the damage to other causes, quite worthy 
of himself. Sometimes it was a bottle of oil, or of brandy, or 
some other commodity, which was found spilt, broken, or 
damaged, which accidents he attributed to the enormous 
quantity of rats which infested the cellar and the house. At 
length, unable to meet her engagements, Madame Legrand 
made the business over to him in February 1770. He was 
then twenty-five years and six months old, and was accepted 
as a merchant grocer in August the same year. By an agree- 
ment drawn up between them, Derues undertook to pay 
twelve hundred livres for the goodwill, and to lodge her rent 
free during the remainder of her lease, which had still nine 
yearstorun. Being thus obliged to give up business to escape 
bankruptcy, Madame Legrand surrendered to her creditors 
any goods remaining in her warehouse; and Derues easily 
made arrangements to take them over very cheaply. The first 
step thus made, he was now able to enrich himself safely 
and to defraud with impunity under the cover of his stolen 
reputation. 

One of his uncles, a flour merchant at Chartres, came 
habitually twice a year to Paris to settle accounts with his 
correspondents. A sum of twelve hundred francs, locked up 
in a drawer, was stolen from him, and, accompanied by his 
nephew, he went to inform the police. On investigation being 
made, it was found that the chest of drawers had been broken 
at the top. As at the time of the theft of the seventy-nine 
louis from the abbé, Derues was the only person known to have 
entered his uncle’s room. The innkeeper swore to this, but 
the uncle took pains to justify his nephew, and showed his 
confidence shortly after by becoming surety for him to the 
extent of five thousand livres. Derues failed to pay when the 
time expired, and the holder of the note was obliged to sue the 
surety for it. 

He made use of any means, even the most impudent, which 
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enabled him to appropriate other people’s property. A pro- 
vincial grocer on one occasion sent him a thousandweight of 
honey in barrels to be sold on commission. Two or three 
months passed, and he asked for an account of the sale. 
Derues replied that he had not yet been able to dispose of 
it advantageously, and there ensued a fresh delay, followed by 
the same question and the same reply. At length, when more 
than a year had passed, the grocer came to Paris, examined his 
barrels, and found that five hundred pounds were missing. He 
claimed damages from Derues, who declared he had never 
received any more, and as the honey had been sent in con- 
fidence, and there was no contract and no receipt to show, the 
provincial tradesman could not obtain compensation. 

As though having risen by the ruin of Madame Legrand and 
her four children was not enough, Derues grudged even the 
morsel of bread he had been obliged to leave her. A few days 
after the fire in the cellar, which enabled him to go through a 
second bankruptcy, Madame Legrand, now undeceived and not 
believing his lamentations, demanded the money due to her, 
according to their agreement. Derues pretended to look for 
his copy of the contract, and could not find it. ‘Give me 
yours, madame,” said he; “we will write the receipt upon it. 
Here is the money.” 

The widow opened her purse and took out her copy ; Derues 
snatched it, and tore it up. ‘* Now,” he exclaimed, “you are 
paid ; I owe you nothing now. If you like, I will declare it on 
oath in court, and no one will disbelieve my word.” 

*“Wretched man,” said the unfortunate widow, “may God 
forgive your soul; but your body will assuredly end on the 
gallows!” 

It was in vain that she complained, and told of this abomin- 
able swindle ; Derues had been beforehand with her, and the 
slander he had disseminated bore its fruits. It was said that 
his old mistress was endeavouring by an odious falsehood to 
destroy the reputation of a man who had refused to be her 
lover. Although reduced to poverty, she left the house where 
she had a right to remain rent free, preferring the hardest and 
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dreariest life to the torture of remaining under the same roof 
with the man who had caused her ruin. 

We might relate a hundred other pieces of knavery, but it 
must not be supposed that having begun by murder, Derues 
would draw back and remain contented with theft. Two 
fraudulent bankruptcies would have sufficed for most people ; 
for him they were merely a harmless pastime. Here we must 
place two dark and obscure stories, two crimes of which he is 
accused, two victims whose death-groans no one heard. 

The hypocrite’s excellent reputation had crossed the Parisian 
bounds. A young man from the country, intending to start as 
a grocer in the capital, applied to Derues for the necessary 
information and begged for advice. He arrived at the latter’s 
house with a sum of eight thousand livres, which he placed in 
Derues’ hands, asking him for assistance in finding a business. 
The sight of gold was enough to rouse the instinct of crime in 
Derues, and the witches who hailed Macbeth with the promise 
of royalty did not rouse the latter’s ambitious desires to a 
greater height than the chance of wealth did the greed of the 
assassin; whose hands, once closed over the eight thousand 
livres, were never again relaxed. He received them as a 
deposit, and hid them along with his previous plunder, vowing 

\never to return them. Several days had elapsed, when one 
‘afternoon Derues returned home with an air of such unusual 
theerfulness that the young man questioned him. ‘* Have you 
heard some good news for me?” he asked, “‘or have you had 
sme luck yourself?” 

‘\“* My young friend,” answered Derues, ‘‘as for me, success 
depends on my own efforts, and fortune smiles on me. But I 
have promised to be useful to you, your parents have trusted 
me, and I must prove that their confidence is well founded. 
I have heard to-day of a business for disposal in one of the 
best parts of Paris. You can have it for twelve thousand livres, 
and I wish I could lend you the amount you want. But you 
must write to your father, persuade him, reason with him; do 
not lose so good a chance. He must make a little sacrifice, 
and he will be grateful to me later.” 
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In accordance with their son’s request, the young man’s 
parents despatched a sum of four thousand livres, requesting 
Derues to lose no time in concluding the purchase. 

Three weeks later, the father, very uneasy, arrived in Paris. 
He came to inquire about his son, having heard nothing from 
him. Derues received him with the utmost astonishment, 
appearing convinced that the young man had returned home. 
One day, he said, the youth informed him that he had heard 
from his father, who had given up all idea of establishing him 
in Paris, having arranged an advantageous marriage for him 
near home; and he had taken his twelve thousand livres, for 
which Derues produced a receipt, and started on his return 
journey. 

One evening, when nearly dark, Derues had gone out with 
his guest, who complained of headache and internal pains. 
Where did they go? Noone knew; but Derues only returned 
at daybreak, alone, weary and exhausted, and the young man 
was never again heard of. 

One of his apprentices was the constant object of reproof. 
The boy was accused of negligence, wasting his time, of 
spending three hours over a task which might have been done 
in less than one. When Derues had convinced the father, a 
Parisian bourgeois, that his son was a bad boy and a good-for- 
nothing, he came to this man one day in a state of wild 
excitement. 

‘Your son,” he said, “‘ran away yesterday with six hundred 
livres, with which I had to meet a bill to-day. He knew where 
I kept this money, and has taken it.” 

He threatened to go before a magistrate and denounce the 
thief, and was only appeased by being paid the sum he 
claimed to have lost. But he had gone out with the lad the 
evening before, and returned alone in the early hours of the 
morning. 

However, the veil which concealed the truth was becoming 
more and more transparent every day. Three bankruptcies 
had diminished the consideration he enjoyed, and people began 
to listen to complaints and accusations which till now had 
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been considered mere inventions designed to injure him. 
Another attempt at trickery made him feel it desirable to leave 
the neighbourhood. 

He had rented a house close to his own, the shop of which 
had been tenanted for seven or eight years by a wine merchant. 
He required from this man, if he wished to remain where he 
was, a sum of six hundred livres as a payment for goodwill. 
Although the wine merchant considered it an exorbitant charge, 
yet on reflection he decided to pay it rather than go, having 
established a good business on these premises, as was well 
known. Before long a still more arrant piece of dishonesty 
gave him an opportunity for revenge. A young man of good 
family, who was boarding with him in order to gain some 
business experience, having gone into Derues’ shop to make 
some purchases, amused himself while waiting by idly writing 
his name on a piece of blank paper lying on the counter; which 
he left there without thinking more about it. Derues, knowing 
the young man had means, as soon as he had gone, converted 
the signed paper into a promissory note for two thousand livres, 
to his order, payable at the majority of the signer. The bill, 
negotiated in trade, arrived when due at the wine merchant’s, 
who, much surprised, called his young boarder and showed 
him the paper adorned with his signature. The youth was 
utterly confounded, having no knowledge of the bill whatever, 
but nevertheless could not deny his signature. On examining 
the paper carefully, the handwriting was recognised as Derues’. 
The wine merchant sent for him, and when he arrived, made 
him enter a room, and having locked the door, produced the 
promissory note. Derues acknowledged having written it, and 
tried various falsehoods to excuse himself. No one listened to 
him, and the merchant threatened to place the matter in the 
hands of the police. Then Derues wept, implored, fell on his 
knees, acknowledged his guilt, and begged for mercy. He 
agreed to restore the six hundred livres exacted from the wine 
merchant, on condition that he should see the note destroyed 
and that the matter should end there. He was then about to 
be married, and dreaded a scandal. 
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Shortly after, he married Marie-Louise Nicolais, daughter 
of a harness-maker at Melun. 

One’s first impression in considering this marriage is one of 
profound sorrow and utmost pity for the young girl whose 
destiny was linked with that of this monster. One thinks of 
the horrible future; of youth and innocence blighted by the 
tainting breath of the homicide; of candour united to hypocrisy ; 
of virtue to wickedness ; of legitimate desires linked to disgrace- 
ful passions; of purity mixed with corruption. The thought 
of these contrasts is revolting, and one pities such a dreadful 
fate. But we must not decide hastily. Madame Derues has not 
been convicted of any active part in her husband’s later crimes, 
but her history, combined with his, shows no trace of suffering, 
nor of any revolt against a terrible complicity. In her case the 
evidence is doubtful, and public opinion must decide later. 

In 1773, Derues relinquished retail business, and left the 
Saint Victor neighbourhood, having taken an apartment in the 
rue des Deux Boules, near the rue Bertin-Poirée, in the parish 
of St. Germain l’Auxerrois, where he had been married. He 
first acted on commission for the Benedictine - Camaldulian 
fathers of the forest of Sénart, who had heard of him as a man 
wholly given to piety; then, giving himself up to usury, he 
undertook what is known as “business affairs,” a profession 
which, in such hands, could not fail to be lucrative, being aided 
by his exemplary morals and honest appearance. It was the 
more easy for him to impose on others, as he could not be 
accused of any of the deadly vices which so often end in ruin— 
gaming, wine, and women. Until now he had displayed only 
one passion, that of avarice, but now another developed itself, 
that of ambition. He bought houses and land, and when the 
money was due, allowed himself to be sued for it; he bought 
even lawsuits, which he muddled with all the skill of a rascally 
attorney. Experienced in bankruptcy, he undertook the manage- 
ment of failures, contriving to make dishonesty appear in the 
light of unfortunate virtue. When this demon was not occupied 
with poison, his hands were busy with every social iniquity ; 
he could only live and breathe in an atmosphere of corruption. 
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His wife, who had already presented him with a daughter, 
gave birth to a son in February 1774. Derues, in order to 
better support the airs of grandeur and the territorial title 
which he had assumed, invited persons of distinction to act 
as sponsors. The child was baptized Tuesday, February 15th. 
We give the text of the baptismal register, as a curiosity :— 


‘** Antoine - Maximilian- Joseph, son of Antoine-Francois 
Derues, gentleman, seigneur of Gendeville, Herchies, Vique- 
mont, and other places, formerly merchant grocer; and of 
Madame Marie-Louise Nicolais, his wife. Godfathers, T. H. 
and T. P., lords of, etc. etc. Godmothers, Madame M. Fr. C. 
D. V., etc. etc. (Signed) A. F. DERUEs, Senior.” 


But all this dignity did not exclude the sheriff’s officers, 
whom, as befitted so great a man, he treated with the utmost 
insolence, overwhelming them with abuse when they came to 
enforce an execution. Such scandals had several times 
aroused the curiosity of his neighbours, and did not redound 
to his credit. His landlord, wearied of all this clamour, and 
most especially weary of never getting any rent without a 
fight for it, gave him notice to quit. Derues removed to the 
rue Beaubourg, where he continued to act as commission agent 
under the name of Cyrano Derues de Bury. 

And now we will concern ourselves no more with the un- 
ravelling of this tissue of imposition ; we will wander no longer 
in this labyrinth of fraud, of low and vile intrigue, of dark crime 
of which the clue disappears in the night, and of which the trace 
is lost in a doubtful mixture of blood and mire; we will listen 
no longer to the cry of the widow and her four children 
reduced to beggary, to the groans of obscure victims, to the 
cries of terror and the death-groan which echoed one night 
through the vaults of a country house near Beauvais. Behold 
other victims whose cries are yet louder, behold yet other 
crimes and a punishment which equals them in terror! Let 
these nameless ghosts, these silent spectres, lose themselves 
in the clear daylight which now appears, and make room for 
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other phantoms which rend their shrouds and issue from the 
tomb demanding vengeance. 

Derues was now soon to have a chance of obtaining 
immortality. Hitherto his blows had been struck by chance, 
henceforth he uses all the resources of his infernal imagination ; 
he concentrates all his strength on one point—conceives and 
executes his crowning piece of wickedness. He employs for 
two years all his science as cheat, forger, and poisoner in 
‘extending the net which was to entangle a whole family; and, 
taken in his own snare, he struggles in vain; in vain does he 
seek to gnaw through the meshes which confine him. The 
foot placed on the last rung of this ladder of crime, stands 
also on the first step by which he mounts the scaffold. 

About a mile from Villeneuve-le-Roi-les-Sens, there stood 
in 1775 a handsome house, overlooking the windings of 
the Yonne on one side, and on the other a garden and park 
belonging to the estate of Buisson-Souef. It was a large 
property, admirably situated, and containing productive fields, 
wood, and water; but not everywhere kept in good order, and 
showing something of the embarrassed fortune of its owner. 
During some years the only repairs had been those necessary 
in the house itself and its immediate vicinity. Here and there 
pieces of dilapidated wall threatened to fall altogether, and 
enormous stems of ivy had invaded and stifled vigorous trees ; 
in the remoter portions of the park briers barred the road 
and made walking almost impossible. This disorder was not 
destitute of charm, and at an epoch when landscape gardening 
consisted chiefly in straight alleys, and in giving to nature a 
cold and monotonous symmetry, one’s eye rested with pleasure 
on these neglected clumps, on these waters which had taken a 
different course to that which art had assigned to them, on 
these unexpected and picturesque scenes. 

A wide terrace, overlooking the winding river, extended 
along the front of the house. Three men were walking on it— 
two priests, and the owner of Buisson-Souef, Monsieur de 
Saint-Faust de Lamotte. One priest was the curé of Ville- 
neuve-le-Roi-lez-Sens, the other was a Camaldulian monk, who 
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had come to see the curé about a clerical matter, and who was 
spending some days at the presbytery. The conversation did 
not appear to be lively. Every now and then Monsieur de 
Lamotte stood still, and, shading his eyes with his hand from 
the brilliant sunlight which flooded the plain, and was strongly 
reflected from the water, endeavoured to see if some new object 
had not appeared on the horizon, then slowly resumed his 
walk with a movement of uneasy impatience. The tower clock 
struck with a noisy resonance. 

‘Six o’clock already!” he exclaimed. ‘ They will assuredly 
not arrive to-day.” 

‘Why despair?” said the curé. ‘‘ Your servant has gone 
to meet them ; we might see their boat any moment.” 

‘‘ But, my father,” returned Monsieur de Lamotte, “the long 
days are already past. In another hour the mist will rise, and 
then they would not venture on the river.” 

‘“‘ Well, if that happens, we shall have to be patient; they 
will stay all night at some little distance, and you will see them 
to-morrow morning.” 

‘“‘ My brother is right,” said the other priest. ‘Come, mon- 
sieur ; do not be anxious.” 

‘You both speak with the indifference of persons to whom 

“family troubles are unknown.” 

“What!” said the curé, “‘do you really think that because 
our sacred profession condemns us both to celibacy, we are 
therefore unable to comprehend an affection such as yours, on 
which I myself pronounced the hallowing benediction of the 
Church—if you remember—nearly fifteen years ago P” 

‘*‘Is it perhaps intentionally, my father, that you recall the 
date of my marriage? I readily admit that the love of one’s 
neighbour may enlighten you as to another love to which you 
have yourself been a stranger. I daresay it seems odd to you 
that a man of my age should be anxious about so little, as 
though he were a love-sick youth; but for some time past I 
have had presentiments of evil, and I am really becoming 
superstitious ! ” 

e again stood still, gazing up the river, and, seeing nothing, 
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resumed his place between the two priests, who had continued 
their walk. 

‘““ Yes,” he continued, “I have presentiments which refuse to 
be shaken off. I am not so old that age can have weakened 
my powers and reduced me to childishness, I cannot even say 
what I am afraid of, but separation is painful and causes an 
involuntary terror. Strange, is it not? Formerly, I used to 
leave my wife for months together, when she was young and 
my son only an infant; I loved her passionately, yet I could go 
with pleasure. Why, I wonder, is it so different now? Why 
should a journey to Paris on business, and a few hours’ delay, 
make me so terribly uneasy? Do you remember, my father,” 
he resumed, after a pause, turning to the curé,—‘‘do you 
remember how lovely Marie looked on our wedding-day? Do 
you remember her dazzling complexion and the innocent 
candour of her expression P—the sure token of the most truthful 
and purest of minds! That is why I love her so much now; 
we do not now sigh for one another, but the second love is 
stronger than the first, for it is founded on recollection, and is 
tranquil and confident in friendship. . . . It is strange that they 
have not returned; something must have happened! If they 
do not return this evening, and I do not now think it possible, 
I shall go to Paris myself to-morrow.” 

‘I think,” said the other priest, “that at twenty you must 
indeed have been excitable, a veritable tinder-box, to have 
retained so much energy! Come, monsieur, try to calm your- 
self and have patience: you yourself admit it can only be a 
few hours’ delay.” 

““But my son accompanied his mother, and he is our only 
one, and so delicate! He alone remains of our three children, 
and you do not realise how the affection of parents who feel 
age approaching is concentrated on an only child! If I lost 
Edouard I should die!” 

*‘T suppose, then, as you let him go, his presence at Paris 
was necessary P” 

‘No; his mother went to obtain a loan which is needed for 
the improvements required on the estate.” 
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‘Why, then, did you let him go?” 

“TI would willingly have kept him here, but his mother 
wished to take him. A separation is as trying to her as to me, 
and we all but quarrelled over it. I gave way.” 

‘‘ There was one way of satisfying all three, you might have 
gone also.” 

“Yes, but Monsieur le curé will tell you that a fortnight 
ago I was chained to my arm-chair, swearing under my breath 
like a pagan, and cursing the follies of my youth !—Forgive 
me, my father; I mean that I had the gout, and I forgot 
that I am not the only sufferer, and that it racks the old 
age of the philosopher quite as much as that of the 
courtier.” 

The fresh wind which often rises just at sunset was already 
rustling in the leaves; long shadows darkened the course of 
the Yonne and stretched across the plain; the water, slightly 
troubled, reflected a confused outline of its banks and the 
clouded blue of the sky. The three gentlemen stopped at the 
end of the terrace and gazed into the already fading distance. 
A black spot, which they had just observed in the middle of 
the river, caught a gleam of light in passing a low meadow 
between two hills, and for a moment took shape as a barge, 
then was lost again, and could not be distinguished from the 
water. Another moment, and it reappeared more distinctly ; it 
was indeed a barge, and now the horse could be seen towing it 
against the current. Again it was lost at a bend of the river 
shaded by willows, and they had to resign themselves to 
incertitude for several minutes. Then a white handkerchief 
was waved on the prow of the boat, and Monsieur de Lamotte 
uttered a joyful exclamation. 

‘‘It is indeed they!” hecried. ‘Do you see them, Monsieur 
le curé? I see my boy; he is waving the handkerchief, and 
his mother is with him. But I think there is a third person— 
yes, there is a man, is there not? Look well.” 

“‘ Indeed,” said the curé, “‘if my bad sight does not deceive 
me, I should say there was someone seated near the rudder ; 
butt it looks like a child.” 
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“Probably someone from the neighbourhood, who has 
profited by the chance of a lift home.” 

The boat was advancing rapidly ; they could now hear the 
cracking of the whip with which the servant urged on the tow- 
horse. And now it stopped, at an easy landing-place, barely 
fifty paces from the terrace. Madame de Lamotte landed 
with her son and the stranger, and her husband descended 
from the terrace to meet her. Long before he arrived at the 
garden gate, his son’s arms were round his neck. 

‘** Are you quite well, Edouard ?” 

‘Oh yes, perfectly.” 

“And your mother ?” 

“Quite well too. She is behind, in as great a hurry to meet 
you as Iam. But she can’t run as I do, and you must go 
half-way.” 

‘Whom have you brought with you?” 

** A gentleman from Paris.” 

** From Paris?” 

“Yes, a Monsieur Derues. But mamma will tell you all 
about that. Here she is.” 

The curé and the monk arrived just as Monsieur de Lamotte 
folded his wife in his arms. Although she had passed her 
fortieth year, she was still beautiful enough to justify her 
husband’s eulogism. A moderate plumpness had preserved 
the freshness and softness of her skin ; her smile was charming, 
and her large blue eyes expressed both gentleness and goodness. 
Seen beside this smiling and serene countenance, the appear- 
ance of the stranger was downright repulsive, and Monsieur de 
Lamotte could hardly repress a start of disagreeable surprise at 
the pitiful and sordid aspect of this diminutive person, who 
stood apart, looking overwhelmed by conscious inferiority. 
He was still more astonished when he saw his son take him by 
the hand with friendly kindness, and heard him say— 

‘*“Will you come with me, my friend? We will follow my 
father and mother.” 

Madame de Lamotte, having greeted the curé, looked at the 
monk, who was a stranger to her. A word or two explained 
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matters, and she took her husband’s arm, declining to answer 
any questions until she reached the house, and laughing at his 
curiosity. 

Pierre-Etienne de Saint-Faust de Lamotte, one of the king’s 
equerries, seigneur of Grange-Flandre, Valperfond, etc., had 
married Marie-Francoise Périer in 1760. Their fortune 
resembled many others of that period : it was more nominal than 
actual, more showy than solid. Not that the husband and wife 
had any cause for self-reproach, or that their estates had 
suffered from dissipation; unstained by the corrupt manners of 
the period, their union had been a model of sincere affection, 
of domestic virtue and mutual confidence. Marie-Frangoise 
was quite beautiful enough to have made a sensation in society, 
but she renounced it of her own accord, in order to devote 
herself to the duties of a wife and mother. The only serious 
grief she and her husband had experienced was the loss of two 
young children. Edouard, though delicate from his birth, had 
nevertheless passed the trying years of infancy and early 
adolescence ; he was then nearly fourteen. With a sweet and 
rather effeminate expression, blue eyes and a pleasant smile, 
he was a striking likeness of his mother. His father’s affection 
exaggerated the dangers which threatened the boy, and in his 
eyes the slightest indisposition became a serious malady ; his 
mother shared these fears, and in consequence of this anxiety 
Edouard’s education had been much neglected. He had been 
brought up at Buisson-Souef, and allowed to run wild from 
morning till night, like a young fawn, exercising the vigour and 
activity of its limbs. He had still the simplicity and general 
ignorance of a child of nine or ten. 

The necessity of appearing at court and suitably defraying 
the expenses of his office had made great inroads on Monsieur 
de Lamotte’s fortune. He had of late lived at Buisson-Souef 
in the most complete retirement ; but notwithstanding this too 
long deferred attention to his affairs, his property was ruining 
him, for the place required a large expenditure, and absorbed 
aelarge amount of his income without making any tangible 
return. He had always hesitated to dispose of the estate on 
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account of its associations ; it was there he had met, courted, 
and married his beloved wife; there that the happy days of 
their youth had been spent; there that they both wished to 
grow old together. 

Such was the family to which accident had now introduced 
Derues. The unfavourable impression made on Monsieur de 
Lamotte had not passed unperceived by him ; but, being quite 
accustomed to the instinctive repugnance which his first 
appearance generally inspired, Derues had made a successful 
study of how to combat and efface this antagonistic feeling, 
and replace it by confidence, using different means according 
to the persons he had to deal with. He understood at once 
that vulgar methods would be useless with Monsieur de 
Lamotte, whose appearance and manners indicated both the 
man of the world and the man of intelligence, and also he had 
to consider the two priests, who were both observing him 
attentively. Fearing a false step, he assumed the most simple 
and insignificant deportment he could, knowing that sooner or 
later a third person would rehabilitate him in the opinion of 
those present. Nor did he wait long. 

Arrived at the drawing-room, Monsieur de Lamotte requested 
the company to be seated. Derues acknowledged the courtesy | 
by a bow, and there was a moment of silence, while Edouard 
and his mother looked at each other and smiled. The silence 
was broken by Madame de Lamotte. 

‘““Dear Pierre,” she said, “‘you are surprised to see us 
accompanied by a stranger, but when you hear what he has 
done for us you will thank me for having induced him to 
return here with us.” 

‘‘ Allow me,” interrupted Derues,—“ allow me to tell you 
what happened. The gratitude which madame imagines she 
owes me causes her to exaggerate a small service which any- 
body would have been delighted to render.” 

‘*No, monsieur ; let me tell it.” 

“Let mamma tell the story,” said Edouard. 

‘What is it, then? What happened?” said Monsieur de 
Lamotte. 
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*¥ am quite ashamed,” answered Derues ; “ but I obey your 
wishes, madame.” 

Ves,” replied Madame de Lamotte, “keep your seat, I wish 
it. Imagine, Pierre, just six days ago, an accident happened to 
Edouard and me which might have had serious consequences.” 

‘¢ And you never wrote to me, Marie?” 

‘I should only have made you anxious, and to no purpose. 
I had some business in one of the most crowded parts of 
Paris ; I took a chair, and Edouard walked beside me. In the 
rue Beaubourg we were suddenly surrounded by a mob of low 
people, who were quarrelling. Carriages stopped the way, and 
the horses of one of these took fright in the confusion and 
uproar, and bolted, in spite of the coachman’s endeavours to 
keep them in hand. It was a horrible tumult, and I tried to 
get out of the chair, but at that moment the chairmen were 
both knocked down, and I fell. It is a miracle I was not 
crushed. I was dragged insensible from under the horses’ feet 
and carried into the house before which all this took place. 
There, sheltered in a shop and safe from the crowd which 
encumbered the doorway, I recovered my senses, thanks to 
the assistance of Monsieur Derues, who lives there. But that 
is not all: when I recovered I could not walk, I had been so 
shaken by the fright, the fall, and the danger I had incurred, 
and I had to accept his offer of finding me another chair when 
the crowd should disperse, and meanwhile to take shelter in 
his rooms with his wife, who showed me the kindest attention.” 

‘* Monsieur ” said Monsieur de Lamotte, rising. But 
his wife stopped him. 

“Wait a moment; I have not finished yet. Monsieur 
Derues came back in an hour, and I was then feeling better ; 
but before I left I was stupid enough to say that I had been 
robbed in the confusion; my diamond earrings, which had 
belonged to my mother, were gone. You cannot imagine the 
trouble Monsieur Derues took to discover the thief, and all the 
appeals he made to the police—I was really ashamed !” 

Although Monsieur de Lamotte did not yet understand what 
emotive, other than gratitude, had induced his wife to bring this 
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stranger home with her, he again rose from his seat, and going 
to Derues, held out his hand. 

‘‘T understand now the attachment my son shows for you. 
You are wrong in trying to lessen your good deed in order to 
escape from our gratitude, Monsieur Derues.” 

‘Monsieur Derues ?” inquired the monk. 

“Do you know the name, my father?” asked Madame de 
Lamotte eagerly. 

“ Edouard had already told me,” said the monk, approaching 
Derues. 

“You live in the rue Beaubourg, and you are Monsieur 
Derues, formerly a retail grocer ?” 

‘““The same, my brother.” 

‘‘Should you require a reference, I can give it. Chance, 
madame, has made you acquainted with a man whose reputation 
for piety and honour is well established ; he will permit me to 
add my praises to yours.” 

** Indeed, I do not know how I deserve so much honour.” 

**T am Brother Marchois, of the Camaldulian order. You 
see that I know you well.” 

The monk then proceeded to explain that his community had 
confided their affairs to Derues’ honesty, he undertaking to 
dispose of the articles manufactured by the monks in their 
retreat. He then recounted a number of good actions and of 
marks of piety, which were heard with pleasure and admiration 
by those present. Derues received this cloud of incense with 
an appearance of sincere modesty and humility, which would 
have deceived the most skilful physiognomist. 

When the eulogistic warmth of the good brother began to 
slacken it was already nearly dark, and the two priests had 
barely time to regain the presbytery without incurring the risk 
of breaking their necks in the rough road which led to 
it. They departed at once, and a room was got ready for 
Derues. 

‘‘T'o-morrow,” said Madame de Lamotte as they separated, 
‘you can discuss with my husband the business on which you 
came: to-morrow, or another day, for I beg that you will make 
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yourself at home here, and the longer you will stay the better it 
will please us.” 

The night was a sleepless one for Derues, whose brain was 
occupied by a confusion of criminal plans. The chance which 
had caused his acquaintance with Madame de Lamotte, and 
even more the accident of Brother Marchois appearing in the 
nick of time, to enlarge upon the praises which gave him so 
excellent a character, seemed like favourable omens not to be 
neglected. He began to imagine fresh villanies, to outline an 
unheard-of crime, which as yet he could not definitely trace out ; 
but anyhow there would be plunder to seize and blood to spill, 
and the spirit of murder excited and kept him awake, just as 
remorse might have troubled the repose of another. 

Meanwhile Madame de Lamotte, having retired with her 
husband, was saying to the latter— 

‘Well, now! what do you think of my protégé, or rather, of 
the protector which Heaven sent me?” 

“I think that physiognomy is often very deceptive, for I 
should have been quite willing to hang him on the strength 
of his.” 

‘‘It is true that his appearance is not attractive, and it led 
me into a foolish mistake which I quickly regretted. When 
I recovered consciousness, and saw him attending on me, 
much worse and more carelessly dressed than he is to-day , 

‘You were frightened ?” 

‘* No, not exactly ; but I thought I must be indebted toa man 
of the lowest class, to some poor fellow who was really starving, 
and my first effort at gratitude was to offer him a piece of gold.” 

‘Did he refuse it ?” 

‘“No; he accepted it for the poor of the parish. Then he 
told me his name, Cyrano Derues de Bury, and told me that 
the shop and the goods it contained were his own property, and 
that he occupied an apartment in the house. I floundered in 
excuses, but he replied that he blessed the mistake, inasmuch 
as it would enable him to relieve some unfortunate people. I 
was so touched with his goodness that I offered him a second 
Piece of gold.” 
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“You were quite right, my dear; but what induced you to 
bring him to Buisson? I should have gone to see and thank 
him the first time I went to Paris, and meanwhile a letter 
would have been sufficient. Did he carry his complaisance and 
interest so far as to offer you his escort?” 

“Ah! I see you cannot get over your first impression— 
honestly, is it not so?” 

“Indeed,” exclaimed Monsieur de Lamotte, laughing heartily, 
‘fit is truly unlucky for a decent man to have such a face as 
that! He ought to give Providence no rest until he obtains 
the gift of another countenance.” 

“‘ Always these prejudices! It is not the poor man’s fault 
that he was born like that.” 

** Well, you said something about business we were to discuss 
together—what is it?” 

“‘I believe he can help us to obtain the money we are in 
want of.” 

** And who told him that we wanted any?” 

6é I did.” 

“You! Come, it certainly seems that this gentleman is to 
be a family friend. And pray what induced you to confide in 
him to this extent?” 

‘You would have known by now, if you did not interrupt. * 
Let me tell you all in order. The day after my accident I 
went out with Edouard about midday, and I went to again 
express my gratitude for his kindness. I was received by 
Madame Derues, who told me her husband was out, and that 
he had gone to my hotel to inquire after me and my son, and 
also to see if anything had been heard of my stolen earrings. 
She appeared a simple and very ordinary sort of person, and she 
begged me to sit down and wait for her husband. I thought it 
would be uncivil not to do so, and Monsieur Derues appeared 
in about twohours. The first thing he did, after having saluted 
me and inquired most particularly after my health, was to ask 
for his children, two charming little things, fresh and rosy, 
whom he covered with kisses. We talked about indifferent 
matters, then he offered me his services, placed himself at nly 
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disposal, and begged me to spare neither his time nor his 
trouble. I then told him what had brought me to Paris, and 
also the disappointments I had encountered, for of all the 
people I had seen not one had given me a favourable answer. 
He said that he might possibly be of some use to me, and the 
very next day told me that he had seen a capitalist, but could 
do nothing without more precise information. Then I thought 
it might be better to bring him here, so that he might talk 
matters over with you. When I first asked him, he refused 
altogether, and only yielded to my earnest entreaties and 
Edouard’s. This is the history, dear, of the circumstances 
under which I inade Monsieur Derues’ aquaintance. I hope 
you do not think I have acted foolishly ?” 

‘Very well,” said Monsieur de Lamotte, “I will talk to him 
to-mcrrow, and in any case I promise you I will be civil to him. 
I will not forget that he has been useful to you.” With which 
promise the conversation came to a close. 

Skilled in assuming any kind of mask and in playing every 
sort of part, Derues did not find it difficult to overcome 
Monsieur de Lamotte’s prejudices, and in order to obtain the 
goodwill of the father he made a skilful use of the friendship 
which the son had formed with him. One can hardly think 
that he already meditated the crime which he carried out later ; 
one prefers to believe that these atrocious plots were not 
invented so long beforehand. But he was already a prey to 
the idea, and nothing henceforth could turn him from it. By 
what route he should arrive at the distant goal which his greed 
foresaw, he knew not as yet, but he had said to himself, ‘One 
day this property shall be mine.” It was the death-warrant of 
those who owned it. 

We have no details, no information as to Derues’ first visit 
to Buisson-Souef, but when he departed he had obtained the 
complete confidence of the family, and a regular correspondence 
was carried on between him and the Lamottes. It was thus 
that he was able to exercise his talent of forgery, and succeeded 
in imitating the writing of this unfortunate lady so as to be 
able even to deceive her husband. Several months passed, 
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and none of the hopes which Derues had inspired were realised ; 
a loan was always on the point of being arranged, and regularly 
failed because of some unforeseen circumstance. These 
pretended negotiations were managed by Derues with so much 
skill and cunning that instead of being suspected, he was pitied 
for having so much useless trouble. Meanwhile, Monsieur de 
Lamotte’s money difficulties increased, and the sale of Buisson- 
Souef became inevitable. Derues offered himself as a 
purchaser, and actually acquired the property by private 
contract, dated December 22,1775. It was agreed between 
the parties that the purchase-money of one hundred and thirty 
thousand livres should not be paid until 1776, in order to allow 
Derues to collect the various sums at his disposal. It was an 
important purchase, which, he said, he only made on account of 
his interest in Monsieur de Lamotte, and his wish to put an end 
to the latter’s difficulties. 

But when the period agreed on arrived, towards the middle 
of 1776, Derues found it impossible to pay. It is certain 
that he never meant to do so; and a special peculiarity of this 
dismal story is the avarice of the man, the passion for money 
which overruled all his actions, and occasionally caused him to 
neglect necessary prudence. Enriched by three bankruptcies, 
by continual thefts, by usury, the gold he acquired promptly-a, 
seemed to disappear. He stuck at nothing to obtain it, and 
once in his grasp, he never let it go again. Frequently he 
risked the loss of his character for honest dealing rather than 
relinquish a fraction of his wealth. According to many credible 
people, it was generally believed by his contemporaries that this 
monster possessed treasures which he had buried in the ground, 
the hiding-place of which no one knew, not even his wife. 
Perhaps it is only a vague and unfounded rumour, which should 
be rejected; or is it, perhaps, a truth which failed to reveal 
itself? It would be strange if after the lapse of half a century 
the hiding-place were to open and give up the fruit of his 
rapine. Who knows whether some of this treasure, accidentally 
discovered, may not have founded fortunes whose origin is 
unknown, even to their possessors ? c 
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Although it was of the utmost importance not to arouse 
Monsieur de Lamotte’s suspicions just at the moment when he 
ought to be paying him so large a sum, Derues was actually 
at this time being sued by his creditors. But in those days 
ordinary lawsuits had no publicity; they struggled and died 
between the magistrates and advocates without causing any 
sound. In order to escape the arrest and detention with which 
he was threatened, he took refuge at Buisson-Souef with his 
family, and remained there from Whitsuntide till the end of 
November. After being treated all this time as a friend, Derues 
departed for Paris, in order, he said, to receive an inheritance 
which would enable him to pay the required purchase-money. 

This pretended inheritance was that of one of his wife’s rela- 
tions, Monsieur Despeignes-Duplessis, who had been murdered 
in his country house, near Beauvais. It has been strongly 
suspected that Derues was guilty of this crime. There are, 
however, no positive proofs, and we prefer only to class it asa 

‘ simple possibility. 

Derues had made formal promises to Monsieur de Lamotte, 

and it was no longer possible for him to elude them. Either 

, the payment must now be made, or the contract annulled. A 
new correspondence began between the creditors and the 
gedtor ; friendly letters were exchanged, full of protestations 
on one side and confidence on the other. But all Derues’ 
skill could only obtain a delay of a few months. At length 
Monsieur de Lamotte, unable to leave Buisson-Souef himself, 
on account of important business which required his presence, 
gave his wife a power of attorney, consented to another separa- 
tion, and sent her to Paris, accompanied by Edouard, and as if 
to hasten their misfortunes, sent notice of their coming to the 
expectant murderer. 

Wehave passed quickly over the interval between the first meet- 
ing of Monsieur de Lamotte and Derues, and the moment when 
the victims fell into the trap: we might easily have invented 
long conversations, and episodes which would have brought 
Derues’ profound hypocrisy into greater relief; but the reader 
noweknows all that we care to show him. We have purposely 
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lingered in our narration in the endeavour to explain the per- 
versities of this mysterious organisation ; we have over-loaded 
it with all the facts which seem to throw any light upon this 
sombre character. But now, after these long preparations, the 
drama opens, the scenes become rapid and lifelike; events, 
long impeded, accumulate and pass quickly before us, the 
action is connected and hastens to an end. We shall see 
Derues like an unwearied Proteus, changing names, costumes, 
language, multiplying himself in many forms, scattering decep- 
tions and lies from one end of France to the other ; and finally, 
after so many efforts, such prodigies of calculation and activity, 
end by wrecking himself against a corpse. 

The letter written at Buisson-Souef arrived at Paris the 
morning of the 14th of December. In the course of the day 
an unknown man presented himself at the hotel where Madame 
de Lamotte and her son had stayed before, and inquired what 
rooms were vacant. There were four, and he engaged them 
for a certain Dumoulin, who had arrived that morning from 
Bordeaux, and who had passed through Paris in order to meet, 
at some little distance, relations who would return with him. 
A part of the rent was paid in advance, and it was expressly 
stipulated that until his return the rooms should not be let to 
anyone, as the aforesaid Dumoulin might return with his famiiy, 
and require them at any moment. The same person went to 
other hotels in the neighbourhood and engaged vacant rooms, 
sometimes for a stranger he expected, sometimes for friends 
whom he could not accommodate himself. 

At about three o’clock, the Place de Gréve was full of people, 
thousands of heads crowded the windows of the surrounding 
houses. A parricide was to pay the penalty of his crime— 
a crime committed under atrocious circumstances, with an 
unheard-of refinement of barbarity. The punishment corre- 
sponded to the crime: the wretched man was broken on the 
wheel. The most complete and terrible silence prevailed in 
the multitude eager for ghastly emotions. Three times already 
had been heard the heavy thud of the instrument which broke 
the victim’s limbs, and a loud cry escaped the sufferer which 
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made all who heard it shudder with horror. One man only, 
who, in spite of all his efforts, could not get through the crowd 
and cross the square, remained unmoved, and looking con- 
temptuously towards the criminal, muttered, “Idiot! he was 
unable to deceive anyone!” 

A few moments later the flames began to rise from the 
funeral pile, the crowd began to move, and the man was able 
to make his way through and reach one of the streets leading 
out of the square. 

The sky was overcast, and the grey daylight hardly penetrated 
the narrow lane, hideous and gloomy as the name it bore, and 
which, only a few years ago, still wound like a long serpent 
through the mire of this quarter. Just then it was deserted, 
owing to the attraction of the execution close by. The man 
who had just left the square proceeded slowly, attentively 
reading all the inscriptions on the doors. He stopped at 
Number 75, where on the threshold of a shop sat a stout woman 
busily knitting, over whom one read in big yellow letters, 
‘Widow Masson.” He saluted the woman, and asked— 

“Ts there not a cellar to let in this house?” 

“There is, master,” answered the widow. 

“Can I speak to the owner?” 

** And that is myself, by your leave.” 

“Will you show me the cellar? I am a provincial wine 
merchant, my business often brings me to Paris, and I want a 
cellar where I could deposit wine which I sell on commission.” 

They went down together. After examining the place, and 
ascertaining that it was not too damp for the expensive wine 
which he wished to leave there, the man agreed about the rent, 
paid the first term in advance, and was entered on the widow 
Masson’s books under the name of Ducoudray. It is hardly 
necessary to remark that it should have been Derues. 

When he returned home in the evening, his wife told him 
that a large box had arrived. 

“Tt is all right,” he said ; ‘‘ the carpenter from whom I ordered 
it ig a man of his word.” Then he supped, and caressed his 
children. The next day being Sunday, he received the com- 
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munion, to the great edification of the devout people of the 
neighbourhood. 

On Monday the 16th Madame de Lamotte and Edouard, 
descending from the Montereau stage-coach, were met by Derues 
and his wife. 

‘“‘ Did my husband write to you, Monsieur Derues ?” inquired 
Madame de Lamotte. 

** Yes, madame, two days ago ; and I have arranged our dwell- 
ing for your reception.” 

‘What! but did not Monsieur de Lamotte ask you to 
engage the rooms I have had before at the Hotel de France?” 

** He did not say so, and if that was your idea I trust you 
will change it. Do not deprive me of the pleasure of offering 
you the hospitality which for so long I have accepted from you. 
Your room is quite ready, also one for this dear boy,” and so 
saying he took Edouard’s hand; “and I am sure if you ask his 
opinion, he will say you had better be content to stay with me.” 

‘“Undoubtedly,” said the boy; “and I do not see why there 
need be any hesitation between friends.” 

Whether by accident, or secret presentiment, or because she 
foresaw a possibility of business discussions between them, 
Madame de Lamotte objected to this arrangement. MDerues, 
having a business appointment which he was bound to keep, 
desired his wife to accompany the Lamottes to the Hétel de 
France, and in case of their not being able to find rooms there, 
mentioned three others as the only ones in the quarter where 
they could be comfortably accommodated. Two hours later 
Madame de Lamotte and her son returned to his house in the 
rue Beaubourg. 

The house which Derues occupied stood opposite the rue 
des Ménétriers, and was pulled down quite lately to make way 
for the rue Rambuteau. In 1776 it was one of the finest 
houses of the rue Beaubourg, and it required a certain income to 
be able to live there, the rents being tolerably high. A large 
arched doorway gave admittance toa passage, lighted at the other 
end by a small court, on the far side of which was the shop into 
which Madame de Lamotte had been taken on the occasion of 
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the accident. The house staircase was to the right of the 
passage, and the Derues’ dwelling on the entresol. The first 
room, lighted by a window looking into the court, was used as 
a dining-room, and led into a simply furnished sitting-room, 
such as was generally found among the bourgeois and trades- 
people of this period. To the right of the sitting-room was a 
large closet, which could serve as a small study or could hold 
a bed; to the left was a door opening into the Derues’ bed- 
toom, which had been prepared for Madame de Lamotte. 
Madame Derues would occupy one of the two beds which 
stood in the alcove. Derues had a bed made up in the sitting- 
room, and Edouard was accommodated in the little study. 
Nothing particular happened during the first few days which 
followed the Lamottes’ arrival. They had not come to Paris 
only on account of the Buisson-Souef affairs. Edouard was 
nearly sixteen, and after much hesitation his parents had 
decided on placing him in some school where his hitherto 
neglected education might receive more attention. Derues 
undertook to find a capable tutor, in whose house the boy 
would be brought up in the religious feeling which the curé of 
Buisson and his own exhortations had already tended to 
develop. These proceedings, added to Madame de Lamotte’s 
endeavours to collect various sums due to her husband, took 
some time. Perhaps, when on the point of executing a terrible 
crime, Derues tried to postpone the fatal moment, although, 
considering his character, this seems unlikely, for one cannot 
do him the honour of crediting him with a single movement of 
remorse, doubt, or pity. Far from it, it appears from all the 
information which can be gathered, that Derues, faithful to his 
own traditions, was simply experimenting on his unfortunate 
guests, for no sooner were they in his house than both began 
to complain of constant nausea, which they had never suffered 
from before. While he thus ascertained the strength of their 
constitution, he was able, knowing the cause of the malady, to 
give them relief, so that Madame de Lamotte, although she 
grew daily weaker, had so much confidence in him as to think 
it unnecessary to call in a doctor. Fearing to alarm her 
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husband, she never mentioned her sufferings, and her letters 
only spoke of the care and kind attention which she received. 

On the 15th of January 1777, Edouard was placed in a 
school in the rue de Homme Armé. His mother never saw 
him again. She went out once more to place her husband’s 
power of attorney witha lawyer in the rue de Paon. On herre- 
turn she felt so weak and broken-down that she was obliged to 
go to bed and remain there for several days. On January 29th 
the unfortunate lady had risen, and was sitting near the 
window which overlooked the deserted rue des Ménétriers, 
where clouds of snow were drifting before the wind. Who can 
guess the sad thoughts which may have possessed her ?—all 
around dark, cold, and silent, tending to produce painful de- 
pression and involuntary dread. To escape the gloomy ideas 
which besieged her, her mind went back to the smiling times 
of her youth and marriage. She recalled the time when, 
alone at Buisson during her husband’s enforced absences, she 
wandered with her child in the cool and shaded walks of the 
park, and sat out in the evening, inhaling the scent of the 
flowers, and listening to the murmur of the water, or the sound 
of the whispering breeze in the leaves. Then, coming back 
from these sweet recollections to reality, she shed tears, and 
called on her husband and son. So deep was her reverie that\ 
she did not hear the room door open, did not perceive that 
darkness had come on. The light of a candle, dispersing the 
shadows, made her start; she turned her head, and saw Derues 
coming towards her. He smiled, and she made an effort to 
keep back the tears which were shining in her eyes, and to 
appear calm. 

“JT am afraid I disturb you,” he said. “I came to ask a 
favour, madame.” 

‘What is it, Monsieur Derues ?” she inquired. 

** Will you allow me to have a large chest brought into this 
room? I ought to pack some valuable things in it which are 
in my charge, and are now in this cupboard. I am afraid it 
will be in your way.” 

‘“‘Ts it not your own house, and is it not rather I who anf in 
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the way and a cause of trouble? Pray have it brought in, and 
try to forget that Iam here. You are most kind to me, but 
I wish I could spare you all this trouble and that I were fit 
to go back to Buisson. I had a letter from my husband 
yesterday ‘ 

“We will talk about that presently, if you wish it,” said 
Derues. ‘‘I will goand fetch the servant to help me to carry in 
this chest. I have put it off hitherto, but it really must be 
sent in three days.” 

He went away, and returned’ in a few minutes. The chest 
was carried in, and placed before the cupboard at the foot of 
the bed. Alas! the poor lady little thought it was her own 
coffin which stood before her ! 

The maid withdrew, and Derues assisted Madame de 
Lamotte to a seat near the fire, which he revived with more 
fuel. He sat down opposite to her, and by the feeble light of 
the candle placed on a small table between them could con- 
template at leisure the ravages wrought by poison on her 
wasted features. 

“TI saw your son to-day,” he said: “he complains that you 
neglect him, and have not seen him for twelve days. He does 
not know you have been ill, nor did I tell him. The dear 

w oy! he loves you so tenderly.” 

“And I also long to see him. My friend, I cannot tell you 
what terrible presentiments beset me; it seems as if I were 
threatened with some great misfortune ; and just now, when 
you came in, I could think only of death. What is the cause of 
this languor and weakness? It is surely no temporary ailment. 
Tell me the truth: am I not dreadfully altered? and do you 
not think my husband will be shocked when he sees me like 
this ?” 

‘““You are unnecessarily anxious,” replied Derues ; “it is 
rather a failing of yours. Did I not see you last year 
tormenting yourself about Edouard’s health, when he was not 
even thinking of being ill? I am notsosoon alarmed. My 
own old profession, and that of chemistry, which I studied in 
my Youth, have given me some acquaintance with medicine. 

I1.—11 
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I have frequently been consulted, and have prescribed for 
patients whose condition was supposed to be desperate, and 
I can assure you I have never seen a better and stronger 
constitution than yours. Try to calm yourself, and do not call 
up chimeras, because a mind at ease is the greatest enemy of 
iliness. This depression will pass, and then you will regain 
your strength.” 

‘** May God grant it! for I feel weaker every day.” 

‘We have still some business to transact together. The 
notary at Beauvais writes that the difficulties which prevented 
his paying over the inheritance of my wife’s relation, Monsieur 
Duplessis, have mostly disappeared. I have a hundred thousand 
livres at my disposal,—that is to say, at yours,—and in a month 
at latest I shall be able to pay off mydebt. You ask me to be 
sincere,” he continued, with a tinge of reproachful irony ; “‘ be 
sincere in your turn, madame, and acknowledge that you and 
your husband have both felt uneasy, and that the delays I have 
been obliged to ask for have not seemed very encouraging 
to you?” . 

‘Tt is true,” she replied ; ‘ but we never questioned your good 
faith.” 

‘‘ And you were right. One is not always able to carry out 
one’s intentions; events can always upset our calculations; . 
but what really is in our own power is the desire to do right— 
to be honest ; and I can say that I never intentionally wronged 
anyone. And now I am happy in being able to fulfil my 
promises to you. I trust when I am the owner of Buisson-Souef 
you will not feel obliged to leave it.” 

“Thank you; I should like to come occasionally, for all my 
happy recollections are connected with it. Is it necessary for 
me to accompany you to Beauvais?” 

‘Why should you not? The change would do you good.” 

She looked up at him and smiled sadly. ‘I am not in a fit 
state to undertake it.” 

‘Not if you imagine that you are unable, certainly. Come, 
have you any confidence in me?” 

‘The most complete confidence, as you know.” 
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“Very well, then: trust tomy care. This very evening I will 
prepare a draught for you to take to-morrow morning, and I 
will even now fix the duration of this terrible malady which 
frightens you so much. In two days I shall fetch Edouard from 
his school to celebrate the beginning of your convalescence, 
and we will start, at latest, on February 1st. You are astonished 
at what I say, but you shall see if I am not a good doctor, and 
much cleverer than many who pass for such merely because they 
have obtained a diploma.” 

“Then, doctor, I will place myself in your hands.” 

‘Remember what I say. You well leave this on February ist.” 

“To begin this cure, can you ensure my sleeping to-night ?” 

“Certainly. I will go now, and send my wife to you. She 
will bring a draught, which you must promise to take.” 

“TI will exactly follow your prescriptions. Good-night, my 
friend.” 

“ Good-night, madame; and take courage”; and bowing 
low, he left the room. 

The rest of the evening was spent in preparing the fatal 
medicine. The next morning, an hour or two after Madame 
de Lamotte had swallowed it, the maid who had given it her 
came and told Derues the invalid was sleeping very heavily and 

.snoring, and asked if she ought to be awoke. He went into 
the room, and, opening the curtains, approached the bed. He 
listened for some time, and recognised that the supposed snoring 
was really the death-rattle. He sent the servant off into the 
country with a letter to one of his friends, telling her not to re- 
turn until the Monday following, February 3rd. He also sent 
away his wife, on some unknown pretext, and remained alone 
with his victim. 

So terrible a situation ought to have troubled the mind of the 
most hardened criminal. A man familiar with murder and 
accustomed to shed blood might have felt his heart sink, and, 
in the absence of pity, might have experienced disgust at the 
sight of this prolonged and useless torture; but Derues, calm 
and easy, as if unconscious of evil, sat coolly beside the bed, as 
any doctor might have done. From time to time he felt the 
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slackening pulse, and looked at the glassy and sightless eyes 
which turned in their orbits, and he saw without terror the 
approach of night, which rendered this awful sée-d-t#/e even 
more horrible. The most profound silence reigned in the house, 
the street was deserted, and the only sound heard was caused 
by an icy rain mixed with snow driven against the glass, and 
occasionally the howl of the wind, which penetrated the chimney 
and scattered the ashes. A single candle placed behind the 
curtains lighted this dismal scene, and the irregular flicker of 
its flame cast weird reflections and dancing shadows on the walls 
of the alcove. ‘There came a lull in the wind, the rain ceased, 
and during this instant of calm someone knocked, at first gently, 
and then sharply, at the outer door. Derues dropped the dying 
woman’s hand and bent forward to listen. ‘The knock was re- 
peated, and he grew pale. He threw the sheet, as if it were a 
shroud, over his victim’s head, drew the curtains of the alcove, 
and went to the door. ‘ Who is there?” he inquired. 

‘Open, Monsieur Derues,” said a voice which he recognised 
as that of a woman of Chartres whose affairs he managed, and 
who had entrusted him with sundry deeds in order that he might 
receive the money due to her. This woman had begun to 
entertain doubts as to Derues’ honesty, and as she was leaving 
Paris the next day, had resolved to get the papers out of his. 
hands. 

‘‘Open the door,” she repeated. ‘* Don’t you know my voice ?” 

*T am sorry I cannot let you in. My servant is out; she 
has taken the key and locked the door outside.” 

‘You must let me in,” the woman continued ; “‘it is absolutely 
necessary I should speak to you.” 

‘*Come to-morrow.” 

‘“‘J leave Paris to-morrow, and I must have those papers to- 
night.” 

He again refused, but she spoke firmly and decidedly. “I 
must come in. The porter said you were all out, but, from the 
rue des Ménétriers, I could see the light in yourroom. My 
brother is with me, and I left him below. I shall call him, if 
you don’t open the door.” 
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** Come in, then,” said Derues ; “ your papers are in the sitting- 
room. Wait here, and I will fetch them.” The woman looked 
at him and took his hand. ‘Heavens! how pale you are! 
What is the matter?” 

‘‘ Nothing is the matter: will you wait here?” But she would 
not release of his arm, and followed him into the sitting-room, 
where Derues began to seek hurriedly among the various papers 
which covered a table. ‘‘ Here they are,” he said; “now you 
can go.” 

“Really,” said the woman, examining her deeds carefully, 
‘never yet did I see you in such a hurry to give up things which 
don’t belong to you. But do hold that candle steadily; your 
hand is shaking so that I cannot see to read.” 

At that moment the silence which prevailed all round was 
broken by a cry of anguish, a long groan proceeding from the 
chamber to the right of the sitting-room. 

‘What is that?” cried the woman. “ Surelyit is adying person!” 

The sense of the danger which threatened made Derues pull 
himself together. ‘‘ Do not be alarmed,” he said. ‘‘ My wife has 
been seized with a violent fever; she is quite delirious now, 
and that is why I told the porter to let no one come up.” 

But the groans in the next room continued, and the un- 
welcome visitor, overcome by terror which she could neither 
surmount nor explain, took a hasty leave, and descended the 
staircase with all possible rapidity. As soon as he could close 
the door, Derues returned to the bedroom. 

Nature frequently collects all her expiring strength at the last 
moment of existence. The unhappy lady struggled beneath her 
coverings ; the agony she suffered had given her a convulsive 
energy, and inarticulate sounds proceeded from her mouth. 
Derues approached and held her on the bed. She sank back 
on the pillow, shuddering convulsively, her hands plucking and 
twisting the sheets, her teeth chattering and biting the loose 
hair which fell over her face and shoulders. ‘‘ Water! water!” 
she cried ; and then, ‘‘ Edouard,—my husband !—Edouard !—.is 
it yqu?” Then rising with a last effort, she seized her murderer 
by the arm, repeating, ‘“‘ Edouard !—oh !” and then fell heavily, 
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dragging Derues down with her. His face was against hers ; he 
raised his head, but the dying hand, clenched in agony, had 
closed upon him like a vice. The icy fingers seemed made of 
iron and could not be opened, as though the victim had seized 
on her assassin as a prey, and clung to the proof of his crime. 

Derues at last freed himself, and putting his hand on her heart, 
‘It is over,” he remarked ; “‘ she has been a long time about it. 
What o’clock is it?—Nine! She has struggled against death 
for twelve hours !” 

While the limbs still retained a little warmth, he drew the 
feet together, crossed the hands on the breast, and placed the 
body in the chest. When he had locked it up, he remade the 
bed, undressed himself, and slept comfortably in the other one. 

The next day, February ist, the day he had fixed for the 
“‘ going out” of Madame de Lamotte, he caused the chest to be 
placed on a hand-cart and carried at about ten o’clock in the 
morning to the workshop of a carpenter of his acquaintance 
called Mouchy, who dwelt near the Louvre. The two com- 
missionaires employed had been selected in distant quarters, and 
did not know each other. They were well paid, and each pre- 
sented with a bottle of wine. These men could never be traced. 
Derues requested the carpenter’s wife to allow the chest to re- 
main in the large workshop, saying he had forgotten somethings 
at his own house, and would return to fetch it in three hours. 
But, instead of a few hours, he left it for two whole days—why, 
one does not know, but it may be supposed that he wanted the 
time to dig a trench in a sort of vault under the staircase leading 
to the cellar in the rue de la Mortellerie. Whatever the cause, 
the delay might have been fatal, and did occasion an unforeseen 
encounter which nearly betrayed him. But of all the actors in 
this scene he alone knew the real danger he incurred, and his 
coolness never deserted him for a moment. 

The third day, as he walked alongside the hand-cart on 
which the chest was being conveyed, he was accosted at Saint 
Germain |’Auxerrois by a creditor who had obtained a writ 
of execution against him, and at the imperative sign made by 
this man the porter stopped. The creditor attacked Derues 
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violently, reproaching him for his bad faith in language which 
was both energetic and uncomplimentary ; to which the latter 
replied in as conciliatory a manner as he could assume. But 
it was impossible to silence the enemy, and an increasing crowd 
of idlers began to assemble round them. 

‘‘ When will you pay me?” demanded the creditor. ‘I have 
an execution against you. What is there in that box? 
Valuables which you cart away secretly, in order to laugh at my 
just claims, as you did two years ago?” 

Derues shuddered all over; he exhausted himself in pro- 
testations; but the other, almost beside himself, continued to 
shout. 

“Oh!” he said, turning to the crowd, “‘all these tricks and 
grimaces and signs of the cross are no good. I must have my 
money, and as I know what his promises are worth, I will pay 
myself! Come, you knave, make haste. Tell me what there is 
in that box; open it, or I will fetch the police.” 

The crowd was divided between the creditor and debtor, 
and possibly a free fight would have begun, but the general 
attention was distracted by the arrival of another spectator. 
A voice heard above all the tumult caused a score of heads to 
turn, it was the voice of a woman crying— 

“The abominable history of Lerot de Valine, condemned to 
death at the age of sixteen for having poisoned his entire 
Jamily 1” 

Continually crying her wares, the drunken, staggering woman 
approached the crowd, and striking out right and left with 
fists and elbows, forced her way to Derues. 

‘““Ah! ah!” said she, after looking him well over, ‘is it 
you, my gossip Derues! Have you again a little affair on 
hand like the one when you set fire to your shop in the rue 
Saint-Victor P” 

Derues recognised the hawker who had abused him on the 
threshold of his shop some years previously, and whom he had 
never seen since. ‘Yes, yes,” she continued, “ you had better 
look at me with your little round cat’s eyes. Are you going to 
say you don’t know me?” 
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Derues appealed to his creditor. ‘‘ You see,” he said, “to 
what insults you are exposing me. I do not know this woman 
who abuses me.” 

‘What |—you don’t know me! You who accused me of 
being a thief! But luckily the Maniffets have been known in 
Paris as honest people for generations, while as for you ? 

‘* Sir,” said Derues, ‘‘this case contains valuable wine which 
I am commissioned to sell. To-morrow I shall receive the 
money for it; to-morrow, in the course of the day, I will pay 
what I owe you. But I am waited for now, do not in Heaven’s 
name detain me longer, and thus deprive me of the means of 
paying at all.” 

“Don’t believe him, my good man,” said the hawker; 
‘lying comes natural to him always.” 

‘Sir, I promise on my oath you shall be paid to-morrow; 
you had better trust the word of an honest man rather than 
the ravings of a drunken woman.” 

The creditor still hesitated, but another person now spoke 
in Derues’ favour; it was the carpenter Mouchy, who had 
inquired the cause of the quarrel. 

‘For God’s sake,” he exclaimed, “let the gentleman go on. 
That chest came from my workshop, and I know there is wine 
inside it ; he told my wife so two days ago.” 

**Will you be surety for me, my friend?” asked Derues. 

“Certainly I will; I have not known you for ten years in 
order to leave you in trouble and refuse to answer for you. 
What, the devil! are respectable people to be stopped like this 
in a public place? Come, sir, believe his word, as I do.” 

After some more discussion, the porter was at last allowed 
to proceed with his hand-cart. The hawker wanted to interfere, 
but Mouchy warned her off and ordered her to be silent. 
** Ah, bah!” she cried ; “‘ what does it matterto me? Let him 
sell his wine if he can; I shall not drink any on his premises. 
This is the second time he has found a surety to my knowledge ; 
the beggar must have some special secret for encouraging the 
growth of fools. Good-bye, gossip Derues; you know I shall 
be selling your history some day. Meanwhile 
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‘* The abominable history of Lerot de Valine, condemned to 
death at the age of sixteen for having poisoned his entire family!” 

Whilst she amused the people by her grimaces and 
grotesque gestures, and while Mouchy held forth to some of 
them, Derues made his escape. Several times between Saint- 
Germain |’Auxerrois and the rue de la Mortellerie he nearly 
fainted, and was obliged to stop. While the danger lasted, he 
had had sufficient self-control to confront it coolly, but now 
that he calculated the depth of the abyss which for a moment 
had opened beneath his feet, dizziness laid hold on him. 

Other precautions now became necessary. His real name 
had been mentioned before the commissionaire, and the widow 
Masson, who owned the cellar, only knew him as Ducoudgray. 
He went on in front, asked for the keys, which till then had 
been left with her, and the chest was got downstairs without 
any awkward questions. Only the porter seemed astonished 
that this supposed wine, which was to be sold immediately, 
should be put in such a place, and asked if he might come the 
next day and move it again. Derues replied that someone 
was coming for it that very day. This question, and the 
disgraceful scene which the man had witnessed, made it 
necessary to get rid of him without letting him see the pit dug 
under the staircase. Derues tried to drag the chest towards 
the hole, but all his strength was insufficient to move it. He 
uttered terrible imprecations when he recognised his own 
weakness, and saw that he would be obliged to bring another 
stranger, an informer perhaps, into this charnel-house, where, as 
yet, nothing betrayed his crime. No sooner escaped from one 
peril than he encountered another, and already he had to struggle 
against his own deeds. He measured the length of the trench, it 
was tooshort. Derues went out and repaired to the place where 
he had hired the labourer who had dug it out, but he could 
not find the man, whom he had only seen once, and whose 
name he did not know. Two whole days were spent in this 
fruitless search, but on the third, as he was wandering on one 
of the quays at the time labourers were to be found there, a 
mason, thinking he was looking for someone, inquired what 
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he wanted. Derues looked well at the man, and concluding 
from his appearance that he was probably rather simple- 
minded, asked— 

“Would you like to earn a crown of three livres by an easy 
job?” 

‘¢What a question, master!” answered the mason. ‘ Work 
is so scarce that I am going back into the country this very 
evening.” 

“Very well! Bring your tools, spade, and pickaxe, and 
follow me.” 

They both went down to the cellar, and the mason was 
ordered to dig out the pit till it was five and a half feet deep. 
While the man worked, Derues sat beside the chest and read. 
When it was half done, the mason stopped for breath, and 
leaning on his spade, inquired why he wanted a trench of such 
a depth. Derues, who had probably foreseen the question, 
answered at once, without being disconcerted— 

‘‘I want to bury some bottled wine which is contained in 
this case.” 

““Wine!” said the other. ‘‘Ah! you are laughing at me, 
because you think I look a fool! I never yet heard of such a 
recipe for improving wine.” 

‘Where do you come from?” 

** D’Alencon.” 

“Cider drinker! You were brought up in Normandy, that 
is clear. Well, you can learn from me, Jean - Baptiste 
Ducoudray, a wine grower of Tours, and a wine merchant for 
the last ten years, that new wine thus buried for a year 
acquires the quality and characteristics of the oldest brands.” 

‘It is possible,” said the mason, again taking his spade, 
‘but all the same it seems a little odd to me.” 

When he had finished, Derues asked him to help to drag 
the chest alongside the trench, so that it might be easier to 
take out the bottles and arrange them. The mason agreed, 
but when he moved the chest the fcetid odour which 
proceeded from it made him draw back, declaring that a 
smell such as that could not possibly proceed from wine. 
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Derues tried to persuade him that the smell came from drains 
under the cellar, the pipe of which could be seen. It appeared 
to satisfy him, and he again took hold of the chest, but 
immediately let it go again, and said positively that he could 
not execute Derues’ orders, being convinced that the chest 
must contain a decomposing corpse. Then Derues threw 
himself at the man’s feet and acknowledged that it was the 
dead body of a woman who had unfortunately lodged in his 
house, and who had died there suddenly from an unknown 
malady, and that, dreading lest he should be accused of 
having murdered her, he had decided to conceal the death and 
bury her here. 

The mason listened, alarmed at this confidence, and not 
knowing whether to believe it or not. Derues sobbed and wept 
at his feet, beat his breast and tore out his hair, calling on God 
and the saints as witnesses of his good faith and his innocence. 
He showed the book he was reading while the mason exca- 
vated : it was the Seven Penitential Psalms. ‘‘ How unfortunate 
Iam!” he cried. ‘This woman died in my house, I assure 
you—died suddenly, before I could call a doctor. I was alone ; 
I might have been accused, imprisoned, perhaps condemned 
for a crime I did not commit. Do not ruin me! You leave 
Paris to-night, you need not be uneasy; no one would know 
that I employed you, if this unhappy affair should ever be 
discovered. I do not know your name, I do not wish to know 
it, and I tell you mine, it is Ducoudray. I give myself up to 
you, but have some pity !—if not for me, yet for my wife and my 
two little children—for these poor creatures whose only support 
Iam!” 

Seeing that the mason was touched, Derues opened the chest. 

‘*‘ Look,” he said, ‘‘ examine the body of this woman, does it 
show any mark of violent death? My God!” he continued, 
joining his hands and in tones of despairing agony,—'‘ my 
God, Thou who readest all hearts, and who knowest my 
innocence, canst Thou not ordain a miracle to save an honest 
man? Wilt Thou not command this dead body to bear 
witness for me?” 
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The mason was stupefied by this flow of language. Unable 
to restrain his tears, he promised to keep silence, persuaded 
that Derues was innocent, and that appearances only were 
against him. The latter, moreover, did not neglect other 
means of persuasion ; he handed the mason two gold pieces, ard 
between them they buried the body of Madame de Lamotte. 

However extraordinary this fact, which might easily be 
supposed imaginary, may appear, it certainly happened. In 
the examination at his trial Derues himself revealed it, repeat- 
ing the story which had satisfied the mason. He believed 
that this man had denounced him: he was mistaken, for this 
confidant of his crime, who might have been the first to put 
justice on his track, never reappeared, and but for Derues’ 
acknowledgment his existence would have remained unknown. 

This first deed accomplished, another victim was already 
appointed. Trembling at first as to the consequences of his 
forced confession, Derues waited some days, paying, however, 
his creditor as promised. He redoubles his demonstrations of 
piety, he casts a furtive glance on everyone he meets, seeking 
for some expression of distrust. But no one avoids him, or 
points him out with a raised finger, or whispers on seeing him ; 
everywhere he encounters the customary expression of good- 
will. Nothing has changed; suspicion passes over his head 
without alighting there. He is reassured, and resumes his work. 
Moreover, had he wished to remain passive, he could not have 
done so ; he was now compelled to follow that fatal law of crime 
which demands that blood must be effaced with blood, and 
which is compelled to appeal again to death in order to stifle 
the accusing voice already issuing from the tomb. 

Edouard de Lamotte, loving his mother as much as she 
loved him, became uneasy at receiving no visits, and was 
astonished at this sudden indifference. Derues wrote to him 
as follows :— 


‘*T have at length some good news for you, my dear boy, 
but you must not tell your mother I have betrayed her secret; 
she would scold me, because she is planning a surprise for you, 
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and the various steps and care necessary in arranging this 
important matter have caused her absence, You were to know 
nothing until the 11th or 12th of this month, but now that all 
is settled, I should blame myself if I prolonged the uncertainty 
in which you have been left, only you must promise me to look 
as much astonished as possible. Your mother, who only lives 
for you, 1s going to present you with the greatest gift a youth 
of your age can receive—that of liberty. Yes, dear boy, we 
thought we had discovered that you have no very keen taste 
for study, and that a secluded life will suit neither your character 
nor your health. In saying this I utter no reproach, for every 
man is born with his own decided tastes, and the way to success 
and happiness is—often—to allow him to follow these instincts. 
We have had long discussions on this subject—your mother 
and I-——and we have thought much about your future; she has 
at last come to a decision, and for the last ten days has been 
at Versailles, endeavouring to obtain your admission as a 
royal page. Here is the mystery, this is the reason which hag 
kept her from you, and as she knew you would hear it with 
delight, she wished to have the pleasure of telling you herself. 
Therefore, once again, when you see her, which will be very 
soon, do not let her see I have told you; appear to be greatly 
surprised. It is true that I am asking you to tell a lie, but it 
is a very innocent one, and its good intention will counteract 
its sinfulness—may God grant we never have worse upon our 
consciences! Thus, instead of lessons and the solemn precepts 
of your tutors, instead of a monotonous school-life, you are 
going to enjoy your liberty; also the pleasures of the court 
and the world. All that rather alarms me, and I ought to 
confess that I at first opposed this plan. I begged your mother 
to reflect, to consider that in this new existence you would run 
great risk of losing the religious feeling which inspires you, and 
which I have had the happiness, during my sojourn at Buisson- 
Souef, of further developing in your mind. I still recall with 
emotion your fervid and sincere aspirations towards the Creator 
when you approached the Sacred Table for the first time, and 
When, kneeling beside you, and envying the purity of heart 
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and innocence of soul which appeared to animate your counte- 
nance as with a divine radiance, I besought God that, in 
default of my own virtue, the love for heavenly Truth with 
which I have inspired you might be reckoned to my account. 
Your piety is my work, Edouard, and I defended it against 
your mother’s plans; but she replied that in every career a 
man is master of his own good or evil actions; and as I have 
no authority over you, and friendship only gives me the right 
to advise, I must give way. If this be your vocation, then 
follow it. 

‘““My occupations are so numerous (I have to collect from 
different sources this hundred thousand livres intended to 
defray the greater part of the Buisson purchase) that I have 
not a moment in which to come and see you this week. Spend 
the time in reflection, and write to me fully what you think 
about this plan. If, like me, you feel any scruples, you must 
tell them to your mother, who decidedly wants only to make 
you happy. Speak to me freely, openly. It is arranged that I 
am to fetch you on the r1th of this month, and escort you to 
Versailles, where Madame de Lamotte will be waiting to 
receive you with the utmost tenderness, Adieu, dear boy; 
write to me. Your father knows noth gry as yet; his consent 
will be asked after your decision.” $n 

The answer to this letter did not have to be waited for: it 
was such as Derues expected ; the lad accepted joyfully. The 
answer was, for the murderer, an arranged plea of defence, a 
proof which, in a given case, might link the present with the 
past. 

On the morning of February r1th, Shrove Tuesday, he went 
to fetch the young de Lamotte from his school, telling the 
master that he was desired by the youth’s mother to conduct 
him to Versailles. But, instead, he took him to his own house, 
saying that he had a letter from Madame de Lamotte asking 
them not to come till the next day; so they started on 
Ash Wednesday, Edouard having breakfasted on chocolate. 
Arrived at Versailles, they stopped at the Fleur-delys inn, 
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but there the sickness which the boy had complained of during 
the journey became very serious, and the innkeeper, having 
young children, and believing that he recognised symptoms of 
smallpox, which just then was ravaging Versailles, refused 
to receive them, saying he had no vacant room. This might 
have disconcerted anyone but Derues, but his audacity, 
activity, and resource seemed to increase with each fresh 
obstacle. Leaving Edouard in a room on the ground floor 
which had no communication with the rest of the inn, he went 
at once to look for lodgings, and hastily explored the town. 
After a fruitless search, he found at last, at the junction of the 
rue Saint-Honoré with that of the Orangerie, a cooper named 
Martin, who had a furnished room to spare. This he hired at 
thirty sous per day for himself and his nephew, who had been 
taken suddenly ill, under the name of Beaupré. To avoid 
being questioned later, he informed the cooper in a few words 
that he was a doctor; that he had come to Versailles in order 
to place his nephew in one of the offices of the town; that in 
a few days the latter’s mother would arrive to join him in seeing 
and making application to influential persons about the court, 
to whom he had letters of introduction. As soon as he had 
delivered this fable with all the appearance of truth with which 
he knew so well how to disguise his falsehoods, he went back to 
the young de Lamotte, who was already so exhausted that he 
was hardly able to drag himself as far as the cooper’s house. 
He fainted on arrival, and was carried into the hired room, 
where Derues begged to be left alone with him, and only asked 
for certain beverages which he told the people how to prepare. 

Whether it was that the strength of youth fought against the 
poison, or that Derues took pleasure in watching the sufferings of 
his victim, the agony of the poor lad was prolonged until the 
fourth day. The sickness continuing incessantly, he sent the 
cooper’s wife for a medicine which he prepared and administered 
himself. It produced terrible pain, and Edouard’s cries brought 
the cooper and his wife upstairs. They represented to Derues 
that he ought to call in a doctor and consult with him, but he 
refused decidedly, saying that a doctor hastily fetched might 
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prove to be an ignorant person with whom he could not agree, 
and that he could not allow one so dear to him to be prescribed 
for and nursed by anyone but himself. 

‘¢ I know what the malady is,” he continued, raising his eyes 
to heaven; “it is one that has to be concealed rather than 
acknowledged. Poor youth! whom I love as my own son, if 
God, touched by my tears and thy suffermg, permits me to 
save thee, thy whole life will be too short for thy blessings 
and thy gratitude!” And as Madame Martin asked what this 
malady might be, he answered with hypocritical blushes— 

“Do not ask, madame; there are things of which you do 
not know even the name.” 

At another time, Martin expressed his surprise that the 
young man’s mother had not yet appeared, who, according to 
Derues, was to have met him at Versailles. He asked how 
she could know that they were lodging in his house, and if he 
should send to meet her at any place where she was likely to 
arrive. 

‘“His mother,” said Derues, looking compassionately at 
Edouard, who lay pale, motionless, and as if insensible,—“ his 
mother! He calls for her incessantly. Ah! monsieur, 
some families are greatly to be pitied! My entreaties prevailed 
on her to decide on coming hither, but will she keep her 
promise? Do not ask me to tell you more; it is too painful 
to have to accuse a mother of having forgotten her duties in 
the presence of her son . . . there are secrets which ought not 


to be told . . . unhappy woman!” 
Edouard moved, extended his arms, and repeated, ‘‘ Mother ! 
. mother !” 


Derues hastened to his side and took his hands in his, as if 
to warm them. 

‘‘My mother!” the youth repeated, ‘Why have I not 
seen her? She was to have met me.” 

‘You shall soon see her, dear boy ; only keep quiet.” 

‘* But just now I thought she was dead.” 

“Dead!” cried Derues. ‘Drive away these sad thoughts. 
They are caused by the fever only.” : 
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‘No! oh no! ... I heard a secret voice which said, 
‘Thy mother is dead!’ . . . Andthen I beheld a livid corpse 
before me. ... It was she! ... I knew her well! and she 
seemed to have suffered so much o 

‘Dear boy, your mother is not dead. . . . My God! what 
terrible chimeras you conjure up! You will see her again, I 
assure you; she has arrived already. Is it not so, madame?” 
he asked, turning towards the Martins, who were both leaning 
against the foot of the bed, and signing to them to support 
this pious falsehood, in order to calm the young man. ‘“ Did she 
not arrive and come to his bedside and kiss him while he slept, 
and she will soon come again?” 

‘‘ Yes, yes,” said Madame Martin, wiping her eyes; ‘and she 
begged my husband and me to help your uncle to take great 
care of you ws 

The youth moved again, and looking round him with a 
dazed expression, said, “‘ My uncle p” 

“You had better go,” said Derues in a whisper to the 
Martins. ‘I am afraid he is delirious again ; I will prepare a 
draught, which will give him a little rest and sleep.” 

“ Adieu, then, adieu,” answered Madame Martin ; “‘and may 
Heaven bless you for the care you bestow on this poor 
young man!” 

On Friday evening violent vomiting appeared to have 
benefited the sufferer. He had rejected most of the poison, 
and had a fairly quiet night. But on the Saturday morning 
Derues sent the cooper’s little girl to buy more medicine, 
which he prepared himself, like the first. The day was horrible, 
and about six in the evening, seeing his victim was at the last 
gasp, he opened a little window overlooking the shop and 
summoned the cooper, requesting him to go at once for a 
priest. When the latter arrived he found Derues in tears, 
kneeling at the dying boy’s bedside. And now, by the light 
of two tapers placed on a table, flanking the holy water-stoup, 
there began what on one side was an abominable and sacri- 
legious comedy, a disgraceful parody of that which Christians 


cofisider most sacred and most dear; on the other, a pious 
I1.—-I2 
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and consoling ceremony. The cooper and his wife, their eyes 
bathed in tears, knelt in the middle of the room, murmuring 
such prayers as they could remember. Derues gave up his 
place to the priest, but as Edouard did not answer the latter's 
questions, he approached the bed, and bending over the 
sufferer, exhorted him to confession. 

‘* Dear boy,” he said, “‘ take courage ; your sufferings here will 
be counted to you above: God will weigh them in the scales 
of His infinite mercy. Listen to the words of His holy 
minister, cast your sins into His bosom, and obtain from Him 
forgiveness for your faults.” 

_ “TI am in such terrible pain!” cried Edouard. ‘“‘ Water! 
water! Extinguish the fire which consumes me!” 

A violent fit came on, succeeded by exhaustion and the 
death-rattle. Derues fell on his knees, and the priest 
administered extreme unction. There was then a moment of 
absolute silence, more impressive than cries and sobs. The 
priest collected himself for a moment, crossed himself, and 
began to pray. Derues also crossed himself, and repeated in a 
low voice, apparently choked by grief— 

“ Go forth, O Christian soul, from this world, in the name of 
God the Father Almighty, who created thee; in the name of 
Jesus Christ, the Son of the living God, who suffered for thee ,; in 
the name of the Holy Ghost, who was poured out upon thee.” 

The youth struggled in his bed, and a convulsive movement 
agitated his limbs. Derues continued— 

‘“ When thy soul departs from this body may it be admitted to 
the holy Mountain of Sion, to the Heavenly Jerusalem, to the 
numerous company of Angels, and to the Church of the First-born, 
whose names ave written in Heaven i 

‘Mother! . . . my mother!” cried Edouard. Derues 
resumed— 

“ Let God arise, and let the Powers of Darkness be dispersed | 
fet the Spirits of Evil, who reign over the air, be put to flight , let 
them not dare to attack a soul redeemed by the precious blood of 
Jesus Christ.” 

‘“* 4men,” responded the priest and the Martins. 
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There was another silence, broken only by the stifled sobs of 
Derues. The priest again crossed himself and took up the prayer. 

6 We beseech Thee, O beloved and only Son of God, by the 
merits of Thy sacred Passion, Thy Cross and Thy Death, to 
deliver this Thy servant from the pains of Hell, and to lead him 
to that happy place whither Thou didst vouchsafe to lead the 
thief, who, with Thee, was bound upon the Crass: Thou, who 
art God, living and reigning with the Father and the Holy Ghost.” 

‘“‘ Amen,” repeated those present. Derues now took up the 
prayer, and his voice mingled with the dying gasps of the sufferer. 

‘And there was a darkness over all the earth until the ninth 
hour, and the sun was darkene 2 

* My God! ... my God! ... what have I done, that { 
should suffer thus?” 

“ And at the ninth hour Jesus cried with a loud voice, saying, 
Eloi! Eloi! lama sabachthani! My God, My God, why hast 
Thou forsaken Me?” 

“Tam dying! ... Water! water!” 

Madame Martin rose, and supporting Edouard on the pillow, 
gave him a few spoonsful of liquid. Derues continued, more 
slowly-— 

“ After this, Jesus, knowing that all things were now acctom- 
plished, that the Scripture might be fulfilled, saith, I thirst. Now 
there was set a vessel full of vinegar; and they filled a sponge with 
vinegar, and put it upon hyssop and put it to His mouth. When 
Jesus therefore had received the vinegar, He said, It ts finished, 
and having cried with a loud vote, He satd, Father, into Thy 
hands I commend My spirit, and He bowed His head, and gave 
up the ghost.” 

The dying lips moved, but could no longer articulate. The 
last convulsive movements relaxed, the head fell on the breast. 

“ Enter not tnto judgment with Thy servant, O Lord,” said 
the priest ; 

“ For in Thy sight shall no man living be justified,” responded 
Derues. 


‘“* Deliver not unto savage beasts the souls of those who pratse 
Thee” ; 
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“ And forget not for ever the souls of Thy poor.” 

Then, together— 

“* To Thee, O Lord, we commend the soul of this Thy servant, 
that, being dead to the world, he may live to Thee: and the sins he 
hath committed through the fratlty of his mortal nature, do Thou, 
in Thy most merciful goodness, forgive and wash away. Amen.” 

After which all present sprinkled holy water on the body. 

When the priest had retired, shown out by Madame Martin, 
Derues said to her husband— 

‘This unfortunate young man has died without the con- 
solation of beholding his mother. . . . His last thought was 
for her. . . . There now remains the last duty, a very painful 
one to accomplish, but my poor nephew imposed it on me. 
A few hours ago, feeling that his end was near, he asked me, 
as a last mark of friendship, not to entrust these final duties 
to the hands of strangers.” 

While he applied himself to the necessary work in presence 
of the cooper, who was much affected by the sight of such 
sincere and profound affliction, Derues added, sighing— 

‘I shall always grieve for this dear boy. Alas! that evil 
living should have caused his early death! I knew nothing 
till too late. My poor nephew suffered from a terrible disease, 
and this being neglected, has caused his death. Bad company 
has been his ruin, and his mother is much to blame. May 
God have mercy on him!” 

When he had finished laying out the body, he threw some 
little packets into the fire which he professed to have found 
in the youth’s pockets, telling Martin, in order to support this 
assertion, that they contained drugs suitable to this disgraceful 
malady. 

He spent the night in the room with the corpse, as he had 
done in the case of Madame de Lamotte, and the next day, 
Sunday, he sent Martin to the parish church of St. Louis, to 
arrange for a funeral of the simplest kind; telling him to fill 
up the certificate in the name of Beaupré, born at Commercy, 
in Lorraine. He declined himself either to go to the church 
or to appear at the funeral, saying that his grief was too gréat. 
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Martin, returning from the funeral, found him engaged in 
prayer. Derues gave him the dead youth’s clothes and 
departed, leaving some money to be given to the poor of the 
parish, and for masses to be said for the repose of the soul 
of the dead. 

He arrived at home in the evening, found his wife entertain- 
ing some friends; and told them he had just come from 
Chartres, where he had been summoned on business. Every- 
one noticed his unusual air of satisfaction, and he sang several 
songs during supper. 

Having accomplished these two crimes, Derues did not 
remain idle. When the murderer’s part of his nature was at 
rest, the thief reappeared. His extreme avarice now made him 
regret the expense caused by the deaths of Madame de Lamotte 
and her son, and he wished to recoup himself. Two days after 
his return from Versailles, he ventured to present himself at 
Edouard’s school. He told the master that he had received 
a letter from Madame de Lamotte, saying that she wished to 
keep her son, and asking him to obtain Edouard’s belongings. 
The schoolmaster’s wife, who was present, replied that that 
could not be; that Monsieur de Lamotte would have known of 
his wife’s intention ; that she would not have taken such a step 
without consulting him ; and that only the evening before, they 
had received a present of game from Buisson-Souef, with a letter 
in which Monsieur de Lamotte entreated them to take great 
care of his son. 

“If what you say is true,” she continued, ‘‘Madame de 
Lamotte is no doubt acting on your advice in taking away 
her son. But I will write to Buisson.” 

** You had better not do anything in the matter,” said Derues, 
turning tothe schoolmaster. “It is quite possible that Monsieur 
de Lamotte does not know. I am aware that his wife does 
not always consult him. She is at Versailles, where I took 
Edouard to her, and I will inform her of your objection.” 

To ensure impunity for these murders, Derues had resolved 
on the death of Monsieur de Lamotte; but before executing 
this last crime, he wished for some proof of the recent pretended 
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agreements between himself and Madame de Lamotte. He 
would not wait for the disappearance of the whole family before 
presenting himself as the lawful proprietor of Buisson-Souef. 
Prudence required him to shelter himself behind a deed which 
should have been executed by that lady. On February 27th 
he appeared at the office of Madame de Lamotte’s lawyer in 
the rue du Paon, and, with all the persuasion of an artful 
tongue, demanded the power of attorney on that lady’s behalf, 
saying that he had, by private contract, just paid a hundred 
thousand livres on the total amount of purchase, which money 
was now deposited with a notary. The lawyer, much astonished 
that an affair of such importance should have been arranged 
without any reference to himself, refused to give up the deed 
to anyone but Monsieur or Madame de Lamotte, and inquired 
why the latter did not appear herself. Derues replied that she 
was at Versailles, and that he was to send the deed to her 
there. He repeated his request and the lawyer his refusal, until 
Derues retired, saying he would find means to compel him to 
give up the deed. He actually did, the same day, present a 
petition to the civil authority, in which Cyrano Derues de Bury 
sets forth arrangements, made with Madame de Lamotte, 
founded on the deed given by her husband, and requires 
permission to seize and withdraw said deed from the custody 
in which it remains at present. The petition is granted. The 
lawyer objects that he can only give up the deed to either 
Monsieur or Madame de Lamotte, unless he be otherwise 
ordered. Derues has the effrontery to again appeal to the civil 
authority, but, for the reasons given by that public officer, the 
affair is adjourned. 

These two futile efforts might have compromised Derues had 
they been heard of at Buisson-Souef; but everything seemed 
to conspire in the criminal’s favour: neither the schoolmaster’s 
wife nor the lawyer thought of writing to Monsieur de Lamotte. 
The latter, as yet unsuspecting, was tormented by other 
anxieties, and kept at home by illness. 

In these days, distance is shortened, and one can travel from 
Villeneuve-le-Roi-lez-Sens to Paris in a few hours. This was 
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not the case in 1777, when private industry and activity, 
stifled by routine and privilege, had not yet experienced the 
need of providing the means for rapid communication. Half 
a day was required to go from the capital to Versailles; a 
journey of twenty leagues required at least two days and a night, 
and bristled with obstacles and delays of all kinds. These 
difficulties of transport, still greater during bad weather, and a 
long and serious attack of gout, explain why Monsieur de Lamotte, 
who was so ready to take alarm, had remained separated from 
his wife from the middle of December to the end of February. 
He had received reassuring letters from her, written at first with 
freedom and simplicity; but he thought he noticed a gradual 
change in the later ones, which appeared to proceed more from 
the mind than the heart. A style which aimed at being natural 
was interspersed with unnecessary expressions of affection, 
unusual between married people well assured of their mutual 
love. Monsieur de Lamotte observed and exaggerated these 
peculiarities, and though endeavouring to persuade himself that 
he was mistaken, he could not forget them, or regain his usual 
tranquillity. Being somewhat ashamed of his anxiety, he kept 
his fears to himself. 

One morning, as he was sunk in a large arm-chair by the fire, 
his sitting-room door opened, and the curé entered, who was 
surprised by his despondent, sad, and pale appearance. ‘‘ What is 
the matter?” he inquired. ‘“‘ Have you had an extra bad night ?” 

‘¢ Yes,” answered Monsieur de Lamotte. 

“Well, have you any news from Paris?” 

** Nothing for a whole week: it 1s odd, is it not?” 

‘*T am always hoping that this sale may fall through; it drags 
on for so very long ; and I believe that Monsieur Derues, in spite 
of what your wife wrote a month ago, has not as much money 
as he pretends to have. Do you know that it is said that 
Monsieur Despeignes-Duplessis, Madame Derues’ relative, 
whose money they inherited, was assassinated ?” 

** Where did you hear that?” 

**It is a common report in the country, and was brought here 
b¥ a man who came recently from Beauvais.” 
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‘*‘ Have the murderers been discovered ?” 

“ Apparently not ; justice seems unable to discover anything 
at all.” 

Monsieur de Lamotte hung his head, and his countenance 
assumed an expression of painful thought, as though this news 
affected him personally. 

“Frankly,” resumed the curé, “I believe you will remain 
Seigneur du Buisson-Souef, and that I shall be spared the 
pain of writing another name over your seat in the church of 
Villeneuve.” 

‘‘The affair must be settled in a few days, for I can wait no 
longer: if the purchaser be not Monsieur Derues, it will have 
to be someone else. What makes you think he is short of 
money ?” 

“Oh! oh!” said the curé, ““a man who has money either 
pays his debts, or is a cheat. Now Heaven preserve me from 
suspecting Monsieur Derues’ honesty !” 

‘What do you know about him?” 

“Do you remember Brother Marchois of the Camaldulians, 
who came to see me last spring, and who was here the day 
Monsieur Derues arrived, with your wife and Edouard ?” 

‘Perfectly. Well?” 

‘Well, I happened to tell him in one of my letters that 
Monsieur Derues had become the purchaser of Buisson-Souef, 
and that I believed the arrangements were concluded. There- 
upon Brother Marchois wrote asking me to remind him that he 
owes them a sum of eight hundred livres, and that, so far, they 
have not seen a penny of it.” 

** Ah!” said Monsieur de Lamotte, “ perhaps I should have 
done better not to let myself be deluded by his fine promises. 
He certainly has honey on his tongue, and when once one begins 
to listen to him, one can’t help doing what he wants. All the 
same, I had rather have had to deal with someone else.” 

*¢ And is it this which worries you, and makes you seem so 
anxious ?” 

“This and other things.” 

‘* What, then-?” 
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‘‘T am really ashamed to own it, but I am as credulous and 
timid as any old woman. Now do not laugh at me too much. 
Do you believe in dreams?” 

‘“‘ Monsieur,” said the curé, smiling, ‘“‘ you should never ask 
a coward whether he is afraid, you only risk his telling a lie. 
He will say ‘No,’ but he means ‘ Yes.’” 

‘* And are you a coward, my father?” 

A little. I don’t precisely believe all the nursery tales, or 
in the favourable or unfavourable meaning of some object seen 
during our sleep, but ” 

A sound of steps interrupted them, a servant entered, 
announcing Monsieur Derues. 

On hearing the name, Monsieur de Lamotte felt troubled in 
spite of himself, but, overcoming the impression, he rose to meet 
the visitor. 

“You had better stay,” he said to the curé, who was also 
rising to take leave. ‘Stay; we have probably nothing to say 
which cannot be said before you.” 

Derues entered the room, and, after the usual compliments, 
sat down by the fire, opposite Monsieur de Lamotte. 

** You did not expect me,”’ he said, “and I ought to apologise 
for surprising you thus.” 

‘Give me some news of my wife,” asked Monsieur de Lamotte 
anxiously. 

‘*She has never been better. Your son is also in perfect 
health.” 

* But why are you alone? Why does not Marie accompany 
you? It is ten weeks since she went to Paris.” 

‘She has not yet quite finished the business with which you 
entrusted her. Perhaps I am partly the cause of this long 
absence, but one cannot transact business as quickly as one 
would wish. But you have no doubt heard from her, that all 
is finished, or nearly so, between us. We have drawn up a 
second private contract, which annuls the former agreement, 
and I have paid over a sum of one hundred thousand livres.” 

**T do not comprehend,” said Monsieur de Lamotte. ‘‘ What 
can induce my wife not to inform me of this?” 





186 CELEBRATED CRIMES 


“You did not know?” 

‘I know nothing. I was wondering just now with Monsieur 
le curé why I did not hear from her.” 

‘‘ Madame de Lamotte was going to write to you, and I do 
not know what can have hindered her.” 

‘When did you leave her?” 

‘“‘ Several days ago. Ihave not been at Paris ; I am returning 
from Chartres. I believed you were informed of everything.” 

Monsieur de Lamotte remained silent for some moments. 
Then, fixing his eyes upon Derues’ immovable countenance, he 
said, with some emotion— 

‘’You are a husband and father, sir; in the name of this 
double and sacred affection which is not unknown to you, do 
not hide anything from me. I fear some misfortune has 
happened to my wife which you are concealing.” 

Derues’ physiognomy expressed nothing but a perfectly 
natural astonishment. 

‘‘ What can have suggested such ideas to you, dear sir?” In 
saying this he glanced at the curé, wishing to ascertain if this 
distrust was Monsieur de Lamotte’s own idea, or had been sug- 
gested to him. ‘The movement was so rapid that neither of the 
others observed it. Like all knaves, obliged by their actions to 
be continually on the watch, Derues possessed to a remarkable 
extent the art of seeing all around him without appearing to 
observe anything in particular. He decided that as yet he had 
only to combat a suspicion unfounded on proof, and he waited 
till he should be attacked more seriously. 

“IT do not know,” he said, ‘‘ what may have happened during 
my absence ; pray explain yourself, for you are making me share 
your disquietude.” 

‘Yes, Iam exceedingly anxious; I entreat you, tell me the 
whole truth. Explain this silence, and this absence prolonged 
beyond all expectation. You finished your business with 
Madame de Lamotte several days ago: once again, why did she 
not write? There is no letter, either from her or my son! 
To-morrow I shall send someone to Paris.” 

“Good heavens!” answered Derues, “is there nothing but 
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an accident which could cause this delay? ... Well, then,” 
he continued, with the embarrassed look of a man compelled to 
betray a confidence,—“ well, then, I see that in order to reassure 
you, I shall have to give up a secret entrusted to me.” 

He then told Monsieur de Lamotte that his wife was no longer 
at Paris, but at Versailles, where she was endeavouring to obtain 
an important and lucrative appointment, and that, if she had 
left him in ignorance of her efforts in this direction, it was only 
to give him an agreeable surprise. He added that she had 
removed her son from the school, and hoped to place him either 
in the riding school or amongst the royal pages. To prove 
his words, he opened his paper-case, and produced the letter 
written by Edouard in answer to the one quoted above. 

All this was related so simply, and with such an appearance of 
good faith, that the curé was quite convinced. And to Monsieur 
de Lamotte the plans attributed to his wife were not entirely 
improbable. Derues had learnt indirectly that such a career 
for Edouard had been actually under consideration. However, 
though Monsieur de Lamotte’s entire ignorance prevented him 
from making any serious objection, his fears were not en- 
tirely at rest, but for the present he appeared satisfied with the 
explanation. 

The curé resumed the conversation. ‘What you tell us 
ought to drive away gloomy ideas. Just now, when you were 
announced, Monsieur de Lamotte was confiding his troubles to 
me. I was as concerned as he was, and I could say nothing to 
help him; never did visitor arrive more 2 propos. Well, my 
friend, what now remains of your vain terrors? What was it you 
were saying just as Monsieur Derues arrived ?... Ah! we were 
discussing dreams, you asked if I believed in them.” 

Monsieur de Lamotte, who had sunk back in his easy-chair and 
seemed lost in his reflections, started on hearing these words. 
He raised his head and looked again at Derues. But the 
latter had had time to note the impression produced by the 
curé’s remark, and this renewed examination did not disturb him. 

= Yes,” said Monsieur de Lamotte, “I had asked that 
question.” 
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‘‘And I was going to answer that there are certain secret 
warnings which can be received by the soul long before they 
are intelligible to the bodily senses—revelations not understood 
at first, but which later connect themselves with realities of 
which they are in some way the precursors. Do you agree 
with me, Monsieur Derues ?” 

‘‘] have no opinion on such a subject, and must leave the 
discussion to more learned people than myself. I do not know 
whether such apparitions really mean anything or not, and I 
have not sought to fathom these mysteries, thinking them out- 
side the realm of human intelligence.” 

‘‘ Nevertheless,” said the curé, ‘“‘ we are obliged to recognise 
their existence.” 

‘Yes, but without either understanding or explaining them, 
like many other eternal truths. I follow the rule given in the 
Imitation of Jesus Christ: ‘Beware, my son, of considering 
too curiously the things beyond thine intelligence.’ ” 

‘And I also submit, and avoid too curious consideration. 
But has not the soul knowledge of many wondrous things which 
we can yet neither see nor touch? I repeat, there are things 
which cannot be denied.” 

Derues listened attentively, continually on his guard; and 
afraid, he knew not why, of becoming entangled in this con- 
versation, as in a trap. He carefully watched Monsieur de 
Lamotte, whose eyes never left him. The curé resumed— 

‘‘ Here is an instance which I was bound to accept, seeing it 
happened to myself. I was then twenty, and my mother lived 
in the neighbourhood of Tours, whilst I was at the seminary 
of Montpellier. After several years of separation, I had obtained 
permission to go and see her. I wrote, telling her of this good 
news, and I received her answer—full of joy and tenderness. 
My brother and sister were to be informed, it was to be a family 
meeting, a real festivity ; and I started with a light and joyous 
heart. My impatience was so great, that, having stopped for 
supper at a village inn some ten leagues from Tours, I would 
not wait till the next morning for the coach which went that 
way, but continued the journey on foot and walked all night. 
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It was a long and difficult road, but happiness redoubled my 
strength. About an hour after sunrise I saw distinctly the 
smoke and the village roofs, and I hurried on to surprise my 
family a little sooner. I never felt more active, more light- 
hearted and gay ; everything seemed to smile before and around 
me. ‘Turning a corner of the hedge, I met a peasant whom I 
recognised. All at once it seemed as if a veil spread over my 
sight, all my hopes and joy suddenly vanished, a funereal idea 
took possession of me, and I said, taking the hand of the man, 
who had not yet spoken— 

‘“** My mother is dead, I am convinced my mother is dead!’ 

“He hung down his head and answered— 

‘“©*¢She is to be buried this morning !’ 

*SNow whence came this revelation? I had seen no one, 
spoken to no one; a moment before I had no idea of it!” 

Derues made a gesture of surprise. Monsieur de Lamotte 
put his hand to his eyes, and said to the curé— 

‘Your presentiments were true ; mine, happily, are unfounded. 
But listen, and tell me if in the state of anxiety which oppressed 
me I had not good reason for alarm and for fearing some fatal 
misfortune.” 

His eyes again sought Derues. ‘ Towards the middle of last 
night I at length fell asleep, but, interrupted every moment, 
this sleep was more a fatigue than a rest; I seemed to hear 
confused noises all round me. I saw brilliant lights which 
dazzled me, and then sank back into silence and darkness. 
Sometimes I heard someone weeping near my bed, again 
plaintive voices called to me out of the darkness. I stretched 
out my arms, but nothing met them, I fought with phantoms ; 
at length a cold hand grasped mine and led me rapidly forward. 
Under a dark and damp vault a woman lay on the ground, 
bleeding, inanimate—it was my wife! At the same moment, a 
groan made me look round, and I beheld a man striking my 
son with a dagger. I cried out and awoke, bathed in cold 
perspiration, panting under this terrible vision. I was obliged 
to get up, walk about, and speak aloud, in order to convince 
mYself it was only a dream. I tried to go to sleep again, but 
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the same visions still pursued me. I saw always the same man 
armed with two daggers streaming with blood ; I heard always 
the cries of his two victims. When day came, I felt utterly 
broken, worn-out ; and this morning, you, my father, could see 
by my despondency what an impression this awful night had 
made upon me.” 

During this recital Derues’ calmness never gave way for a 
single moment, and the most skilful physiognomist could only 
have discovered an expression of incredulous curiosity on his 
countenance. 

‘**Monsieur le curé’s story,” said he, “impressed me much; 
yours only brings back my uncertainty. It is less possible than 
ever to deliver any opinion on this serious question of dreams, 
since the second instance contradicts the first.” 

“Tt is true,” answered the curé, “no possible conclusion 
can be drawn from two facts which contradict each other, and 
the best thing we can do is to choose a less dismal subject of 
conversation.” 

‘* Monsieur Derues,” asked Monsieur de Lamotte, “if you are 
not too tired with your journey, shall we go and look at the last 
improvements I have made? It is now your affair to decide 
upon them, since I shall shortly be only your guest here.” 

Just as I have been yours for long enough, and I trust you 
will often give me the opportunity of exercising hospitality in 
my turn. But you are ill, the day is cold and damp; if you do 
not care to go out, do not let me disturb you. Had you not 
better stay by the fire with Monsieur le curé? Forme, Heaven 
be thanked ! I require no assistance. I will look round the park, 
and come back presently to tell you what I think. Besides, 
we shall have plenty of time to talk about it. With your per- 
mission, I should like to stay two or three days.” 

‘*T shall be pleased if you will do so.” 

Derues went out, sufficiently uneasy in his mind, both on 
account of his reception of Monsieur de Lamotte’s fears and of 
the manner in which the latter had watched him during the 
conversation. He walked quickly up and down the park. 

‘‘I have been foolish, perhaps; I have lost twelve or fifteen 
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days, and delayed stupidly from fear of not foreseeing every- 
thing. But then, how was I to imagine that this simple, easily 
deceived man would all at once become suspicious? What a 
strange dream! If I had not been on my guard, I might have 
been disconcerted. Come, come, I must try to disperse these 
ideas and give him something else to think about.” 

He stopped, and after a few minutes’ consideration turned 
back towards the house. 

As soon as he had left the room, Monsieur de Lamotte had 
bent over towards the curé, and had said— 

“He did not show any emotion, did he?” 

*“None whatever.” 

He did not start when I spoke of the man armed with those 
two daggers ?” 

“No. But put aside these ideas; you must see they are 
mistaken.” 

“‘¥ did not tell everything, my father: this murderer whom 
I saw in my dream—was Derues himself! I know as well as 
you that it must be a delusion, I saw as well as you did that 
he remained quite calm, but, in spite of myself, this terrible 
dream haunts me. . . . There, do not listen to me, do not 
let me talk about it ; it only makes me blush for myself.” 

Whilst Derues remained at Buisson-Souef, Monsieur de 
Lamotte received several letters from his wife, some from Paris, 
some from Versailles. She remarked that her son and herself 
were perfectly well. The writing was so well imitated that no 
one could doubt their genuineness. However, Monsieur de 
Lamotte’s suspicions continually increased, and he ended by 
making the curé share his fears. He also refused to go with 
Derues to Paris, in spite of the latter’s entreaties. Derues, 
alarmed at the coldness shown him, left Buisson-Souef, saying 
that he intended to take possession about the middle of spring. 

Monsieur de Lamotte was, in spite of himself, still detained by 
ill-health. But a new and inexplicable circumstance made him 
resolve to go to Paris and endeavour to clear up the mystery 
which appeared to surround his wife and son. He received an 
unfigned letter in unknown handwriting, and in which 
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Madame de Lamotte’s reputation was attacked with a kind of 
would-be reticence, which hinted that she was an unfaithful 
wife and that in this lay the cause of her long absence. Her 
husband did not believe this anonymous denunciation, but 
the fate of the two beings dearest to him seemed shrouded in 
so much obscurity that he could delay no longer, and started 
for Paris. 

His resolution not to accompany Derues had saved his life. 
The latter could not carry out his culminating crime at 
Buisson-Souef; it was only in Paris that his victims would 
disappear without his being called to account. Obliged to 
leave hold of his prey, he endeavoured to bewilder him in a 
labyrinth where all trace of truth might be lost. Already, as 
he had arranged beforehand, he had called calumny to his 
help, and prepared the audacious lie which was to vindicate 
himself should an accusation fall upon his head. He had 
hoped that Monsieur de Lamotte would fall defenceless into his 
hands ; but now a careful examination of his position, showing 
the impossibility of avoiding an explanation had become 
inevitable, made him change all his plans, and compelled him 
to devise an infernal plot, so skilfully laid that it bid fair to 
defeat all human sagacity. 

Monsieur de Lamotte arrived in Paris earlyin March. Chance 
decided that he should lodge in the rue de la Mortellerie, in a 
house not far from the one where his wife’s body lay buried. 
He went to see Derues, hoping to surprise him, and deter- 
mined to make him speak, but found he was not at home. 
Madame Derues, whether acting with the discretion of an 
accomplice or really ignorant of her husband’s proceedings, 
could not say where he was likely to be found. She said that he 
told her nothing about his actions, and that Monsieur de Lamotte 
must have observed during their stay at Buisson (which was 
true) that she never questioned him, but obeyed his wishes in 
everything, and that he had now gone away without saying 
where he was going. She acknowledged that Madame de 
Lamotte had lodged with them for six weeks, and that she 
knew that lady had been at Versailles, but since then she nad 
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heard nothing. All Monsieur de Lamotte’s questions, his en- 
treaties, prayers, or threats, obtained no other answer. He went 
to the lawyer in the rue de Paon, to the schoolmaster, and found 
the same uncertainty, the same ignorance. His wife and his 
son had gone to Versailles, there the clue ended which ought 
to guide his investigations. He went to this town; no one 
could give him any information, the very name of Lamotte 
was unknown. He returned to Paris, questioned and examined 
the people of the quarter, the proprietor of the Hétel de 
France, where his wife had stayed on her former visit; at 
length, wearied with useless efforts, he implored help from 
Justice. Then his complaints ceased; he was advised to 
maintain a prudent silence, and to await Derues’ return. 

The latter thoroughly understood that, having failed to dis- 
sipate Monsieur de Lamotte’s fears there was no longer an instant 
to lose, and that the pretended private contract of February 12th 
would not of itself prove the existence of Madame de Lamotte. 
This is how he employed the time spent by the unhappy 
husband in fruitless investigation. 

On March 12th, a woman, her face hidden in the hood of 
her cloak, or “ Zhérese,” as it was then called, appeared in the 
office of Maitre N , a notary at Lyons. She gave her 
name as Marie-Francoise Pérffier, wife of Monsieur Saint-Faust 
de Lamotte, but separated, as to goods and estate, from him. 
She caused a deed to be drawn up, authorising her husband to 
receive the arrears of thirty thousand livres remaining from the 
price of the estate of Buisson-Souef, situated near Villeneuve- 
le-Roi-lez-Sens. The deed was drawn up and signed by 
Madame de Lamotte, by the notary, and one of his colleagues. 

This woman was Derues. If we remember that he only 
arrived at Buisson February 28th, and remained there for 
some days, it becomes difficult to understand how at that 
period so long a journey as that from Paris to Lyons could 
have been accomplished with such rapidity. Fear must have 
given him wings. We will now explain what use he intended 
to make of it, and what fable, a masterpiece of cunning and 
of lies, he had invented. 

II.— 13 





194 CELEBRATED CRIMES 


On his arrival in Paris he found a summons to appear 
before the magistrate of police. He expected this, and 
appeared quite tranquilly, ready to answer any questions. 
Monsieur de Lamotte was present. It was a formal examina- 
tion, and the magistrate first asked why he had left Paris. 

** Monsieur,” replied Derues, “I have nothing to hide, and 
none of my actions need fear the daylight, but before replying, 
I should like to understand my position. As a domiciled 
citizen I have aright to require this. Will you kindly inform 
me why I have been summoned to appear before you, whether 
on account of anything personal to myself, or simply to give 
information as to something which may be within my know- 
ledge?” 

“You are acquainted with this gentleman, and cannot 
therefore be ignorant of the cause of the present inquiry.” 

‘¢‘T am, nevertheless, quite in ignorance of it.” 

‘‘Be good enough to answer my question. Why did you 
leave Paris? And where have you been?” 

‘I was absent for business reasons.” 

‘What business?” 

“‘T shall say no more.” 

‘“‘Take care! you have incurred serious suspicions, and 
silence will not tend to clear you.” 

Derues hung down his head with an air of resignation ; and 
Monsieur de Lamotte, seeing in this attitude a silent confession 
of crime, exclaimed, ‘“‘ Wretched man! what have you done 
with my wife and my son?” 

‘Your son ! ” said Derues slowly and with peculiar 
emphasis. He again cast down his eyes. 

The magistrate conducting the inquiry was struck by the 
expression of Derues’ countenance and by this half answer, 
which appeared to hide a mystery and to aim at diverting 
attention by offering a bait to curiosity. He might have 
stopped Derues at the moment when he sought to plunge into 
a tortuous argument, and compelled him to answer with the 
same clearness and decision which distinguished Monsieur de 
Lamotte’s question ; but he reflected that the latter’s inquiries, 
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unforeseen, hasty, and passionate, were perhaps more likely 
to disconcert a prepared defence than cooler and more skilful 
tactics. He therefore changed his plans, contenting himself 
for the moment with the part of an observer only, and watching 
a duel between two fairly matched antagonists. 

‘IT require you to tell me what has become of them,” 
repeated Monsieur de Lamotte. ‘I have been to Versailles, 
you assured me they were there.” 

‘ And I told you the truth, monsieur.” 

‘No one has seen them, no one knows them ; every trace is 
lost. Your Honour, this man must be compelled to answer, 
he must say what has become of my wife and son!” 

‘J excuse your anxiety, I understand your trouble, but 
why appeal to me? Why am I supposed to know what may 
have happened to them?” 

‘“‘ Because I confided them to your care.” 

“As a friend, yes, I agree. Yes, it is quite true that last 
December I received a letter from you informing me of the 
impending arrival of your wife and son. I received them in 
my own house, and showed them the same hospitality which I 
had received from you. I saw them both, your son often, 
your wife every day, until the day she left me to go to Versailles. 
Yes, I also took Edouard to his mother, who was negotiating an 
appointment for him. I have already told you all this, and I 
repeat it because it is the truth. You believed me then: why do 
you not believe me now? Why has what I say become strange 
and incredible? If your wife and your son have disappeared, 
am I responsible? Did you transmit your authority to me? 
And now, in what manner are you thus calling me to account? 
Is it to the friend who might have pitied, who might have 
aided your search, that you thus address yourself? Have you 
come to confide in me, to ask for advice, for consolation? 
No, you accuse me; very well ! then I refuse to speak, because, 
having no proofs, you yet accuse an honest man; because 
your fears, whether real or imaginary, do not excuse you for 
casting, I know not what odious suspicions, on a blameless repu- 
tati8n, because I have the right to be offended. Monsieur,” 
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he continued, turning to the magistrate, “I believe you will 
appreciate my moderation, and will allow me to retire. If 
charges are brought against me, I am quite ready to meet 
them, and to show what they are really worth. I shall remain 
in Paris, I have now no business which requires my presence 
elsewhere.” 

He emphasised these last words, evidently intending to draw 
attention to them. It did not escape the magistrate, who 
inquired— 

“What do you mean by that?” 

‘‘Nothing beyond my words, your Honour. Have I your 
permission to retire ?” 

‘No, remain; you are pretending not to understand.” 

“I do not understand these insinuations so covertly made.” 

Monsieur de Lamotte rose, exclaiming— 

“Insinuations! What more can I say to compel you to 
answer? My wife and son have disappeared. It is untrue 
that, as you pretend, they have been at Versailles. You 
deceived me at Buisson-Souef, just as you are deceiving me 
now, aS you are endeavouring to deceive justice by inventing 
fresh lies. Where are they? What has become of them? 
I am tormented by all the fears possible to a husband and 
father; I imagine all the most terrible misfortunes, and I 
accuse you to your face of having caused their death! Is 
this sufficient, or do you still accuse me of covert insinua- 
tions ?” 

Derues turned to the magistrate. ‘Is this charge enough to 
place me in the position of a criminal if I do not give a 
satisfactory explanation ?” 

‘Certainly ; you should have thought of that sooner.” 

“Then,” he continued, addressing Monsieur de Lamotte, “I 
understand you persist in this odious accusation ?” 

*“*T certainly persist in it.” 

“You have forgotten our friendship, broken all bonds 
between us: I am in your eyes only a miserable assassin? 
You consider my silence as guilty, you will ruin me if I do 
not speak ?” 
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“Tt is true.” 

‘There is still time for reflection; consider what you are 
doing ; I will forget your insults and your anger. Your trouble 
is great enough without my reproaches being added to it. But 
you desire that I should speak, you desire it absolutely ?” 

‘‘T do desire it.” 

“Very well, then; it shall be as you wish.” 

Derues surveyed Monsieur de Lamotte with a look which 
seemed to say, “I pity you.” He then added, with a sigh— 

“T am now ready to answer. Your Honour, will you have 
the kindness to resume my examination ?” 

Derues had succeeded in taking up an advantageous posi- 
tion. If he had begun by narrating the extraordinary romance 
he had invented, the least penetrating eye must have perceived 
its improbability, and one would have felt it required some 
support at every turn. But since he had resisted being forced 
to tell it, and apparently only ceded to Monsieur de Lamotte’s 
violent persistency, the situation was changed; and this refusal 
to speak, coming from a man who thereby compromised his 
personal safety, took the semblance of generosity, and was 
likely to arouse the magistrate’s curiosity and prepare his mind 
for unusual and mysterious revelations. This was exactly what 
Derues wanted, and he awaited the interrogation with calm and 
tranquillity. 

‘“Why did you leave Paris?” the magistrate demanded a 
second time. 

“I have already had the honour to inform you that 
important business necessitated my absence.” 

‘*But you refused to explain the nature of this business. 
Do you still persist in this refusal ?” 

“For the moment, yes. I will explain it later.” 

‘S'Where have you been? Whence do you return?” 

‘**T have been to Lyons, and have returned thence.” 

“What took you there?” 

**T will tell you later.” 

“In the month of December last, Madame de Lamotte and 
her son came to Paris ?” 
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** That is so.” 

‘They both lodged in your house ?” 

‘*‘T have no reason to deny it.” 

‘But neither she herself, nor Monsieur de Lamotte, had at 
first intended that she should accept a lodging in the house 
which you occcupied.” 

‘That is quite true. We had important accounts to settle, 
and Madame de Lamotte told me afterwards that she feared 
some dispute on the question of money might arise between 
us—at least, that is the reason she gaveme. She was mistaken, 
as the event proved, since I always intended to pay, and I 
have paid. But she may have had another reason which she 
preferred not to give.” 

“Tt was the distrust of this man which she felt,” exclaimed 
Monsieur de Lamotte. Derues answered only with a melancholy 
smile. 

‘Silence, monsieur,” said the magistrate, “silence; do not 
interrupt.” Then addressing Derues— 

“Another motive? What motive do you suppose?” 

‘* Possibly she preferred to be more free, and able to receive 
any visitor she wished.” 

‘What do you mean?” 

‘It is only supposition on my part, I do not insist upon it.” 

‘But the supposition appears to contain a hint injurious to 
Madame de Lamotte’s reputation ?” 

‘*No, oh no!” replied Derues, after a moment’s silence. 

This sort of insinuation appeared strange to the magistrate, 
who resolved to try and force Derues to abandon these 
treacherous reticences behind which he sheltered himself. Again 
recommending silence to Monsieur de Lamotte, he continued 
to question Derues, not perceiving that he was only following 
the lead skilfully given by the latter, who drew him gradually 
on by withdrawing himself, and that all the time thus gained 
was an advantage to the accused. 

*‘ Well,” said the magistrate, ‘‘ whatever Madame de Lamotte’s 
motives may have been, it ended in her coming to stay with 
you. How did you persuade her to take this step?” 
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‘“‘ My wife accompanied her first to the Hotel de France, and 
then to other hotels. I said no more than might be deemed 
allowable in a friend; I could not presume to persuade her 
against her will. When I returned home, I was surprised to 
find her there with her son. She could not find a disengaged 
room in any of the hotels she tried, and she then accepted 
my offer.” 

‘‘What date was this?” 

‘“* Monday, the 16th of last December.” 

* And when did she leave your house?” 

“On the 1st of February.” 

*‘The porter cannot remember having seen her go out on 
that day.” 

‘‘That is possible. Madame de Lamotte went and came 
as her affairs required. She was known, and no more attention 
would be paid to her than to any other inmate.” 

“The porter also says that for several days before this date 
she was ill, and obliged to keep her room ?” 

‘Yes, it was a slight indisposition, which had no results, so 
slight that it seemed unnecessary to call in a doctor. Madame 
de Lamotte appeared preoccupied and anxious. I think her 
mental attitude influenced her health.” 

Did you escort her to Versailles ?” 

‘““No; I went there to see her later.” 

‘“What proof can you give of her having actually stayed 
there?” 

‘“None whatever, unless it be a letter which I received from 
her.” 

‘You told Monsieur de Lamotte that she was exerting herself 
to procure her son’s admission either as a king’s page or into 
the riding school. Now, no one at Versailles has seen this 
lady, or even heard of her.” 

**T only repeated what she told me.” 

“* Where was she staying ?” 

“T do not know.” 

**What! she wrote to you, you went to see her, and yet you 
d&o not know where she was lodging ?” 
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‘That is so.” 

** But it is impossible.” 

‘‘There are many things which would appear impossible if I 
were to relate them, but which are true, nevertheless.” 

‘Explain yourself.” 

“I only received one letter from Madame de Lamotte, in 
which she spoke of her plans for Edouard, requesting me to send 
her her son on a day she fixed, and I told Edouard of her pro- 
jects. Not being able to go to the school to see him, I wrote, 
asking if he would like to give up his studies and become a royal 
page. When I was last at Buisson-Souef, I showed his 
answer to Monsieur de Lamotte; it is here.” 

And he handed over a letter to the magistrate, who read it, 
and passing it on to Monsieur de Lamotte, inquired— 

** Did you then, and do you now, recognise your son’s hand- 
writing ?” 

‘* Perfectly, monsieur.” 

You took Edouard to Versailles ? ” 

“T did.” 

‘On what day?” 

*‘ February 11th, Shrove Tuesday. It is the only time I have 
been to Versailles. The contrary might be supposed; for I 
have allowed it to be understood that I have often seen 
Madame de Lamotte since she left my house, and was 
acquainted with all her actions, and that the former confidence 
and friendship still existed between us. In allowing this, I 
have acted a lie, and transgressed the habitual sincerity of my 
whole life.” 

This assertion produced a bad impression on the magistrate. 
Derues perceived it, and to avert evil consequences, hastened 
to add— 

‘* My conduct can only be appreciated when it is known in 
entirety. I misunderstood the meaning of Madame de 
Lamotte’s letter. She asked me to send her her son, I 
thought to oblige her by accompanying him, and not leaving 
him to go alone. So we travelled together, and arrived at 
Versailles about midday. As I got down frdm the coach 1 
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saw Madame de Lamotte at the palace gate, and observed, to 
my astonishment, that my presence displeased her. She was 
not alone.” 

He stopped, although he had evidently reached the most 
interesting point of his story. 

‘‘Go on,” said the magistrate; “why do you stop now?” 

‘Because what I have to say is so painful—not to me, who 
have to justify myself, but for others, that I hesitate.” 

** Go on.” 

** Will you then interrogate me, please?” 

** Well, what happened in this interview ?” 

Derues appeared to collect himself fora moment, and then 
said with the air of a man who has decided on speaking out at 
last— 

‘‘ Madame de Lamotte was not alone; she was attended by a 
gentleman whom I did not know, whom I never saw either at 
Buisson-Souef or in Paris, and whom I have never seen again 
since. I will ask you to allow me to recount everything, even 
to the smallest details. This man’s face struck me at once, 
on account of a singular resemblance ; he paid no attention 
to me at first, and I was able to examine him at leisure. His 
manners were those of a man belonging to the highest classes of 
society, and his dress indicated wealth. On seeing Edouard, 
he said to Madame de Lamotte— 

**<So this is he?’ and he then kissed him tenderly. This 
and the marks of undisguised pleasure which he evinced 
surprised me, and I looked at Madame de Lamotte, who then 
remarked with some asperity— 

***T did not expect to see you, Monsieur Derues. I had not 
asked you to accompany my son.’ 

“Hdouard seemed quite as much surprised as I was. The 

tranger gave me a look of haughty annoyance, but seeing I 
Alid not avoid his glance his countenance assumed a more 
gentle expression, and Madame de Lamotte introduced him as 
a person who took great interest in Edouard.” 

“Tt is a whole tissue of imposture!” exclaimed Monsieur de 
Lamotte. 
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‘* Allow me to finish,” answered Derues. ‘I understand 
your doubts, and that you are not anxious to believe what I 
say, but I have been brought here by legal summons to tell the 
truth, and I am going to tell it. You can then weigh the two 
accusations in the balance, and choose between them. The 
reputation of an honourable man is as sacred, as important, 
as worthy of credit as the reputation of a woman, and I never 
heard that the virtue of the one was more fragile than that of 
the other.” 

Monsieur de Lamotte, thunderstruck by such a revelation, 
could not contain his impatience and indignation. 

“This, then,” he said, “is the explanation of an anonymous 
letter which I received, and of the injurious suggestions 
concerning my wife’s honour which it contained ; it was written 
to give an appearance of probability to this infamous legend. 
The whole thing is a disgraceful plot, and no doubt Monsieur 
Derues wrote the letter himself.” 

“J know nothing about it,” said Derues unconcernedly, 
*‘and the explanation which you profess to find in it I should 
rather refer to something else Iam going to mention. I did 
not know a secret warning had been sent to you: I now learn 
it from you, and I understand perfectly that such a letter may 
have been written. But that you have received such a 
warning ought surely to be a reason for listening patiently and 
not denouncing all I say as imposture.” 

While saying this Derues mentally constructed the fresh 
falsehood necessitated by the interruption, but no variation of 
countenance betrayed his thought. He had an air of dignity 
natural to his position. He saw that, in spite of clearheaded- 
ness and long practice in studying the most deceptive 
countenances, the magistrate so far had not scented any of his 
falsehoods, and was getting bewildered in the windings of this 
long narrative, through which Derues led him as he chose; 
and he resumed with confidence— 

** You know that I made Monsieur de Lamotte’s acquaintance 
more than a year ago, and I had reason to believe his friend- 
ship as sincere as my own. As a friend, I could not cafnly 
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accept the suspicion which then entered my mind, nor could I 
conceal my surprise. Madame de Lamotte saw this, and 
understood from my looks that I was not satisfied with the 
explanation she wished me to accept. A glance of intelligence 
passed between her and her friend, who was still holding 
Edouard’s hand. The day, though cold, was fine, and she 
proposed a walk in the park. I offered her my arm, and the 
stranger walked in front with Edouard. We had a short 
conversation, which has remained indelibly fixed in my 
memory. 

*©¢ Why did you come?’ she inquired. 

“TI did not answer, but looked sternly at her, in order to 
discompose her. At length I said— 

“© You should have written, madame, and warned me that 
my coming would be indiscreet.’ 

‘She seemed much disconcerted, and exclaimed— 

**T am lost! I see you guess everything, and will tell my 
husband. I am an unhappy woman, and a sin once committed 
can never be erased from the pages of a woman’s life! Listen, 
Monsieur Derues, listen, I implore you! You see this man, I 
shall not tell you who he is, I shall not give his name .. . but 
I loved him long ago; I should have been his wife, and had he 
not been compelled to leave France, I should have married no 
one else.’” 

Monsieur de Lamotte started, and grew pale. 

‘What is the matter?” the magistrate inquired. 

*©Oh! this dastardly wretch is profiting by his knowledge of 
secrets which a long intimacy has enabled him to discover. 
Do not believe him, I entreat you, do not believe him !” 

Derues resumed. ‘‘Madame de Lamotte continued: ‘I 
saw him again sixteen years ago, always in hiding, always 
proscribed. ‘To-day he reappears under a name which is not 
his own: he wishes to link my fate with his; he has insisted 
on seeing Edouard. But I shall escape him. I have invented 
this fiction of placing my son among the royal pages to 
account for my stay here. Do not contradict me, but help me ; 
for a little time ago I met one of Monsieur de Lamotte’s friends, 


204 CELEBRATED CRIMES 


I am afraid he suspected something. Say you have seen me 
several times; as you have come, let it be known that you 
brought Edouard here. I shall return to Buisson as soon as 
possible, but will you go first, see my husband, satisfy him if 
he is anxious? Iam in your hands; my honour, my reputation, 
my very life, are at your mercy; you can either ruin or help to 
save me. I may be guilty, but Iam not corrupt. I have wept 
for my sin day after day, and I have already cruelly expiated it.” 

This execrable calumny was not related without frequent 
interruptions on the part of Monsieur de Lamotte. He was, how- 
ever, obliged to own to himself that it was quite true that Marie 
Périer had really been promised to a man whom an unlucky 
affair had driven into exile, and whom he had supposed to be 
dead. This revelation, coming from Derues, who had the 
strongest interest in lying, by no means convinced him of his 
wife’s dishonour, nor destroyed the feelings of a husband and 
father ; but Derues was not speaking for him alone, and what 
appeared incredible to Monsieur de Lamotte might easily seem 
less improbable to the colder and less interested judgment of 
the magistrate. 

“IT was wrong,” Derues continued, “in allowing myself to be 
touched by her tears, wrong in believing in her repentance, 
more wrong still in going to Buisson to satisfy her husband. 
But I only consented on conditions: Madame de Lamotte 
promised me to return shortly to Paris, vowing that her son 
should never know the truth, and that the rest of her life should 
be devoted to atoning for her sin by a boundless devotion. 
She then begged me to leave her, and told me she would write 
to me at Paris to fix the day of her return. This is what 
happened, and this is why I went to Buisson and gave my 
support to a lying fiction. With one word I might have 
destroyed the happiness of seventeen years. I did not wish to 
do so. I believed in the remorse; I believe in it still, in spite 
of all appearances ; I have refused to speak this very day, and 
made every effort to prolong an illusion which I know it will 
be terrible to lose.” - 

There was a moment of silence. This fable, so atrociously 
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ingenious, was simply and impressively narrated, and with an 
air of candour well contrived to impose on the magistrate, or, 
at least, to suggest grave doubts to his mind. Derues, with his 
usual cunning, had conformed his language to the quality of 
his listener. Any tricks, professions of piety, quotations from 
sacred books, so largely indulged in when he wished to 
bamboozle people of a lower class, would here have told against 
him. He knew when to abstain, and carried the art of decep- 
tion far enough to be able to lay aside the appearance of 
hypocrisy. He had described all the circumstances without 
affectation, and if this unexpected accusation was wholly 
unproved, it yet rested on a possible fact, and did not appear 
absolutely incredible. The magistrate went through it all 
again, and made him repeat every detail, without being able 
to make him contradict himself or show the smallest embarrass- 
ment. While interrogating Derues, he kept his eyes fixed 
upon him; and this double examination being quite fruitless, 
only increased his perplexity. However, he never relaxed the 
incredulous severity of his demeanour, nor the imperative and 
threatening tone of his voice. 

“You acknowledge having been at Lyons?” he asked. 

**T have been there.” 

“At the beginning of this examination you said you would 
explain the reason of this journey later.” 

‘“‘T am ready to do so, for the journey is connected with the 
facts I have just narrated ; it was caused by them.” 

** Explain it.” 

‘“‘T again ask permission to relate fully. I did not hear from 
Versailles: I began to fear Monsieur de Lamotte’s anxiety 
would bring him to Paris. Bound by the promise I had made 
to his wife to avert all suspicion and to satisfy any doubts he 
might conceive, and, must I add, also remembering that it, was 
important for me to inform him of our new arrangements, and 
of this payment of a hundred thousand livres w 

“That payment is assuredly fictitious,” interrupted Monsieur 
de Lamotte; “we must have some proof of it.” 

**¢ T will prove it presently,” answered Derues. ‘So I went to 
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Buisson, as I have already told you. On my return I found a 
letter from Madame de Lamotte, a letter with a Paris stamp, 
which had arrived that morning. I was surprised that she 
should write, when actually in Paris; I opened the letter, and 
was still more surprised. I have not the letter with me, but 
I recollect the sense of it perfectly, if not the wording, and I 
can produce it if necessary. Madame de Lamotte was at 
Lyons with her son and this person whose name I do not 
know, and whom I do not care to mention before her husband. 
She had confided this letter to a person who was coming to 
Paris, and who was to bring it me; but this individual, whose 
name was Marquis, regretted that having to start again 
immediately, he was obliged to entrust it to the post. This is 
the sense of its contents. Madame de Lamotte wrote that she 
found herself obliged to follow this nameless person to Lyons ; 
and she begged me to send her news of her husband and of 
the state of his affairs, but said not one single word of any 
probable return. I became very uneasy at the news of this 
clandestine departure. I had no security except a private 
contract annulling our first agreement on the payment of one 
hundred thousand livres, and that this was not a sufficient 
and regular receipt I knew, because the lawyer had already 
refused to surrender Monsieur de Lamotte’s power of attorney. 
I thought over all the difficulties which this flight, which would 
have to be kept secret, was likely to produce, and I started for 
Lyons without writing or giving any notice of my intention. 
I had no information, I did not even know whether Madame 
de Lamotte was passing by another name, as at Versailles, but 
chance decreed that I met her the very day of my arrival. 
She was alone, and complained bitterly of her fate, saying she 
had been compelled to follow this individual to Lyons, but 
that very soon she would be free and would return to Paris. 
But I was struck by the uncertainty of her manner, and said I 
should not leave her without obtaining a deed in proof of our 
recent arrangements. She refused at first, saying it was 
unnecessary, as she would so soon return ; but I insisted strongly. 
I told her I had already compromised myself by telling Monsieur 
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de Lamotte that she was at Versailles, endeavouring to procure 
an appointment for her son; that since she had been compelled 
to come to Lyons, the same person might take her elsewhere, 
so that she might disappear any day, might leave France 
without leaving any trace, without any written acknowledg- 
ment of her own dishonour ; and that when all these falsehoods 
were discovered, I should appear in the light of an accomplice. 
I said also that, as she had unfortunately lodged in my house 
in Paris, and had requested me to remove her son from his 
school, explanations would be required from me, and perhaps 
I should be accused of this double disappearance. Finally, I 
declared that if she did not give me some proofs of her 
existence, willingly or unwillingly, I would go at once to a 
magistrate. My firmness made her reflect. ‘My good 
Monsieur Derues,’ she said, ‘I ask your forgiveness for all the 
trouble I have caused you. I will give you this deed to-morrow, 
to-day it is too late; but come to this same place to-morrow, 
and you shall see me again.’ I hesitated, I confess, to let her 
go. ‘Ah,’ she said, grasping my hands, ‘do not suspect me 
of intending to deceive you! I swear that I will meet you 
here at four o’clock. It is enough that I have ruined myself, 
and perhaps my son, without also entangling you in my 
unhappy fate. Yes, you are right, this deed is important, 
necessary for you, and you shall have it. But do not show 
yourself here ; if you were seen, I might not be able to do what 
I ought to do. To-morrow you shall see me again, I swear it. 
She then left me. The next day, the 12th March, I was exact 
at the rendezvous, and Madame de Lamotte arrived a moment 
later. She gave me a deed, authorising her husband to receive 
the arrears of thirty thousand livres remaining from the 
purchase-money of Buisson-Souef. I endeavoured again to 
express my opinion of her conduct; she listened in silence, as 
if my words affected her deeply. We were walking together, 
when she told me she had some business in a house we were 
passing, and asked me to wait for her. I waited more than an 
hour, and then discovered that this house, like many others in 
L¥ons, had an exit in another street; and I understood that 
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Madame de Lamotte had escaped by this passage/‘and that 1 
might wait in vain. Concluding that trying tof follow her 
would be useless, and seeing also that any remonstrance woulq 
be made in vain, I returned to Paris, deciding t6 say nothing 
as yet, and to conceal the truth as long as possibile. I still had 
hopes, and I did not count on being so soon ‘called on to 
defend myself: I thought that when I had to speak, it would 
be as a friend, and not as an accused person. This, sir, is the 
explanation of my conduct, and I regret that this justification, 
so easy for myself, should be so cruelly painful for another. 
You have seen the efforts which I made to defer it.” 

Monsieur de Lamotte had heard this second part of Derues’ 
recital with a more silent indignation, not that he admitted its 
probability, but he was confounded by this monstrous imposture, 
and, as it were, terror-stricken by such profound hypocrisy. 
His mind revolted at the idea of his wife being accused of 
adultery; but while he repelled this charge with decision, he 
saw the confirmation of his secret terrors and presentiments, 
and his heart sank within him at the prospect of exploring this 
abyss of iniquity. He was pale, gasping for breath, as though 
he himself had been the criminal, while scorching tears furrowed 
his cheeks, He tried to speak, but his voice failed ; he wanted 
to fling back at Derues the names of traitor and assassin, and 
he was obliged to bear in silence the look of mingled grief and 
pity which the latter bestowed upon him. 

The magistrate, calmer, and master of his emotions, but 
tolerably bewildered in this labyrinth of cleverly connected 
lies, thought it desirable to ask some further questions. 

‘‘ How,” said he, “did you obtain this sum of a hundred 
thousand livres which you say you paid over to Madame de 


Lamotte?” 
“I have been engaged in business for several years, and 


have acquired some fortune.” 

‘“‘ Nevertheless, you have postponed the obligation of making 
this payment several times, so that Monsieur de Lamotte had 
begun to feel uneasiness on the subject. This was the chief 


reason of his wife’s coming to Paris.” 
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‘“‘One sometimes experiences momentary difficulties, which 
presently disappear.” 

‘‘You say you have a deed given you at Lyons by Madame 
de Lamotte, which you were to give to her husband?” 

‘Tt is here.” 

The magistrate examined the deed carefully, and noted the 
name of the lawyer in whose office it had been drawn up. 

‘You may go,” he said at last. 

‘What !” exclaimed Monsieur de Lamotte. 

Derues stopped, but the magistrate signed to him to go, in- 
timating, however, that he was on no account to leave Paris. 

‘‘ But,” said Monsieur de Lamotte, when they were alone, “ this 
man is indeed guilty. My wife has not betrayed me! She!— 
forget her duties as a wife! she was virtue incarnate! Ah! I 
assure you these terrible calumnies are invented to conceal a 
double crime! I throw myself at your feet,—I implore your 
justice ! e 

‘Rise, monsieur. This is only a preliminary examination, 
and I confess that, so far, he comes well out of it, for imagi- 
nation can hardly understand such a depth of deceit. I watched 
him closely the whole time, and I could discover no sign of 
alarm, no contradiction, in either face or language; if guilty, 
he must be the greatest hypocrite that ever existed. But I shall 
neglect nothing: if a criminal is allowed to flatter himself with 
impunity, he frequently forgets to be prudent, and I have seen 
many betray themselves when they thought they had nothing 
to fear. Patience, and trust to the justice of both God and 
man.” 

Several days passed, and Derues flattered himself the danger 
was over: his every action meanwhile was most carefully 
watched, but so that he remained unaware of the surveillance. 
A police officer named Mutel, distinguished for activity and 
intelligence beyond his fellows, was charged with collecting 
information and following any trail. All his bloodhounds 
were in action, and hunted Paris thoroughly, but could trace 
nothing bearing on the fate of Madame de Lamotte and her 
son. Mutel, however, soon discovered that in the rue Saint- 

1Il.—14 
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Victor, Derues had failed three successive times, that he had 
been pursued by numerous creditors, and been often near im- 
prisonment for debt, and that in 1771 he had been publicly 
accused of incendiarism. He reported on these various 
circumstances, and then went himself to Derues’ abode, where 
he obtained no results.) Madame Derues declared that she 
knew nothing whatever, and the police, having vainly searched 
the whole house, had to retire. Derues himself was absent; 
when he returned he found another order to appear before the 
magistrate. 

His first success had encouraged him. He appeared before 
the magistrate accompanied by a lawyer and full of confidence, 
complaining loudly that the police, in searching during his 
absence, had offended against the rights of a domiciled burgess, 
and ought to have awaited his return. Affecting a just indig- 
nation at Monsieur de Lamotte’s conduct towards him, he 
presented a demand that the latter should be declared a calum- 
niator, and should pay damages for the injury caused to his 
reputation. But this time his effrontery and audacity were of 
little avail, the magistrate easily detected him in flagrant lies. He 
declared at first that he had paid the hundred thousand livres 
with his own money, but when reminded of his various bank- 
ruptcies, the claims of his creditors, and the judgments 
obtained against him as an insolvent debtor, he made a 
complete vwolte-face, and declared he had borrowed the money 
from an advocate named Duclos, to whom he had given a 
bond in presence of a notary. In spite of all his protestations, 
the magistrate committed him to solitary confinement at Fort 
lEveque. 

As yet, nothing was publicly known; but vague reports and 
‘gossip, carried from shop to shop, circulated among the people, 
and began to reach the higher classes of society. The in- 
fallible instinct which is aroused among the masses is truly 
marvellous ; a great crime is committed, which seems at first 
likely to defeat justice, and the public conscience is aroused. 
Long before the tortuous folds which envelop the mystery can 
be penetrated, while it is still sunk in profound obscurity, the 
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voice of the nation, like an excited hive, buzzes around the 
secret ; though the magistrates doubt, the public curiosity fixes 
itself, and never! leaves go; if the criminal’s hiding-place is 
changed, it follows the track, points it out, descries it in the 
gloom. This is what happened on the news of Derues’ arrest. 
The affair was everywhere discussed, although the information 
was incomplete, reports inexact, and no real publicity to be 
obtained. The romance which Derues had invented by way 
of defence, and which became known as well as Monsieur de 
Lamotte’s accusation, obtained no credence whatever; on the 
contrary, all the reports to his discredit were eagerly adopted. 
As yet, no crime could be traced, but the public presentiment 
divined an atrocious one. Have we not often seen similar 
agitations? ‘The names of Bastide, of Castaing, of Papavoine, 
had hardly been pronounced before they completely absorbed 
all the public attention, and this had to be satisfied, light 
had to be thrown on the darkness: society demanded ven- 
geance. 

Derues felt some alarm in his dungeon, but his presence of 
mind and his dissimulation in no wise deserted him, and he 
swore afresh every day to the truth of his statements. But his 
last false assertion turned against him: the bond for a hundred 
thousand livres which he professed to have given to Duclos 
was a counterfeit which Duclos had annulled by a sort of 
counter declaration made the same day. Another circumstance, 
intended to ensure his safety, only redoubled suspicion. On 
April 8th, notes payable to order to the amount of seventy- 
eight thousand livres, were received by Monsieur de Lamotte’s 
lawyer, as if coming from Madame de Lamotte. It appeared 
extraordinary that these notes, which arrived in an ordinary 
stamped envelope, should not be accompanied by any letter of 
advice, and suspicion attached to Madame Derues, who hitherto 
had remained unnoticed. An inquiry as to where the packet had 
been posted soon revealed the office, distinguished by a letter 
of the alphabet, and the postmaster described a servant-maid 
who had brought the letter and paid for it. The description 
resembled the Derues’ servant; and this girl, much alarmed, 
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acknowledged, after a great deal of hesitation, that she had 
posted the letter in obedience to her mistress’s orders. Where- 
upon Madame Derues was sent as a prisoner to Fort ’Evéque, 
and her husband transferred to the Grand-Chf4telet. On being 
interrogated, she at length owned that she had sent these notes 
to Monsieur de Lamotte’s lawyer, and that her husband had given 
them her in an envelope hidden in the soiled linen for which 
she had brought him clean in exchange. 

All this certainly amounted to serious presumptive evidence 
of guilt, and if Derues had shown himself to the multitude, 
which followed every phase of the investigation with increasing 
anxiety, a thousand arms would have willingly usurped the office 
of the executioner ; but the distance thence to actual proof of 
murder was enormous for the magistracy. Derues maintained 
his tranquillity, always asserting that Madame de Lamotte and 
her son were alive, and would clear him by their reappearance. 
Neither threats nor stratagems succeeded in making him con- 
tradict himself, and his assurance shook the strongest conviction. 
A new difficulty was added to so much uncertainty. 

A messenger had been sent off secretly with all haste to 
Lyons ; his return was awaited for a test which it was thought 
would be decisive. 

One morning Derues was fetched from his prison and taken 
to a lower hall of the Conciergerie. He received no answers 
to the questions addressed to his escort, and this silence showed 
him the necessity of being on his guard and preserving his 
imperturbable demeanour whatever might happen. On arriving, 
he found the commissioner of police, Mutel, and some other 
persons. The hall being very dark, had been illuminated with 
several torches, and Derues was so placed that the light fell 
strongly on his face, and was then ordered to look towards a 
particular part of the hall. As he did so, a door opened, and 
a man entered. Derues beheld him with indifference, and 
seeing that the stranger was observing him attentively, he bowed 
to him as one might bow to an unknown person whose curiosity 
seems rather unusual. 

It was impossible to detect the slightest trace of emotion; a 
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hand placed on his heart would not have felt an increased 
pulsation, yet this stranger’s recognition would be fatal ! 

Mutel approached the new-comer and whispered— 

“Do you recognise him ?” 

“No, I do not.” 

‘‘ Have the kindness to leave the room for a moment; we 
will ask you to return immediately.” 

This individual was the lawyer in whose office at Lyons the 
deed had been drawn up which Derues had signed, disguised 
as a woman, and under the name of Marie-Francoise Périer, 
wife of the Sieur de Lamotte. 

A woman’s garments were brought in, and Derues was ordered 
to put them on, which he did readily, affecting much amuse- 
ment. As he was assisted to disguise himself, he laughed, 
stroked his chin and assumed mincing airs, carrying effrontery 
so far as to ask for a mirror. 

‘¢ T should like to see if it is becoming,” he said ; ‘‘ perhaps I 
might make some conquests.” 

The lawyer returned: Derues was made to pass before him, 
to sit at a table, sign a paper, in fact to repeat everything it was 
imagined he might have said or done in the lawyer’s office. 
This second attempt at identification succeeded no better than 
the first. The lawyer hesitated; then, understanding all the 
importance of his deposition, he refused to swear to anything, 
and finally declared that this was not the person who had come 
to him at Lyons. 

**¥ am sorry, sir,” said Derues, as they removed him, “that 
you should have been troubled by having to witness this absurd 
comedy. Donot blame me for it ; but ask Heaven to enlighten 
those who do not fear to accuse me. As for me, knowing that 
my innocence will shortly be made clear, I pardon them hence- 
forth.” 

Although justice at this period was generally expeditious, and 
the lives of accused persons were by no means safe-guarded as 
they now are, it was impossible to condemn Derues in the 
absence of any positive proof sof guilt. He knew this, and 
Waited patiently in his prison for the moment when he should 
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triumph over the capital accusation which weighed against 
him. The storm no longer thundered over his head, the 
most terrible trials were passed, the examinations became less 
frequent, and there were no more surprises to dread. The 
lamentations of Monsieur de Lamotte went to the hearts of the 
magistrates, but his certainty could not establish theirs, and 
they pitied, but could not avenge him. In certain minds a 
sort of reaction favourable to the prisoner began to set in. 
Among the dupes of Derues’ seeming piety, many who at first 
held their peace under these crushing accusations returned to 
their former opinion. The bigots and devotees, all who made 
a profession of kneeling in the churches, of publicly crossing 
themselves and dipping their fingers in the holy water, and 
who lived on cant and repetitions of ‘‘ Amen” and “ Alleluia,” 
talked of persecution, of martyrdom, until Derues nearly 
became a saint destined by the Almighty to find canonisation 
ina dungeon. Hence arose quarrels and arguments; and this 
abortive trial, this unproved accusation, kept the public imagina- 
tion in a constant ferment. 

To the greater part of those who talk of the “Supreme 
Being,” and who expect His intervention in human affairs, 
“ Providence” is only a word, solemn and sonorous, a sort of 
theatrical machine which sets all right in the end, and which 
they glorify with a few banalities proceeding from the lips, but 
not from the heart. It is true that this unknown and mysterious 
Cause which we call “God” or “Chance” often appears so 
exceedingly blind and deaf that one may be permitted to wonder 
whether certain crimes are really set apart for punishment, when 
sO many others apparently go scot-free. How many murders 
remain buried in the night of the tomb! how many outrageous 
and avowed crimes have slept peacefully in an insolent and 
audacious prosperity! We know the names of many criminals, 
but who can tell the number of unknownland forgotten victims ? 
The history of humanity is twofold, and like that of the invisible 
world, which contains marvels unexplored by the science of the 
visible one, the history recounted in books is by no means the 
most curious and strange. But without delaying over questions 
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such as these, without protesting here against sophistries which 
cloud the conscience and hide the presence of an avenging 
Deity, we leave the facts to the general judgment, and have 
now to relate the last episode in this long and terrible drama. 

Of all the populous quarters of Paris which commented on 
the “affaire Derues,” none showed more excitement than that 
of the Gréve, and amongst all the surrounding streets none 
could boast more numerous crowds than the rue de la 
Mortellerie. Not that a secret instinct magnetised the crowd 
in the very place where the proof lay buried, but that each 
day its attention was aroused by a painful spectacle. A pale 
and grief-stricken man, whose eyes seemed quenched in tears, 
passed often down the street, hardly able to drag himself along ; 
it was Monsieur de Lamotte, who lodged, as we have said, in the 
rue de la Mortellerie, and who seemed like a spectre wandering 
round a tomb. The crowd made way and uncovered before 
him, everybody respected such terrible misfortune, and when 
he had passed, the groups formed up again, and continued 
discussing the mystery until nightfall. 

On April 17th, about four in the afternoon, a score of 
workmen and gossiping women had collected in front of a 
shop. A stout woman, standing on the lowest step, like an 
orator in the tribune, held forth and related for the twentieth 
time what she knew, or rather, did not know. ‘There were 
listening ears and gaping mouths, even a slight shudder ran 
through the group; for the widow Masson, discovering a gift 
of eloquence at the age of sixty, contrived to mingle great 
warmth and much indignation in her recital. All at once 
silence fell on the crowd, and a passage was made for 
Monsieur de Lamotte. One man ventured to ask— 

‘Is there anything fresh to-day ?” 

A sad shake of the head was the only answer, and the 
unhappy man continued his way. 

‘Ts that Monsieur de Lamotte ?” inquired a particularly dirty 
woman, whose cap, stuck on the side of her head, allowed 
locks of grey hair to straggle from under it. “Ah! is that 
Monsieur de Lamotte?” 
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‘Dear me!” said a neighbour, “ don’t you know him by this 
time? He passes every day.” 

“Excuse me! I don’t belong to this quarter, and—no 
offence—but it is not so beautiful as to bring one out of 
curiosity! Nothing personal—but it is rather dirty.” 

‘© Madame is probably accustomed to use a carriage.” 

‘“That would suit you better than me, my dear, and would 
save your having to buy shoes to keep your feet off the 
ground !” 

The crowd seemed inclined to hustle the speaker, but— 

“Wait a moment!” she continued, “I didn’t mean to 
offend anyone. I am a poor woman, but there’s no disgrace in 
that, and I can afford a glass of liqueur. Eh, good gossip, you 
understand, don’t you? A drop of the best for Mother Mani- 
ffret, and if my fine friend there will drink with me to settle 
our difference, I will stand her a glass.” 

The example set by the old hawker was contagious, and 
instead of filling two little glasses only, the widow Masson 
dispensed a bottleful. 

‘** Come, you have done well,” cried Mother Maniffret ; ‘‘my 
idea has brought you luck.” 

‘¢ Faith ! not before it was wanted, either! ” 

‘* What! are you complaining of trade too?” 

‘‘Ah! don’t mention it; it is miserable!” 

‘“‘There’s no trade at all. I scream myself hoarse all day, 
and choke myself for twopence halfpenny. I don’t know what’s 
to come of it all. But you seem to have a nice little custom.” 

‘What’s the good of that, with a whole house on one’s 
hands? It’s just my luck; the old tenants go, and the new 
ones don’t come.” 

‘*What’s the matter, then ?” 

‘I think the devil’s in it. There was a nice man on the 
first floor—gone ; a decent family on the third, all nght except 
that the man beat his wife every night, and made such a row 
that no one could sleep—gone also. I put up notices—no one 
even looks at them! A few months ago—it was the middle 
of December, the day of the last execution 4 " 
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“The 15th, then,” said the hawker. “I cried it, so I know; 
it’s my trade, that.” 

‘‘ Very well, then, the 15th,” resumed widow Masson. ‘On 
that day, then, I let the cellar to a man who said he was a 
wine merchant, and who paid a term in advance, seeing that 
I didn’t know him, and wouldn’t have lent him a farthing on 
the strength of his good looks. He was a little bit of a man, 
no taller than that,”—-contemptuously holding out her hand,— 
‘Sand he had two round eyes which I didn’t like at all. He 
certainly paid, he did that, but we are more than half through 
the second term and I have no news of my tenant.” 

‘And have you never seen him since?” 

“Yes, once—no, twice. Let’s see—three times, I am sure. 
He came with a hand-cart and a commissionaire, and had a big 
chest taken downstairs—a case which he said contained wine 
in bottles. . . . No, he came before that, with a workman, I 
think. . . . Really, I don’t know if it was before or after— 
doesn’t matter. Anyhow, it was bottled wine. The third time 
he brought a mason, and I am sure they quarrelled. I heard 
their voices. He carried off the key, and I have seen neither 
him nor his wine again. I have another key, and I went down 
one day ; perhaps the rats have drunk the wine and eaten the 
chest, for there certainly is nothing there any more than there is 
in my hand now. Nevertheless, I saw whatIsaw. A big chest, 
very big, quite new, and corded all round with strong rope.” 

‘Now, what day was that?” asked the hawker. 

“What day? Well, it was—no, I can’t remember.” 

“Nor I either; I am getting stupid. lLet’s have another 
little glass—shall we ? just to clear our memories !” 

The expedient was not crowned with success, the memories 
failed to recover themselves. The crowd waited, attentive, as 
may be supposed. Suddenly the hawker exclaimed— 

“What a fool I am! I am going to find that, if only I 
have still got it.” 

She felt eagerly in the pocket of her underskirt, and pro- 
duced several pieces of dirty, crumpled paper. As she unfolded 
one*after another, she asked— 
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‘* A big chest, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes, very big.” 

‘And quite new?” 

* Quite new.” 

‘* And corded ?” 

“Yes, I can see it now.” 

“So can I, good gracious! It was the day when I sold 
the history of Leroi de Valines, the rst of February.” 

“Yes, it was a Saturday ; the next day was Sunday.” 

“ That’s it, that’s it !—Saturday, February rst. Well, I know 
that chest too! I met your wine merchant on the Place du 
Louvre, and he wasn’t precisely enjoying himself: one of his 
crditors wanted to seize the chest, the wine, the whole kettle 
of fish! A little man, isn’t he ?—a scarecrow P” 

Just so.” 

‘‘ And has red hair?” 

** That’s the man.” 

** And looks a hypocrite ?” 

‘You've hit it exactly.” 

‘And he is a hypocrite! enough to make one shudder! 
No doubt he can’t pay his rent! A thief, my dears, a beggarly 
thief, who set fire to his own cellar, and who accused me of 
trying to steal from him, while it was he who cheated me, the 
villain, out of a piece of twenty-four sous. It’s lucky I turned 
up here! Well, well, we shall have some fun! Here’s another 
little business on your hands, and you will have to say where 
that wine has got to, my dear gossip Derues.” 

‘¢ Derues !” cried twenty voices all at once. 

‘What! Derues who is in prison?” 

‘* Why, that’s Monsieur de Lamotte’s man.” 

‘The man who killed Madame de Lamotte? ” 

‘‘ The man who made away with her son?” 

‘‘A scoundrel, my dears, who accused me of stealing, an 
absolute monster ! ” 

“It is just a little unfortunate,” said widow Masson, “that 
it isn’t theman. My tenant calls himself Ducoudray. There’s 
his name on the register.” u 
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‘‘Confound it, that doesn’t look like it at all,” said the 
hawker: “now that’s a bore! Oh yes, I have a grudge 
against that thief, who accused me of stealing. I told him I 
should sell his history some day. When that happens, Ill 
treat you all round.” 

As a foretaste of the fulfilment of this promise, the company 
disposed of a second bottle of liqueur, and, becoming excited, 
they chattered at random for some time, but at length slowly 
dispersed, and the street relapsed into the silence of night. 
But, a few hours later, the inhabitants were surprised to see 
the two ends occupied by unknown people, while other 
sinister-looking persons patrolled it all night, as if keeping 
guard. The next morning a carriage escorted by police 
stopped at the widow Masson’s door. An officer of police 
got out and entered a neighbouring house, whence he emerged 
a quarter of an hour later with Monsieur de Lamotte leaning on 
hisarm. The officer demanded the key of the cellar which last 
December had been hired from the widow Masson by a 
person named Ducoudray, and went down to it with Monsieur 
de Lamotte and one of his subordinates. 

The carriage standing at the door, the presence of the 
commissioner Mutel, the chatter of the previous evening, had 
naturally roused everybody’s imagination. But this excitement 
had to be kept for home use: the whole street was under 
arrest, and its inhabitants were forbidden to leave their houses. 
The windows, crammed with anxious faces, questioning each 
other, in the expectation of something wonderful, were a curious 
sight; and the ignorance in which they remained, these 
mysterious preparations, these orders silently executed, 
doubled the curiosity, and added a sort of terror: no one could 
see the persons who had accompanied the police officer ; three 
men remained in the carriage, one guarded by the two others. 
When the heavy coach turned into the rue de la Mortellerie, 
this man had bent towards the closed window and asked— 

“‘ Where are we ?” 

And when they answered him, he said— 

“d do not know this street ; I was never in it.” 
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After saying this quite quietly, he asked— 

‘Why am I brought here?” 

As no one replied, he resumed his look of indifference, and 
betrayed no emotion, neither when the carriage stopped nor,when 
he saw Monsieur de Lamotte enter the widow Masson’s house. 

The officer reappeared on the threshold, and ordered 
Derues to be brought in. 

The previous evening, detectives, mingling with the crowd, 
had listened to the hawker’s story of having met Derues near 
the Louvre escorting a large chest. The police magistrate 
was informed in the course of the evening. It was an 
indication, a ray of light, perhaps the actual truth, detached 
from obscurity by chance gossip ; and measures were instantly 
taken to prevent anyone either entering or leaving the street 
without being followed and examined. Mutel thought he was 
on the track, but the criminal might have accomplices also on 
the watch, who, warned in time, might be able to remove the 
proofs of the crime, if any existed. 

Derues was placed between two men who each held an arm. 
A third went before, holding a torch. The commissioner, 
followed by men also carrying torches, and provided with 
spades and pickaxes, came behind, and in this order they 
descended to the vault. It was a dismal and terrifying pro- 
cession ; anyone beholding these dark and sad countenances, 
this pale and resigned man, passing thus into these damp 
vaults illuminated by the flickering glare of torches, might well 
have thought himself the victim of illusion and watching some 
gloomy execution in a dream. But all was real, and when 
light penetrated this dismal charnel-house it seemed at once to 
illuminate its secret depths, so that the light of truth might at 
length penetrate these dark shadows, and that the voice of 
the dead would speak from the earth and the walls. 

‘“Wretch!” exclaimed Monsieur de Lamotte, when he saw 
Derues appear, “isitherethat youmurdered my wife andmy son?” 

Derues looked calmly at him, and replied— 

“IT beg you, sir, not to add insult to the misfortunes you 
have already caused. If you stood in my place and I were in 
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yours, I should feel some pity and respect for so terrible a posi- 
tion. What do you want of me? and why am I brought here ?” 

He did not know the events of last evening, and could only 
mentally accuse the mason who had helped to bury the chest. 
He felt that he was lost, but his audacity never forsook him. 

‘*You are here, in the first place, to be confronted with this 
woman,” said the officer, causing the widow Masson to stand 
opposite to him. 

“J do not know her.” 

‘But I know you, and know you well. It was you who 
hired this cellar under the name of Ducoudray.” 

Derues shrugged his shoulders and answered bitterly— 

‘I can understand a man being condemned to the torture 
if he is guilty, but that in order to accomplish one’s mission 
as accuser, and to discover a criminal, false witnesses who can 
give no evidence should be brought a hundred leagues, that 
the rabble should be roused up, that divers faces and 
imaginary names should be bestowed on an innocent man, in 
order to turn a movement of surprise or an indignant gesture 
to his disadvantage, all this is iniquitous, and goes beyond 
the right of judgment bestowed upon men by God. I do not 
know this woman, and no matter what she says or does, I 
shall say no more.” 

Neither the skill nor threats of the police officer could shake 
this resolution. It was to no purpose that the widow Masson 
repeated and asseverated that she recognised him as her tenant 
Ducoudray, and that he had had a large case of wine taken down 
into the cellar; Derues folded his arms, and remained as 
motionless as if he had been blind and deaf. 

The walls were sounded, the stones composing them care- 
fully examined, the floor pierced in several places, but nothing 
unusual was discovered. Would they have to give it up? 
Already the officer was making signs to this effect, when the 
man who had remained at first below with Monsieur de Lamotte, 
and who, standing in shadow, had carefully watched Derues 
when he was brought down, came forward, and pointing to 
thé’ recess under the stairs, said— 
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‘‘ Examine this corner. The prisoner glanced involuntarily 
in this direction when he came down; I have watched him, 
and it is the only sign he has given. I was the only person 
who could see him, and he did not seeme. He is very clever, 
but one can’t be for ever on one’s guard, and may the devil 
take me if I haven’t scented the hiding-place.” 

‘““Wretch !” said Derues to himself, ‘then you have had your 
hand on me for a whole hour, and amused yourself by pro- 
longing my agony! Oh! I ought to have known it; I have 
found my master. Never mind, you shall learn nothing from 
my face, nor yet from the decaying body you will find ; worms 
and poison can only have left an unrecognisable corpse.” 

An iron rod sunk into the ground, encountered a hard 
substance some four feet below. Two men set to work, and 
dug with energy. Every eye was fixed upon this trench 
increasing in depth with every shovelful of earth which the two 
labourers cast aside. Monsieur de Lamotte was nearly fainting, 
and his emotion impressed everyone except Derues. At length 
the silence was broken by the spades striking heavily on wood, 
and the noise made everyone shudder. ‘The chest was un- 
covered and hoisted out of the trench; it was opened, and the 
body of a woman was seen, clad only in a chemise, with a red and 
white headband, face downwards. The body was turned over, 
and Monsieur de Lamotte recognised his wife, not yet disfigured. 

The feeling of horror was so great that no one spoke or 
uttered a sound. Derues, occupied in considering the few 
vague chances which remained to him, had not observed that, 
by the officer’s order, one of the guards had left the cellar 
before the men began to dig. Everybody had drawn back 
both from the corpse and the murderer, who alone had not 
moved, and who was repeating prayers. The flame of the 
torches placed on the ground cast a reddish light on this silent 
and terrible scene. 

Derues started and turned round on hearing a terrified cry 
behind him. His wife had just been brought to the cellar. 
The commissioner seized her with one hand, and taking a 
torch in the other, compelled her to look down on the body. 
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“It is Madame de Lamotte!” he exclaimed. 

“Ves, yes,” she answered, overwhelmed with terror,—“ yes, 
I recognise her!” 

Unable to support the sight any longer, she grew pale and 
fainted away. She and her husband were removed separately. 
One would have supposed the discovery was already known 
outside, for the people showered curses and cries of 
** Assassin !” and “ Poisoner!” on the carriage which conveyed 
Derues. He remained silent during the drive, but before re- 
entering his dungeon, he said— 

**T must have been mad when I sought to hide the death 
and burial of Madame de Lamotte from public knowledge. 
It is the only sin I have committed, and, innocent of aught 
else, I resign myself as a Christian to the judgment of God.” 

It was the only line of defence which remained open to 
him, and he clung to it, with the hope of imposing on the 
magistrates by redoubled hypocrisy and pious observances. 
But all this laboriously constructed scaffolding of lies was 
shaken to its base and fell away piece by piece. Every 
moment brought fresh and overwhelming revelations. He 
professed that Madame de Lamotte had died suddenly in his 
house, and that, fearing suspicion, he had buried her secretly. 
But the doctors called on to examine the body declared that 
she had been poisoned with corrosive sublimate and opium. 
The pretended payment was clearly an odious imposture, 
the receipt a forgery! Then, like a threatening spectre, 
arose another question, to which he found no reply, and his 
own invention turned against him. Why, knowing his mother 
was no more, had he taken young de Lamotte to Versailles ? 
What had become of the youth? What had befallen him? 
Once on the track, the cooper with whom he had lodged on the 
12th of February was soon discovered, and an Act of Parliament 
ordered the exhumation of the corpse buried under the name 
of Beaupré, which the cooper identified by a shirt which he 
had given for the burial. Derues, confounded by the evidence, 
asserted that the youth died of indigestion and venereal 
disease. But the doctors again declared the presence of 
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corrosive sublimate and opium. All this evidence of guilt he 
met with assumed resignation, lamenting incessantly for 
Edouard, whom hedeclared he had loved ashisownson. ‘Alas!” 
he said, ‘‘Isee that poor boy every night! But it softens my 
grief to know that he was not deprived of the last consolations 
of religion ! God, who sees me, and who knows my innocence, 
will enlighten the magistrates, and my honour will be 
vindicated.” 

The evidence being complete, Derues was condemned by 
sentence of the Ch&telet, pronounced April 3oth, and confirmed 
by Parliament, May 5th. We give the decree as it is found in 
the archives :— 


“This Court having considered the trial held before the 
Provost of Paris, or his Deputy-Lieutenant at the Chatelet, for 
the satisfaction of the aforesaid Deputy at the aforesaid Chatelet, 
at the request of the Deputy of the King’s Attorney-General 
at the aforesaid Court, summoner and plaintiff, against 
Antoine-Frangois Derues, and Marie-Louise Nicolais, his wife, 
defendants and accused, prisoners in the prisons of the Con- 
ciergerie of the Palace at Paris, who have appealed from the 
sentence given at the aforesaid trial, the thirtieth day of April 
1777, by which the aforesaid Antoine-Frangois Derues has 
been declared duly attainted and convicted of attempting 
unlawfully to appropriate without payment, the estate of 
Buisson-Souef, belonging to the Sieur and Dame de Saint- 
Faust de Lamotte, from whom he had bought the said estate 
by private contract on the twenty-second day of December 
1775, and also of having unworthily abused the hospitality 
shown by him since the sixteenth day of December last 
towards the aforesaid Dame de Lamotte, who arrived in Paris 
on the aforesaid day in order to conclude with him the bargain 
agreed on in December 1775, and who, for this purpose, and 
at his request, lodged with her son in the house of the said 
Derues, who of premeditated design poisoned the said Dame 
de Lamotte, whether by a medicine composed and prepared 
by him on the thirtieth day of January last, or by the beverages 
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and drinks administered by him after the aforesaid medicine 
(he having taken the precaution to send his servant into the 
country for two or three days, and to keep away strangers from 
the room where the said Dame de Lamotte was lying), from 
the effects of which poison the said Dame de Lamotte died on 
the night of the said thirty-first day of January last; also of 
having kept her demise secret, and of having himself enclosed 
in a chest the body of the said Dame de Lamotte, which he 
then caused to be secretly transported to a cellar in the rue de 
la Mortellerie hired by him for this purpose, under the 
assumed name of Ducoudray, wherein he buried it himself, 
or caused it to be buried; also of having persuaded the son 
of the above Dame de Lamotte (who, with his mother, had 
lodged in his house from the time of their arrival in Paris until 
the fifteenth day of January last, and who had then been 
placed in a school) that the aforesaid Dame de Lamotte was 
at Versailles and desired him to join her there, and, under 
this pretence, of having conducted the said younger Sieur de 
Lamotte, the twelfth day of February (after having given him 
some chocolate), to the aforesaid town of Versailles, to a 
lodging hired at a cooper’s, and of having there wilfully poisoned 
him, either in the chocolate taken by the said younger Sieur de 
Lamotte before starting, or in beverages and medicaments which 
the said Derues himself prepared, mixed, and administered 
to the aforesaid Sieur de Lamotte the younger, during the 
eleventh, twelfth, thirteenth, and fourteenth days of February 
last, having kept him lying ill in the aforesaid hired room, and 
having refused to call in physicians or surgeons, notwithstand- 
ing the progress of the malady, and the representations made 
to him on the subject, saying that he himself was a physician 
and surgeon; from which poison the said Sieur de Lamotte 
the younger died on the fifteenth day of February last, at 
nine o’clock in the evening, in the arms of the aforesaid Derues, 
who, affecting the deepest grief, and shedding tears, actually 
exhorted the aforesaid Sieur de Lamotte to confession, and 
repeated the prayers for the dying; after which he himself 
laid*out the body for burial, saying that the deceased had 
11.—15 
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begged him to do so, and telling the people of the house that 
he had died of venereal disease ; also of having caused him to 
be buried the next day in the churchyard of the parish church 
of Saint Louis at the aforesaid Versailles, and of having entered 
the deceased in the register of the said parish under a false 
birthplace, and the false name of Beaupré, which name the 
said Derues had himself assumed on arriving at the said lodging, 
and had given to the said Sieur de Lamotte the younger, whom 
he declared to be his nephew. Also, to cover these atrocities, 
and in order to appropriate to himself the aforesaid estate of 
Buisson-Souef, he is convicted of having calumniated the afore- 
said Dame de Lamotte, and of having used various manceuvres 
and practised several deceptions, to wit— 

“First, in signing, or causing to be signed, the names of the 
above Dame de Lamotte to a deed of private contract between 
the said Derues and his wife on one side and the aforesaid 
Dame de Lamotte by right of a power of attorney given by 
her husband on the other (the which deed is dated the twelfth 
day of February, and was therefore written after the decease of 
the said Dame de Lamotte); by which deed the said Dame 
de Lamotte appears to change the previous conventions agreed 
on in the first deed of the twenty-second of December in the 
year 1775, and acknowledges receipt from the said Derues of 
a sum of one hundred thousand livres, as being the price of 
the estate of Buisson ; 

‘Secondly, in signing before a notary, the ninth day of 
February last, a feigned acknowledgment for a third part of 
a hundred thousand livres, in order to give credence to the 
pretended payment made by him ; 

“Thirdly, in announcing and publishing, and attesting even 
by oath at the time of an examination before the commissioner 
Mutel, that he had really paid in cash to the aforesaid Dame 
de Lamotte the aforesaid hundred thousand livres, and that 
she, being provided with this money, had fled with her son and 
a certain person unknown ; 

‘‘Fourthly, in depositing with a notary the deed of private 
contract bearing the pretended receipt for the above sim of 
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one hundred thousand livres, and pursuing at law the execu- 
tion of this deed and of his claim to the possession of the said 
estate ; 

“Fifthly, in signing or causing to be signed by another 
person, before the notaries of the town of Lyons, whither he 
had gone for this purpose, a deed dated the twelfth day of 
March, by which the supposed Dame de Lamotte appeared 
to accept the payment of the hundred thousand livres, and to 
give authority to the Sieur de Lamotte, her husband, to receive 
the arrears of the remainder of the price of the said estate, the 
which deed he produced as a proof of the existence of the said 
Dame de Lamotte ; 

‘‘Sixthly, in causing to be sent, by other hands, under the 
name of the aforesaid Dame de Lamotte, to a lawyer, on the 
eighth day of April 1777 (at a time when he was in prison, and 
had been compelled to abandon the fable that he had paid the 
aforesaid sum of one hundred thousand livres in hard cash, 
and had substituted a pretended payment made in notes), the 
notes pretended to have been given by him in payment to 
the said Dame de Lamotte ; 

**Seventh, and finally, in maintaining constantly, until the 
discovery of the body of the aforesaid Dame de Lamotte, that 
the said Dame was still alive, and that he had seen her at the 
town of Lyons, as has been stated above. 

‘In atonement has been condemned, etc. etc. etc. 

‘His goods are hereby declared acquired and confiscated 
to the King, or to whomsoever His Majesty shall appoint, first 
deducting the sum of two hundred livres as fine for the King, 
in case the confiscation is not to the sole profit of His Majesty ; 
and also the sum of six hundred livres for masses to be said 
for the repose of the souls of the aforesaid Dame de Lamotte 
and her son. And, before being executed, the said Antoine- 
Francois Derues shall suffer the question ordinary and extra- 
ordinary, in order that from his mouth may be learned the 
truth of these facts, and also the names of- his accomplices. 
And the decision of the judges in thé proceedings with regard 
to the above-mentioned Marie-Louise Nicolais, wife of Derues, 
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is delayed until after the execution of the above sentence. It 
is also decreed that the mortuary act of the aforesaid de 
Lamotte the younger, dated the sixteenth day of February 
last, in the register of deaths belonging to the parish church 
of Saint-Louis at Versailles, be amended, and his correct names 
be substituted, in order that the said Sieur de Lamotte, the 
father, and other persons interested, may produce said names 
before the magistrates if required. And it is also decreed that 
this sentence be printed and published by the deputy of the 
Attorney-General at the Ch&telet, and affixed to the walls in 
the usual places and cross roads of the town, provostship and 
viscounty of Paris, and wherever else requisite. 

‘With regard to the petition of Pierre-Etienne de Saint- 
Faust de Lamotte, a Royal Equerry, Sieur de Grange-Flandre, 
Buisson-Souef, Valperfond, and other places, widower and 
inheritor of Marie-Francoise Périer, his wife, according to their 
marriage contract signed before Baron and partner, notaries at 
Paris, the fifth day of September 1762, whereby he desires to 
intervene in the action brought against Derues and his accom- 
plices, concerning the assassination and poisoning committed 
on the persons of the wife and son of the said Sieur de Saint- 
Faust de Lamotte, on the accusation made by him to the 
Deputy Attorney-General of the King at the Chftelet at 
present pending in the Court, on the report of the final judg- 
ment given in the said action the goth of April last, and 
which allowed the intervention ; it is decreed that there shall 
be levied on the goods left by the condemned, before the 
rights of the Treasury, and separate from them, the sum of six 
thousand livres, or such other sum as it shall please the Court 
to award; from which sum the said Saint-Faust de Lamotte 
shall consent to deduct the sum of two thousand seven hundred 
and forty-eight livres, which he acknowledges has been sent or 
remitted to him by the said Derues and his wife at different 
times ; which first sum of six thousand livres, or such other, 
shall be employed by the said Sieur de Saint-Faust de Lamotte, 
who is authorised to found therewith, in the parish church of 
Saint-Nicholas de Villeneuve-le-Roy, in which parish the éstate 
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of Buisson-Souef is situate, and which is mentioned in the 
action, an annual and perpetual service for the repose of the 
souls of the wife and son of the said Sieur de Saint-Faust de 
Lamotte, of which an act shall be inserted in the decree of 
intervention, and a copy of this act or decree shall be inscribed 
upon a stone which shall be set in the wall of the said 
church of Saint-Nicholas de Villeneuve-le-Roy, in such place 
as is expedient. And the deed of contract for private sale, 
made between the late spouse of the said Sieur de Saint-Faust 
de Lamotte and the above-named Derues and his wife, is 
hereby declared null and void, as having had no value in 
absence of any payment or realisation of contract before a 
notary; and the pretended agreement of the twelfth day of 
February last, as also all other deeds fabricated by the said 
Derues or others, named in the above action, as also any which 
may hereafter be presented, are hereby declared to be null and 
void. 

“The Court declares the judgment pronounced by the 
magistrates of the Chatelet against the above-named Derues 
to be good and right, and his appeal against the same to be 
bad and ill-founded. 

“It is decreed that the sentence shall lose its full and entire 
effect with regard to Marie-Louise Nicolais, who is condemned 
to the ordinary fine of twelve livres. The necessary relief 
granted on the petition of Pierre-Etienne de Saint-Faust de 
Lamotte, the second day of May this present month, and delay 
accorded until after the suspended judgment pronounced with 
regard to the said Marie-Louise Nicolais. 

(Signed) DE Gourcuss, President. 
‘6 OUTREMONT, Councillor.” 


Derues’ assurance and calmness never deserted him for one 
moment. For three-quarters of an hour he harangued the 
Parliament, and his defence was remarkable both for its 
presence of mind and the art with which he made the most of 
any circumstances likely to suggest doubts to the magistrates 
and “soften the severity of the first sentence. Found guilty on 
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every point, he yet protested that he was innocent of poisoning. 
Remorse, which often merely means fear of punishment, had 
no place in his soul, and torture he seemed not to dread. As 
strong in will as he was weak in body, he desired to die like a 
martyr in the faith of his religion, which was hypocrisy, and 
the God whom he gloried on the scaffold was the god of 
lies. 

On May 6th, at seven in the morning, the sentence of 
execution was read to him. He listened calmly, and when it 
was finished, remarked— 

‘‘T had not anticipated so severe a sentence.” 

A few hours later the instruments of torture were got ready. 
He was told that this part of his punishment would be remitted 
if he would confess his crimes and the names of his accom- 
plices. He replied— 

*‘T have no more to say. I know what terrible torture 
awaits me, I know I must die to-day, but I have nothing to 
confess.” 

He made no resistance when his knees and legs were bound, 
and endured the torture courageously. Only, in a moment 
of agony, he exclaimed— 

‘** Accursed money! hast thou reduced me to this ?” 

Thinking that pain would overcome his resolution, the 
presiding magistrate bent towards him, and said— 

‘‘Unhappy man! confess thy crime, since death is near at 
hand.” 

He recovered his firmness, and, looking at the magistrate, 
replied— 

**T know it, monseigneur; I have perhaps not three hours 
to live.” 

Thinking that his apparently feeble frame could not endure 
the last wedges, the executioner was ordered to stop. He was 
unbound and laid on a mattress, and a glass of wine was brought, 
of which he only drank a few drops; after this, he made his 
confession to the priest. For dinner, they brought him soup and 
stew, which he ate eagerly, and inquiring of the gaoler if he 
could have something more, an entrée was brought in addition. 
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One might have thought that this final repast heralded, not 
death but deliverance. At length three o’clock struck—the 
hour appointed for leaving the prison. 

According to the report of credible persons whom we have 
consulted, Paris on this occasion presented a remarkable 
appearance, which those who saw it were never able to forget. 
The great anthill was troubled to its very lowest depth. 
Whether by accident or design, the same day had been fixed 
for a function which ought to have proved a considerable counter 
attraction. A great festival in honour of a German prince was 
given on the Plaine de Grenelle, at which all the court was 
present ; and probably more than one great lady regretted 
missing the emotions of the Place de Gréve, abandoned to the 
rabble and the bourgeoisie. The rest of the city was deserted, 
the streets silent, the houses closed. A stranger transported 
suddently into such a solitude might have reasonably thought 
that during the night the town had been smitten by the Angel 
of Death, and that only a labyrinth of vacant buildings remained, 
testifying to the life and turmoil of the preceding day. A dark 
and dense atmosphere hung over the abandoned town ; light- 
ning furrowed the heavy motionless clouds ; in the distance the 
occasional rumble of thunder was heard, answered by the 
cannon of the royal féte. The crowd was divided between 
the powers of heaven and earth: the terrible majesty of the 
Eternal on one side, on the other the frivolous pomp of 
royalty—eternal punishment and transient grandeur in opposi- 
tion. Like the waters of a flood leaving dry the fields which 
they have covered, so the waves of the multitude forsook their 
usual course. ‘Thousands of men and women crowded together 
along the route which the death-cart would take; an ocean 
of heads undulated like the ears in a wheatfield. The old 
houses, hired at high rates, quivered under the weight of eager 
spectators, and the window sashes had been removed to afford 
a better view. 

Attired in the shirt worn by condemned criminals, and 
bearing a placard both in front and behind, with the words 
‘‘Wilful Poisoner,” Derues descended the great staircase of 
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the Chatelet with a firm step. It was at this moment, on 
seeing the crucifix, that he exclaimed, “*O Christ, I shall suffer 
like Thee!” He mounted the tumbril, looking right and left 
amongst the crowd. During the progress he recognised and 
bowed to several of his old associates, and bade adieu in a clear 
voice to the former mistress of his ’prentice days, who has 
recorded that she never saw him look so pleasant. Arrived at 
the door of Nétre Dame, where the clerk was awaiting him, he 
descended from the tumbril without assistance, took a lighted 
wax taper weighing two pounds in his hand, and did penance, 
kneeling, bareheaded and barefooted, a rope round his neck, 
repeating the words of the death-warrant. He then reascended 
the cart in the midst of the cries and execrations of the 
populace, to which he appeared quite insensible. One voice 
only, endeavouring to dominate the tumult, caused him to turn 
his head: it was that of the hawker who was crying his 
sentence, and who broke off now and then to say— 

‘Well! my poor gossip Derues, how do you like that fine 
carriage you’re in? Oh yes, mutter your prayers and look up 
to heaven as much as you like, you won’t take us in now. 
Ah! thief who said I stole from you! Wasn’t I right when I 
said I should be selling your sentence some day ?” 

Then, adding her own wrongs to the list of crimes, she 
declared that the Parliament had condemned him as much for 
having falsely accused her of theft as for having poisoned 
Madame de Lamotte and her son! 

When arrived at the scaffold, he gazed around him, and a 
sort of shiver of impatience ran through the crowd. He 
smiled, and as if anxious to trick mankind for the last time, 
asked to be taken to the Hétel de Ville, which was granted, 
in the hope that he would at last make some confession ; but 
he only persisted in saying that he was guiltless of poisoning. 
He had an interview with his wife, who nearly fainted on 
seeing him, and remained for more than a quarter of an hour 
unable to say a word. He lavished tender names upon her, 
and professed much affliction at seeing her in so miserable a 
condition. When she was taken away, he asked permission to 
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embrace her, and took a most touching farewell. His last 
words have been preserved. 

“My dear wife,” he said, “I recommend our beloved 
children to your care: bring them up in the fear of God. You 
must go to Chartres, you will there see the bishop, on whom 
I had the honour of waiting when I was there last, and who 

always been kind to me; I believe he has thought well of 

, and that I may hope he will take pity on you and on our 

ildren.” 

‘It was now seven in the evening, and the crowd began to 
_ airmur at the long delay. At length the criminal reappeared. 
‘in onlooker who saw him go to the Hétel de Ville, and who 

tas carried by the movement of the crowd to the foot of the 

scaffold, says that when handed over to the executioner he 
took off his clothes himself. He kissed the instrument of 
punishment with devotion, then extended himself on the St. 
Andrew’s cross, asking with a resigned smile that they would 
make his sufferings as short as possible. As soon as his head 
wes covered, the executioner gave the signal. One would have 
tho. ‘a very few blows would have finished so frail a being, 
but h. ‘med as hard to kill as the venomous reptiles which 
must be ushed and cut to pieces before life 1s extinct, and 
the coup de grdce was found necessary. The executioner un- 
covered his head and showed the confessor that the eyes were 
closed and that the heart had ceased to beat. The body was 
then removed from the cross, the hands and feet fastened 
together, and it was thrown on the funeral pile. 

While the execution was proceeding the people applauded. 
On the morrow they bought up the fragments of bone, and 
hastened to buy lottery tickets, in the firm conviction that these 
precious relics would bring luck to the fortunate possessors ! 

In 1777, Madame Derues was sentenced to perpetual 
imprisonment, and confined at the Salpétriére. She was one 
of the first victims who perished in the prison massacres. 
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CHAPTER I 


EFORE beginning our story, we must warn the reader 
that it will not be worth his while to make researches 
among contemporary or other records as to the personage 
whose name it bears. For in truth neither Marie Leroux, 
widow of Jacques Constantin, nor her accomplice, Claude 
Perregaud, was of sufficient importance to find a place on any 
list of great criminals, although it is certain that they were 
guilty of the crimes with which they were charged. It may 
seem strange that what follows is more a history of the retribu- 
tion which overtook the criminals than a circumstantial 
description of the deeds for which they were punished ; but the 
crimes were so revolting, and so unsuitable for discussion, 
that it was impossible for us to enter into any details on the 
subject, so that what we offer in these pages is, we confess 
quite openly, not a full, true, and particular account of a certain 
series of events leading up to a certain result; it is not even a 
picture wherein that result is depicted with artistic complete- 
ness, it is only an imperfect narrative imperfectly rounded off. 
We feel sure, however, that the healthy-minded reader will be 
grateful for our reticence and total disregard of proportion. 
In spite of the disadvantage which such a theme imposes on 
any writer with a deep sense of responsibility, we have resolved 
to let in some light on these obscure figures ; for we can imagine 
no more effective way of throwing into high relief the low 
tiorals and deep corruption into which all classes of society had 
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and of these discretion is the greatest, so that his curiosity is 
harmless. A quarter of an hour hence he will let himself be 
killed rather than reveal what just now he is ready to risk his 
skin to find out, whether we will or no.” 

Jeannin nodded approvingly, refilled the glasses, and raising 
his to his lips, said in a tone of triumph— 

“TJ am listening, commander.” 

“Well, if it must be, it must. First of all, learn that my 
nephew is not my nephew at all.” 

‘* Go on.” 

‘**That his name is not Moranges.” 

“ And the next ?” 

‘*T am not going to reveal his real name to you.” 

Why not?” 

‘¢ Because I don’t know it myself, and no more does the 
chevalier.” 

*‘ What nonsense !” 

‘*No nonsense at all, but the sober truth. A few months 
ago the chevalier came to Paris, bringing me a letter of intro- 
duction from a German whom I used to know years ago. This 
letter requested me to look after the bearer and help him in his 
investigations. As you said just now, Love and someone once 
met somewhere, and that was about all was known as to his 
origin. Naturally the young man wants to cut a figure in the 
world, and would like to discover the author of his existence, 
that he may have someone at hand to pay the debts he is 
going to incur. We have brought together every scrap of 
information we could collect as to this person, hoping to find 
therein a clue that we could follow up. To be quite open 
with you, and convince you at the same time how extremely 
prudent and discreet we must be, I must tell you that we think 
we have found one, and that it leads to no less a dignitary than 
a Prince of the Church. But if he should get wind of our 
researches too soon everything would be at an end, don’t 
you see? So keep your tongue between your teeth.” 

‘“Never fear,” said Jeannin. ‘Now, that’s what I call 
speaking out as a friend should. I wish you luck, my gallant 
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Chevalier de Moranges, and until you unearth your father, if 
you want a little money, my purse is at your service. On my 
word, de Jars, you must have been born with a caul. There 
never was your equal for wonderful adventures. This one 
promises well—spicy intrigues, scandalous revelations, and you'll 
be in the thick of it all. You’re a lucky fellow! It’s only a 
few months since you had the most splendid piece of good 
fortune sent you straight from heaven. A fair lady falls in 
love with you and makes you carry her off from the convent 
of La Raquette. But why do you never let anyone catch a 
glimpse of her? Are you jealous? Or is it that she is no 
such beauty after all, but old and wrinkled, like that knave of 
a Mazarin ?” 

**I know what I’m about,” answered de Jars, smiling; “I 
have my very good reasons. The elopement caused a great 
deal of indignation, and it’s not easy to get fanatics to listen 
to common sense. No, I am not in the least jealous; she is 
madly in love with me. Ask my nephew.” 

** Does he know her?” 

*“ We have no secrets from each other ; the confidence between 
us is without a flaw. The fair one, believe me, is good to 
look on, and is worth all the ogling, fan-flirting baggages put 
together that one sees at court or on the balconies of the 
Palais Royale ; I'll answer for that. Isn’t she, Moranges?” 

“I’m quite of your opinion,” said the youth, exchanging 
with de Jars a singularly significant look ; ‘and you had better 
treat her well, uncle, or I shall play you some trick.” 

*“‘ Aié ! aié!” cried Jeannin. ‘You poor fellow! I very much 
fear that you are warming a little serpent in your bosom. Have 
an eye to this dandy with the beardless chin! But joking 
apart, my boy, are you really on good terms with the fair lady ?” 

‘‘ Certainly I am.” 

‘And you are not uneasy, commander ?” 

‘Not the least little bit.” 

‘“‘ He is quite right. I answer for her as for myself, you know ; 
as long as he loves her she will love him; as long as he is 
faithful she will be faithful. Do you imagine that a woman who 

11.—16 
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insists on her lover carrying her off can so easily turn away from 
the man of her choice? I know her well; I have had long 
talks with her, she and I alone: she is feather-brained, given to 
pleasure, entirely without prejudices and those stupid scruples 
which spoil the lives of other women ; but a good sort on the 
whole ; devoted to my uncle, with no deception about her; but 
at the same time extremely jealous, and has no notion of letting 
herself be sacrificed to a rival. If ever she finds herself 
deceived, good-bye to prudence and reserve, and then a 

A look and a touch of the commanders knee cut this 
panegyric short, to which the treasurer was listening with 
open-eyed astonishment. 

‘¢ What enthusiasm !” he exclaimed. ‘“ Well, and then as 

‘S Why, then,” went on the young man, with a laugh, “if my 
uncle behaves badly, I, his nephew, will try to make up for his 
wrong-doing: he can’t blame me then. But until then he may 
be quite easy, as he well knows.” 

“Qh yes, and in proof of that I am going to take Moranges 
with me to-night. He is young and inexperienced, and it will 
be a good lesson for him to see how a gallant whose amorous 
intrigues did not begin yesterday sets about getting even with 
a coquette. He can turn it to account later on.” 

“On my word,” said Jeannin, “‘my notion is that he is in 
no great need of a teacher; however, that’s your business, not 
mine. Let us return to what we were talking about just now. 
Are we agreed; and shall we amuse ourselves by paying out 
the lady in her own coin?” 

‘* If you like.” 

‘Which of us is to begin?” 

De Jars struck the table with the handle of his dagger. 

‘*‘ More wine, gentlemen?” said the drawer, running up. 

‘“No, dice ; and be quick about it.” 

‘““Three casts each and the highest wins,” said Jeannin. 
‘You begin.” 

“I throw for myself and nephew.” The dice rolled on the 
table. 

‘“* Ace and three.” 
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‘It’s my turn now. Six and five.” 

‘¢ Pass it over. Five and two.” 

‘*We're equal. Four and two.” 

‘Now let me. Ace and blank.” 

‘Double six.” 

“You have won.” 

‘‘And I’m off at once,” said Jeannin, rising, and muffling 
himself in his mantle. ‘It’s now half-past seven. We shall 
see each other again at eight, so I won’t say good-bye.” 

‘Good luck to you!” 

Leaving the tavern and turning into the rue Pavée, he took 
the direction of the river. 


CHAPTER II 


N 1658, at the corner of the streets Git-le-Coeur and Le 
I Hurepoix (the site of the latter being now occupied by 
the Quai des Augustins as far as Pont Saint-Michel), stood the 
great mansion which Francis 1 had bought and fitted up for the 
Duchesse d’Etampes. It was at this period if not in ruins at 
least beginning to show the ravages of time. Its rich interior 
decorations had lost their splendour and become antiquated. 
Fashion had taken up its abode in the Marais, near the Place 
Royale, and it was thither that profligate women and celebrated 
beauties now enticed the humming swarm of old rakes and 
young libertines. Not one of them all would have thought of 
residing in the mansion, or even in the quarter, wherein the 
king’s mistress had once dwelt. It would have been a step 
downward in the social scale, and equivalent to a confession 
that their charms were falling in the public estimation. Still, the 
old palace was not empty ; it had, on the contrary, several tenants. 
Like the provinces of Alexander’s empire, its vast suites of rooms 
had been subdivided ; and so neglected was it by the gay world 
that people of the commonest description strutted about with 
impunity where once the proudest nobles had been glad to gain 
admittance. There, in semi-isolation and despoiled of her great- 
ness, lived Angélique-Louise de Guerchi, formerly companion to 
Mademoiselle de Pons and then maid of honour to Anne of 
Austria. Her love intrigues and the scandals they gave rise to 
had led to her dismissal from court. Not that she was a greater 
sinner than many who remained behind, only she was unlucky 
enough or stupid enough to be found out. Her admirers were so 
indiscreet that they had not left her a shred of reputation, and 
in a court where a cardinal is the lover of a queen, a hypo- 
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critical appearance of decorum is indispensable to success. So 
Angélique had to suffer for the faults she was not clever enough 
to hide. Unfortunately for her, her income went up and down 
with the number and wealth of her admirers, so when she left 
the court all her possessions consisted of a few articles she had 
gathered together out of the wreck of her former luxury, and 
these she was now selling one by one to procure the necessaries 
of life, while she looked back from afar with an envious eye at 
the brilliant world from which she had been exiled, and longed 
for better days. All hope was not at an end for her. Bya 
strange law which does not speak well for human nature, vice 
finds success easier to attain than virtue. There is no courtesan, 
no matter how low she has fallen, who cannot find a dupe ready 
to defend against the world an honour of which no vestige 
remains. A man who doubts the virtue of the most virtuous 
woman, who shows himself inexorably severe when he discovers 
the slightest inclination to falter in one whose conduct has 
hitherto been above reproach, will stoop and pick up out of the 
gutter a blighted and tarnished reputation and protect and 
defend it against all slights, and devote his life to the attempt 
to restore lustre to the unclean thing dulled by the touch of 
many fingers. In her days of prosperity Commander de Jars 
and the king’s treasurer had both fluttered round Mademoiselle 
de Guerchi, and neither had fluttered in vain. Short as was 
the period necessary to overcome her scruples, in as short a 
period it dawned on the two candidates for her favour that each 
had a successful rival in the other, and that however potent as 
a reason for surrender the doubloons of the treasurer had been, 
the personal appearance of the commander had proved equally 
cogent. As both had felt for her only a passing fancy and not 
a serious passion, their explanations with each other led to no 
quarrel between them ; silently and simultaneously they with- 
drew from her circle, without even letting her know they had 
found her out, but quite determined to revenge themselves on 
her should a chance ever offer. However, other affairs of a 
similar nature had intervened to prevent their carrying out this 
laudable intention ; Jeannin had laid siege to a more inacces- 
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sible beauty, who had refused to listen to his sighs for less than 
30,000 crowns, paid in advance, and de Jars had become quite 
absorbed by his adventure with the convent boarder at La 
Raquette, and the business of the young stranger whom he 
passed off as hisnephew. Mademoiselle de Guerchi had never 
seen them again, and with her it was out of sight out of mind. 
At the moment when she comes into our story she was weaving 
her toils round a certain Duc de Vitry, whom she had seen at 
court, but whose acquaintance she had never made, and who 
had been absent when the scandalous occurrence which led to 
her disgrace came to light. He was a man of from twenty-five 
to twenty-six years of age, who idled his life away: his courage 
was undoubted, and being as credulous as an old libertine, he 
was ready to draw his sword at any moment to defend the lady 
whose cause he had espoused, should any insolent slanderer 
dare to hint there was a smirch on her virtue. Being deaf to 
all reports, he seemed one of those men expressly framed by 
heaven to be the consolation of fallen women; such a man as 
in our times a retired opera-dancer or a superannuated pro- 
fessional beauty would welcome with openarms. He had only 
one fault—he was married. It is true he neglected his wife, 
according to the custom of the time, and it 1s probably also 
true that his wife cared very little about his infidelities. But 
still she was an insurmountable obstacle to the fulfilment of 
Mademoiselle de Guerchi’s hopes, who but for her might have 
looked forward to one day becoming a duchess. 

For about three weeks, however, at the time we are speaking 
of, the duke had neither crossed her threshold nor written. 
He had told her he was going for a few days to Normandy, 
where he had large estates, but had remained absent so long 
after the date he had fixed for his return that she began to feel 
uneasy. What could be keeping him? Some new flame, 
perhaps. The anxiety of the lady was all the more keen, that 
until now nothing had passed between them but looks of 
languor and words of love. The duke had laid himself and 
all he possessed at the feet of Angélique, and Angélique had 
refused his offer. A too prompt surrender would have justified 
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the reports so wickedly spread against her; and, made wise by 
experience, she was resolved not to compromise her future as 
she had compromised her past. But while playing at virtue 
she had also to play at disinterestedness, and her pecuniary 
resources were consequently almost exhausted. She had pro- 
portioned the length of her resistance to the length of her 
purse, and now the prolonged absence of her lover threatened 
to disturb the equilibrium which she had established between 
her virtue and her money. So it happened that the cause of 
the lovelorn Duc de Vitry was in great peril just at the 
moment when de Jars and Jeannin resolved to approach the 
fair one anew. She was sitting lost in thought, pondering in 
all good faith on the small profit it was to a woman to be 
virtuous, when she heard voices in the antechamber. Then 
her door opened, and the king’s treasurer walked in. 

As this interview and those which follow took place in the 
presence of witnesses, we are obliged to ask the reader to 
accompany us for a time to another part of the same house. 

We have said there were several tenants: now the person 
who occupied the rooms next to those in which Mademoiselle 
de Guerchi lived was a shopkeeper’s widow called Rapally, 
who was owner of one of the thirty-two houses which then 
occupied the bridge Saint-Michel. They had all been con- 
structed at the owner’s cost, in return for a lease for ever. 
The widow Rapally’s avowed age was forty, but those who 
knew her longest added another ten years to that : so, to avoid 
error, let us say she was forty-five. She was a solid little 
body, rather stouter than was necessary for beauty; her hair 
was black, her complexion brown, her eyes prominent and 
always moving ; lively, active, and if one once yielded to her 
whims, exacting beyond measure; but until then buxom and 
soft, and inclined to pet and spoil whoever, for the moment, 
had arrested her volatile fancy. Just as we make her acquaint- 
ance this happy individual was a certain Maitre Quennebert, a 
notary of Saint Denis, and the comedy played between him and 
the widow was an exact counterpart of the one going on in the 
reoms of Mademoiselle de Guerchi, except that the rdéles were 
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inverted ; for while the lady was as much in love as the Duc 
de Vitry, the answering devotion professed by the notary was as 
insincere as the disinterested attachment to her lover displayed 
by the whilom maid of honour. 

Maitre Quennebert was still young and of attractive appear- 
ance, but his business affairs were in a bad way. For long he 
had been pretending not to understand the marked advances 
of the widow, and he treated her with a reserve and respect she 
would fain have dispensed with, and which sometimes made 
her doubt of his love. But it was impossible for her as a 
woman to complain, so she was forced to accept with resigna- 
tion the persistent and unwelcome consideration with which he 
surrounded her. Maitre Quennebert was a man of common 
sense and much experience, and had formed a scheme which 
he was prevented from carrying out by an obstacle which he 
had no power to remove. He wanted, therefore, to gain time, 
for he knew that the day he gave the susceptible widow a legal 
right over him he would lose his independence. A lover to 
whose prayers the adored one remains deaf too long is apt to 
draw back in discouragement, but a woman whose part is 
restricted to awaiting those prayers, and answering with a yes 
or no, necessarily learns patience. Maitre Quennebert would 
therefore have felt no anxiety as to the effect of his dilatoriness 
on the widow, were it not for the existence of a distant cousin 
of the late Monsieur Rapally, who was also paying court to her, 
and that with a warmth much greater than had hitherto been 
displayed by himself. This fact, in view of the state of the 
notary’s affairs, forced him at last to display more energy. To 
make up lost ground and to outdistance his rival once more, 
he now began to dazzle the widow with fine phrases and delight 
her with compliments; but to tell the truth all this trouble 
was superfluous ; he was beloved, and with one fond look he 
might have won pardon for far greater neglect. 

An hour before the treasurer’s arrival there had been a 
knock at the door of the old house, and Maitre Quennebert, 
curled, pomaded, and prepared for conquest, had presented 
himself at the widow’s. She received him with a more 
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languishing air than usual, and shot such arrows at him from 
her eyes that to escape a fatal wound he pretended to give way 
by degrees to deep sadness. The widow, becoming alarmed, 
asked with tenderness— 

‘What ails you this evening?” 

He rose, feeling he had nothing to fear from his rival, and, 
being master of the field, might henceforth advance or recede 
as seemed best for his interests. 

‘What ails me?” he repeated, with a deep sigh. “I might 
deceive you, might give you a misleading answer, but to you I 
cannot lie. I am in great trouble, and how to get out of it 
I don’t know.” 

‘“‘ But tell me what it is,” said the widow, standing up in her 
turn. 

Maitre Quennebert took three long strides, which brought 
him to the far end of the room, and asked— 

“Why do you want to know? You can’t help me. My 
trouble is of a kind a man does not generally confide to 
women.” 

‘“What is it? An affair of honour?” 

Tj Yes.” 

“Good God! You are going to fight!” she exclaimed, 
trying to seize him by the arm. ‘‘ You are going to fight!” 

* Ah! if it were nothing worse than that!” said Quennebert, 
pacing up and down the room: “but you need not be alarmed ; 
it is only a money trouble. I lent a large sum, a few months 
ago, to a friend, but the knave has run away and left me in 
the lurch. It was trust money, and must be replaced within 
three days. But where am I to get two thousand francs ?” 

‘“‘Yes, that is a large sum, and not easy to raise at such 
short notice.” 

‘‘T shall be obliged to have recourse to some Jew, who will 
drain me dry. But I must save my good name at all costs.” 

Madame Rapally gazed at him in consternation. Maitre 
Quennebert, divining her thought, hastened to add— 

‘TI have just one-third of what is needed.” 

' one-third ?”’ 
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‘With great care, and by scraping together all I possess, I can 
make up eight hundred livres. But may I be damned in the 
next world, or punished as a swindler in this, and one’s as bad 
as the other to me, if I can raise one farthing more.” 

‘¢ But suppose someone should lend you the twelve hundred 
francs, what then ?” 

‘“* Pardieu / I should accept them,” cried the notary, as if he 
had not the least suspicion whom she could mean. ‘Do you 
happen to know anyone, my dear Madame Rapally ?” 

The widow nodded affirmatively, at ne same time giving 

.him a passionate glance. 

‘Tell me quick the name of this delightful person, and I 
shall go to him to-morrow morning. You don’t know what a 
service you are rendering me! And I was so near not telling 
you of the fix I was in, lest you should torment yourself 
uselessly. Tell me his name.” 

‘“‘Can you not guess it?” 

‘** How should I guess it ?” 

‘Think well. Does no one occur to you ?”’ 

‘No, no one,” said Quennebert, with the utmost innocence. 

‘* Have you no friends ?” 

‘One or two.” 

“Would they not be glad to help you?” 

“They might. But I have mentioned the matter to no 
one.” 

“To no one?” 

“Except you.” 

“Well?” 

‘Well, Madame Rapally—I hope I don’t understand you ; 
it’s not possible ; you would not humiliate me. Come, come, 
it’s a riddle, and I am too stupid to solve it. I give it up. 
Don’t tantalise me any longer ; tell me the name.” 

The widow, somewhat abashed by this exhibition of delicacy 
on the part of Maitre Quennebert, blushed, cast down her 
eyes, and did not venture to speak. 

As the silence lasted some time, it occurred to the notary 
that he had been perhaps too hasty in his supposition, ané he 
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began to cast round for the best means of retrieving his 
blunder. 

‘You do not speak,” he said; “I see it was all a joke.” 

‘‘ No,” said the widow at last in a timid voice, “it was no 
joke ; I was quite in earnest. But the way you take things is 
not very encouraging.” 

‘‘What do you mean?” 

‘‘Pray, do you imagine that I can go on while you glare at 
me with that angry frown puckering your forehead, as if you 
had someone before you who had tried to insult you ?” 

A sweet smile chased the frown from the notary’s brow. 
Encouraged by the suspension of hostilities, Madame Rapally 
with sudden boldness approached him, and, pressing one of his 
hands in both her own, whispered— 

“It is I who am going to lend you the money.” 

He repulsed her gently, but with an air of great dignity, and 
said— 

‘‘ Madame, I thank you, but I cannot accept.” 

*‘ Why can’t you?” 

At this he began to walk round and round the room, while 
the widow, who stood in the middle, turned as upon a pivot, 
keeping him always in view. ‘This circus-ring performance 
lasted some minutes before Quennebert stood still and said— 

“I cannot be angry with you, Madame Rapally,—I know 
your offer was made out of the kindness of your heart,—but I 
must repeat that it is impossible for me to accept it.” 

“There you go again! I don’t understand you at all! Why 
can’t you accept? What harm would it do?” 

“If there were no other reason, because people might 
suspect that I confided my difficulties to you in the hope of 
help.” 

*‘ And supposing you did, what then? People speak hoping 
to be understood. You wouldn’t have minded asking anyone 
else.” 

**So you really think I did come in that hope?” 

“Mon Dieu! I don’t think anything at all that you don’t 
warft. It was I who dragged the confidence from you by my 
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questions, I know that very well. But now that you have told 
me your secret, how can you hinder me from sympathising with 
you, from desiring to aid you? When I learned your difficulty, 
ought I to have been amused, and gone into fits of laughter ? 
What! it’s an insult to be in a position to render you a 
service! That’s a strange kind of delicacy !” 

‘Are you astonished that I should feel so strongly about 
it?” 

‘Nonsense! Do you still think I meant to offend you? I 
look on you as the most honourable man in the world. If 
anyone were to tell me that he had seen you commit a base 
action, I should reply that it was a lie. Does that satisfy 
your” 

‘But suppose they got hold of it in the city, suppose it were 
reported that Maitre Quennebert had taken money from 
Madame de Rapally, would it be the same as if they said 
Maitre Quennebert had borrowed twelve hundred livres from 
Monsieur Robert or some other business man ?” 

*“T don’t see what difference it could make.” 

‘**But I do.” 

* What then ?” 

‘It’s not easy to express, but “ 

“But you exaggerate both the service and the gratitude you 
ought to feel. I think I know why you refuse. You're 
ashamed to take it as a gift, aren’t you?” 

** Yes, I am.” 

‘Well, I’m not going to make you a gift. Borrow twelve 
hundred livres from me. For how long do you want the 
money P” 

**T really don’t know how soon I can repay you.” 

‘‘ Let’s say a year, and reckon the interest. Sit down there, 
you baby, and write out a promissory note.” 

Maitre Quennebert made some further show of resistance, 
but at last yielded to the widow's importunity. It is needless 
to say that the whole thing was a comedy on his part, except 
that he really needed the money. But he did not need it 
to replace a sum of which a faithless friend had robbed Lim, 
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but to satisfy his own creditors, who, out of all patience with 
him, were threatening to sue him, and his only reason for 
seeking out Madame de Rapally was to take advantage of 
her generous disposition towards himself. His feigned delicacy 
was intended to induce her to insist so urgently, that in 
accepting he should not fall too much in her esteem, but 
should seem to yield to force. And his plan met with complete 
success, for at the end of the transaction he stood higher than 
ever in the opinion of his fair creditor, on account of the noble 
sentiments he had expressed. The note was written out in 
legal form and the money counted down on the spot. 

‘* How glad I am!” said she then, while Quennebert still 
kept up some pretence of delicate embarrassment, although he 
could not resist casting a stolen look at the bag of crowns 
lying on the table beside his cloak. ‘Do you intend to go 
back to Saint Denis to-night ?” 

Even had such been his intention, the notary would have 
taken very good care not to say so; for he foresaw the accusa- 
tions of imprudence that would follow, the enumeration of the 
dangers by the way ; and it was quite on the cards even that, 
having thus aroused his fears, his fair hostess should in defer- 
ence to them offer him hospitality for the night, and he did 
not feel inclined for an indefinitely prolonged /éfe-d-zé¢e. 

“No,” he said, “I am going to sleep at Maitre Terrasson’s, 
rue des Poitevins ; I have sent him word to expect me. But 
although his house is only a few yards distant, I must leave you 
earlier than I could have wished, on account of this money.” 

** Will you think of me?” 

** How can you ask?” replied Quennebert, with a sentimental 
expression. ‘You have compelled me to accept the money, 
but I shall not be happy till I have repaid you. Suppose this 
loan should make us fall out ?” 

“You may be quite sure that if you don’t pay when the 
bill falls due, I shall have recourse to the law.” 

“Oh, I know that very well.” 

**T shall enforce all my rights as a creditor.” 

**T expect nothing else.” 
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She pointed to the place where he would find a peep-hole 
in one corner of the room, and crept herself towards the 
corresponding corner. Quennebert, who was by no means 
anxious to have her at his side, motioned to her to blow out 
the light. This being done, he felt secure, for he knew that 
in the intense darkness which now enveloped them she could 
not move from her place without knocking against the furniture 
between them, so he glued his face to the partition. An 
opening just large enough for one eye allowed him to see 
everything that was going on in the next room. Just as he 
began his observations, the treasurer at Mademoiselle de 
Guerchi’s invitation was about to take a seat near her, but not 
too near for perfect respect. Both of them were silent, and 
appeared to labour under great embarrassment at finding 
themselves together, and explanations did not readily begin. 
The lady had not an idea of the motive of the visit, and her 
quondam lover feigned the emotion necessary to the success 
of his undertaking. Thus Maitre Quennebert had full time 
to examine both, and especially Angélique. The reader will 
doubtless desire to know what was the result of the notary’s 
observation. 


CHAPTER III 


PN ee chatotelehede DE GUERCHI was a woman of 
about twenty-eight years of age, tall, dark, and well 
made. The loose life she had led had, it is true, somewhat 
staled her beauty, marred the delicacy of her complexion, 
and coarsened the naturally elegant curves of her figure; but 
it is such women who from time immemorial have had the 
strongest attraction for profligate men. It seems as if dissipa- 
tion destroyed the power to perceive true beauty, and the man 
of pleasure must be aroused to admiration by a bold glance 
and a meaning smile, and will only seek satisfaction along the 
trail left by vice. Louise-Angélique was admirably adapted 
for her way of life; not that her features wore an expression 
of shameless effrontery, or that the words that passed her lips 
bore habitual testimony to the disorders of her existence, but 
that under a calm and sedate demeanour there lurked a secret 
and indefinable charm. Many other women possessed more 
regular features, but none of them had a greater power of 
seduction. We must add that she owed that power entirely to her 
physical perfections, for except in regard to the devices necessary 
to her calling, she showed no cleverness, being ignorant, dull 
and without inner resources of any kind. As her temperament 
led her to share the desires she excited, she was really incapable 
of resisting an attack conducted with skill and ardour, and if 
the Duc de Vitry had not been so madly in love, which is the 
same as saying that he was hopelessly blind, silly, and dense 
to everything around him, he might have found a score of 
opportunities to overcome her resistance. We have already 
seen that she was so straitened in money matters that she had 
beef driven to try to sell her jewels that very morning. 
Il.—17 
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Jeannin was the first to break silence. 

‘You are astonished at my visit, I know, my charming 
Angélique. But you must excuse my thus appearing so 
unexpectedly before you. The truth is, I found it impossible 
to leave Paris without seeing you once more.” 

‘Thank you for your kind remembrance,” said she, “ but 
I did not at all expect it.” 

‘*Come, come, you are offended with me.” 

She gave him a glance of mingled disdain and resentment ; 
but he went on, in a timid, wistful tone— 

‘*I know that my conduct must have seemed strange to you, 
and I acknowledge that nothing can justify a man for suddenly 
leaving the woman he loves—I do not dare to say the woman 
who loves him—without a word of explanation. But, dear 
Angélique, I was jealous.” 

‘‘ Jealous !” she repeated incredulously. 

“I tried my best to overcome the feeling, and I hid my 
suspicions from you. Twenty times I came to see you burst- 
ing with anger and determined to overwhelm you with 
reproaches, but at the sight of your beauty I forgot everything 
but that I loved you. My suspicions dissolved before a smile ; 
one word from your lips charmed me into happiness. But 
when I was again alone my terrors revived, I saw my rivals 
at your feet, and rage possessed me once more. Ah! you 
never knew how devotedly I loved you.” 

She let him speak without interruption ; perhaps the same 
thought was in her mind as in Quennebert’s, who, himself 
a past master in the art of lying, was thinking— 

‘*The man does not believe a word of what he is saying.” 

But the treasurer went on— 

‘“*T can see that even now you doubt my sincerity.” 

“Does my lord desire that his handmaiden should be blunt ? 
Well, I know that there is no truth in what you say.” 

““Oht I can see that you imagine that among the dis- 
tractions of the world I have kept no memory of you, and 
have found consolation in the love of less obdurate fair ones. 
I have not broken in on your retirement ; I have not shadéwed 
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your steps; I have not kept watch on your actions ; I have 
not surrounded you with spies who would perhaps have brought 
me the assurance, ‘If she quitted the world which outraged 
her, she was not driven forth by an impulse of wounded pride 
or noble indignation ; she did not even seek to punish those 
who misunderstood her by her absence; she buried herself 
where she was unknown, that she might indulge in stolen loves.’ 
Such were the thoughts that came to me, and yet I respected 
your hiding-place ; and to-day I am ready to believe you true, 
if you will merely say, ‘I love no one else!’” 

Jeannin, who was as fat as a stage financier, paused here to 
gasp ; for the utterance of this string of banalities, this rigmarole 
of commonplaces, had left him breathless. He was very much 
dissatisfied with his performance, and ready to curse his barren 
imagination. He longed to hit upon swelling phrases and 
natural and touching gestures, but in vain. He could only 
look at Mademoiselle de Guerchi with a miserable, heart-broken 
air. She remained quietly seated, with the same expression of 
incredulity on her features. . 

So there was nothing for it but to go on once more. 

‘** But this one assurance that I ask you will not give. So 
what I have been told is true: you have given your love to him.” 

She could not check a startled movement. 

‘You see it is only when I speak of him that I can overcome 
in you the insensibility which is killing me. My suspicions 
were true after all: you deceived me for his sake. Oh! the 
instinctive feeling of jealousy was right which forced me to 
quarrel with that man, to reject the perfidious friendship which 
he tried to force upon me. He has returned to town, and we 
shall meet! But why do I say ‘returned’? Perhaps he only 
pretended to go away, and safe in this retreat has flouted with 
impunity, my despair and braved my vengeance! ” 

Up to this the lady had played a waiting game, but now she 
grew quite confused, trying to discover the thread of the 
treasurer’s thoughts. To whom did he refer? The Duc de 
Vitry? That had been her first impression. But the duke 
had only been acquainted with her for a few months—since 
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she had left Court. He could not therefore have excited 
the jealousy of her whilom lover ; and. if it were not he, to whom 
did the words about rejecting ‘‘perfidious friendship,” and 
‘returned to town,” and so on, apply? Jeannin divined her 
embarrassment, and was not a little proud of the tactics which 
would, he was almost sure, force her to expose herself. For 
there are certain women who can be thrown into cruel per- 
plexity by speaking to them of their love-passages without 
affixing a proper name as label to each. They are placed as 
it were on the edge of an abyss, and forced to feel their way 
in darkness. To say “You have loved” almost obliges them 
to ask “Whom?” 

Nevertheless, this was not the word uttered by Mademoiselle 
de Guerchi while she ran through in her head a list of possi- 
bilities. Her answer was— 

‘“‘ Your language astonishes me ; I don’t understand what you 
mean.” 

The ice was broken, and the treasurer made a plunge. Seizing 
one of Angélique’s hands, he asked— 

** Have you never seen Commander de Jars since then?” 

**Commander de Jars!” exclaimed Angélique. 

‘‘Can you swear to me, Angélique, that you love him not?” 

“© Mon Dieu / What put it into your head that I ever cared 
for him? It’s over four months since I saw him last, and I 
hadn’t an idea whether he was alive or dead. So he has been 
out of town? That’s the first I heard of it.” 

‘“‘ My fortune is yours, Angélique! Oh! assure me once again 
that you do not love him—that you never loved him!” he pleaded 
in a faltering voice, and fixing a look of painful anxiety upon her. 

He had no intention of putting her out of countenance by 
the course he took; he knew quite well that a woman like 
Angélique is never more at her ease than when she has a chance 
of telling an untruth of this nature. Besides, he had prefaced 
this appeal by the magic words, “ My fortune is yours!” and 
the hope thus aroused was well worth a perjury. So she 
answered boldly and in a steady voice, while she looked straight 
into his eyes— 
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*“‘ Never!” 

“I believe you!” exclaimed Jeannin, going down on his 
knees and covering with his kisses the hand he still held. “TI 
can taste happiness again. Listen, Angélique. I am leaving 
Paris; my mother is dead, and I am going back to Spain. 
Will you follow me thither ?” 

“J >—follow you?” 

“TI hesitated long before finding you out, so much did I fear 
arepulse. I set out to-morrow. Quit Paris, leave the world 
which has slandered you, and come with me. Ina fortnight 
we shall be man and wife.” 

‘You are not in earnest !” 

‘‘ May I expire at your feet if I am not! Do you want me 
to sign the oath with my blood?” 

‘“‘ Rise,” she said in a broken voice. ‘‘ Have J at last founda 
man to love me and compensate me for all the abuse that has 
been showered on my head? A thousand times I thank you, 
not for what you are doing for me, but for the balm you pour 
on my wounded spirit. Even if you were to say to me now, 
‘ After all, [am obliged to give you up,’ the pleasure of knowing 
you esteem me would make up for all the rest. It would be 
another happy memory to treasure along with my memory of 
our love, which was ineffaceable, although you so ungratefully 
suspected me of having deceived you.” 

The treasurer appeared fairly intoxicated with joy. He in- 
dulged in a thousand ridiculous extravagances and exaggera- 
tions, and declared himself the happiest of men. Mademoiselle 
de Guerchi, who was desirous of being prepared for every peril, 
asked him in a coaxing tone— 

‘Who can have put it into your head to be jealous of the 
commander? Has he been base enough to boast that I ever 
gave him my love?” 

“* No, he never said anything about you; but someway I was 
afraid.” 

She renewed her assurances. The conversation continued 
some time in a sentimental tone. A thousand oaths, a thousand 
protestations of love were exchanged. Jeannin feared that the 
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suddenness of their journey would inconvenience his mistress, 
and offered to put it off for some days; but to this she would 
not consent, and it was arranged that the next day at noona 
carriage should call at the house and take Angélique out of town 
to an appointed place at which the treasurer was to join her. 

Maitre Quennebert, eye and ear on the alert, had not lost a 
word of this conversation, and the last proposition of the 
treasurer changed his ideas. 

‘“‘ Pardiew /” he said to himself, “it looks as if this good man 
were really going to let himself be taken in and done for. It 
is singular how very clear-sighted we can be about things that 
don’t touch us. This poor fly is going to let himself be caught 
by a very clever spider, or I’m much mistaken. Very likely my 
widow is quite of my opinion, and yet in what concerns herself 
she will remain stone-blind. Well, such is life! We have only 
two parts to choose between: we must be either knave or fool. 
What’s Madame Rapally doing, I wonder ?” 

At this moment he heard a stifled whisper from the opposite 
corner of the room, but, protected by the distance and the dark- 
ness, he let the widow murmur on, and applied his eye once 
more to his peep-hole. What he saw confirmed his opinion. 
The damsel was springing up and down, laughing, gesticulating, 
and congratulating herself on her unexpected good fortune. 

‘Just imagine! He loves me like that!” she was saying to 
herself. ‘Poor Jeannin! When I remember how I used to 
hesitate——— How fortunate that Commander de Jars, one of the 
most vain and indiscreet of men, never babbled about me! Yes, 
we must leave town to-morrow without fail. I must not give 
him time to be enlightened by a chance word. But the Duc 
de Vitry ? Iam really sorry for him. However, why did 
he go away, and send no word? And then, he’s a married 
man. Ah! if I could only get back again to court some day! 
.. » Who would ever have expected sucha thing? Good God! I 
must keep talking to myself, to be sure I’m not dreaming. Yes, 
he was there, just now, at my feet, saying to me, ‘ Angélique, 
you are going to become my wife.’ One thing is sure, he may 
safely entrust his honour to my care, It would be infamous to 
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betray a man who loves me as he does, who will give me his 
name. Never, no, never will I give him cause to reproach 
me! I would rather * 

A loud and confused noise on the stairs interrupted this 
soliloquy. At one moment bursts of laughter were heard, and 
the next angry voices. Then a loud exclamation, followed by 
a short silence. Being alarmed at this disturbance in a house 
which was usually so quiet, Mademoiselle de Guerchi approached 
the door of her room, intending either to call for protection or 
to lock herself in, when suddenly it was violently pushed open. 
She recoiled with fright, exclaiming— 

** Commander de Jars!” 

‘On my word!” said Quennebert behind the arras, ‘‘’tis as 
amusing as a play! Is the commander also going to offer to 
make an honest woman of her? But what do I see——?” 

He had just caught sight of the young man on whom de Jars 
had bestowed the title and name of Chevalier de Moranges, 
and whose acquaintance the reader has already made at the 
tavern in the rue Saint-André-des-Arts. His appearance had 
as great an effect on the notary as a thunderbolt. He stood 
motionless, trembling, breathless ; his knees ready to give way 
beneath him ; everything black before his eyes. However, he 
soon pulled himself together, and succeeded in overcoming the 
effects of his surprise and terror. He looked once more through 
the hole in the partition, and became so absorbed that no one 
in the whole world could have got a word from him just then ; 
the devil himself might have shrieked into his ears unheeded, 
and a naked sword suspended over his head would not have 
induced him to change his place. 





CHAPTER IV 


EFORE Mademoiselle de Guerchi had recovered from 
her fright the commander spoke. 

** As Iam a gentleman, my beauty, if you were the Abbess of 
Montmartre you could not be more difficult of access. I met 
a blackguard on the stairs who tried to stop me, and whom I 
was obliged to thrash soundly. Is what they told me on my 
return true? Are you really doing penance, and do you 
intend to take the veil?” 

“Sir,” answered Angélique, with great dignity, ‘ whatever 
may be my plans, I have a right to be surprised at your violence 
and at your intrusion at such an hour.” 

‘‘ Before we go any farther,” said de Jars, twirling round 
on his heels, “allow me to present to you my nephew, ; the 
Chevalier de Moranges.” 

‘* Chevalier de Moranges!” muttered Quennebert, on tives 
memory in that instant the name became indelibly en:- 
graven. 

‘‘A young man,” continued the commander, “who has 
come back with me from abroad. Good style, as you see, 
charming appearance. Now, you young innocent, lift up your 
great black eyes and kiss madame’s hand; I allow it.” 

‘* Monsieur le commandeur, leave my room; begone, or 
I shall call 

‘*Whom, then? Your lackeys? But I have beaten the only 
one you keep, as I told you, and it will be some time before 
he'll be in a condition to light me downstairs. ‘ Begone,’ 
indeed! Is that the way you receive an old friend? Pray be 
seated, chevalier.” 

He approached Mademoiselle de Guerchi, and, despite Ker 
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resistance, seized hold of one of her hands, and forcing her to 
sit down, seated himself beside her. 

‘‘That’s right, my girl,” said he; ‘now let us talk sense. I 
understand that before a stranger you consider yourself obliged 
to appear astonished at my ways of going on. But he knows 
all about us, and nothing he may see or hear will surprise him. 
So a truce to prudery! I came back yesterday, but I could 
not make out your hiding-place till to-day. Now I’m not 
going to ask you to tell me how you have gone on in my 
absence. God and you alone know, and while He will tell me 
nothing, you would only tell me fibs, and I want to save you 
from that venial sin at least. But here I am, in as good 
spirits as ever, more in love than ever, and quite ready to 
resume my old habits.” 

Meantime the lady, quite subdued by his noisy entrance 
and ruffianly conduct, and seeing that an assumption of dignity 
would only draw down on her some fresh impertinence, 
appeared to resign herself to her position. All this time 
Quennebert never took his eyes from the chevelier, who sat 
with his face towards the partition. His elegantly cut costume 
accentuated his personal advantages. His jet black hair 
brought into relief the whiteness of his forehead; his large 
dark eyes with their veined lids and silky lashes had a pene 
trating and peculiar expression—a mixture of audacity and 
weakness ; his thin and somewhat pale lips were apt to curl in an 
ironical smile ; his hands were of perfect beauty, his feet of dainty 
smallness, and he showed with an affectation of complaisance 
a well-turned leg above his ample boots, the turned down tops of 
which, garnished with lace, fell in irregular folds over his ankles 
in the latest fashion. He did not appear to be more than 
eighteen years of age, and nature had denied his charming face 
the distinctive sign of his sex, for not the slightest down was 
visible on his chin, though a little delicate pencilling darkened 
his upper lip. His slightly effeminate style of beauty, the 
graceful curves of his figure, his expression, sometimes coaxing, 
sometimes saucy, reminding one of a page, gave him the 
appearance of a charming young scrapegrace destined to 
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inspire sudden passions and wayward fancies. While his 
pretended uncle was making himself at home most uncere- 
moniously, Quennebert remarked that the chevalier at once 
began to lay siege to his fair hostess, bestowing tender and 
love-laden glances on her behind that uncle’s back. This 
redoubled his curiosity. 

‘My dear girl,” said the commander, “since I saw you 
\ast 1 have come into a fortune of one hundred thousand livres, 
neither more nor less. One of my dear aunts took it into her 

head to depart this life, and her temper being crotchety and 
spiteful she made me her sole heir, in order to enrage those of 
her relatives who had nursed her in her illness. One hundred 
thousand livres! It’s a round sum—enough to cut a great 
figure with for two years. If you like, we shall squander it 
together, capital and interest. Why do you not speak? Has 
anyone else robbed me by any chance of your heart? If 
that were so, I should be in despair, upon my word—for the 
sake of the fortunate individual who had won your favour; 
for I will brook no rivals, I give you fair warning.” 

‘‘Monsieur le commandeur,” answered Angélique, ‘ you 
forget, in speaking to me in that manner, I have never given 
you any right to control my actions.” 

‘‘ Have we severed our connection ?” 

At this singular question Angélique started, but de Jars 
continued— 

‘** When last we parted we were on the best of terms, were 
we not? I know that some months have elapsed since then, 
but I have explained to you the reason of my absence. Before 
filling up the blank left by the departed we must give ourselves 
space to mourn. Well, was I right in my guess? Have you 
given me a successor ?” 

Mademoiselle de Guerchi had hitherto succeeded in con- 
trolling her indignation, and had tried to force herself to drink 
the bitter cup of humiliation to the dregs; but now she could 
bear it no longer. Having thrown a look expressive of her 
suffering at the young chevalier, who continued to ogle her 
with great pertinacity, she decided on bursting into tears, and 
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in a voice broken by sobs she exclaimed that she was miserable 
at being treated in this manner, that she did not deserve it, 
and that Heaven was punishing her for her error in yielding to 
the entreaties of the commander. One would have sworn she 
was sincere and that the words came from her heart. If 
Maitre Quennebert had not witnessed the scene with Jeannin, 
if he had not known how frail was the virtue of the weeping 
damsel, he might have been affected by her touching plaint. 
The chevalier appeared to be deeply moved by Angélique’s 
grief, and while his uncle was striding up and down the room 
and swearing like a trooper, he gradually approached her and 
expressed by signs the compassion he felt. 

Meantime the notary was in a strange state of mind. He 
had not yet made up his mind whether the whole thing was 
a joke arranged between de Jars and Jeannin or not, but of 
one thing he was quite convinced, the sympathy which 
Chevalier de Moranges was expressing by passionate sighs 
and glances was the merest hypocrisy. Had he been alone, 
nothing would have prevented his dashing head foremost into 
this imbroglio, in scorn of consequence, convinced that his 
appearance would be as terrible in its effect as the head of 
Medusa. But the presence of the widow restrained him. 
Why ruin his future and dry up the golden spring which had 
just begun to gush before his eyes, for the sake of taking part 
ina melodrama? Prudence and self-interest kept him in the 
side scenes. 

The tears of the fair one and the glances of the chevalier 
awoke no repentance in the breast of the commander; on the 
contrary, he began to vent his anger in terms still more 
energetic. He strode up and down the oaken floor till it shook 
under his spurred heels ; he stuck his plumed hat on the side 
of his head, and displayed the manners of a bully in a Spanish 
comedy. Suddenly he seemed to have come to a swift 
resolution: the expression of his face changed from rage to 
icy coldness, and walking up to Angélique, he said, with a 
composure more terrible than the wildest fury— 

** My rival’s name?” 
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** You shall never learn it from me!” 

** Madame, his name?” 

“Never! I have borne your insults too long. I am not 
responsible to you for my actions.” 

‘** Well, I shall learn it, in spite of you, and I know to whom 
to apply. Do you think you can play fast and loose with me 
and my love? No, no! _ I used to believe in you; I turned a 
deaf ear to your traducers. My mad passion for you became 
known; I was the jest and the butt of the town. But you 
have opened my eyes, and at last I see clearly on whom my 
vengeance ought to fall. He was formerly my friend, and I 
would believe nothing against him; although I was often warned, 
I took no notice. But now I will seek him out, and say to him, 
‘You have stolen what was mine; you are a scoundrel! It 
must be your life or mine!’ And if there is justice in heaven, I 
shall kill him! Well, madame, you don’t ask me the name of 
this man! You well know whom I mean!” 

This threat brought home to Mademoiselle de Guerchi how 
imminent was her danger. At first she had thought the com- 
mander’s visit might be a snare laid to test her, but the coarse- 
ness of his expressions, the cynicism of his overtures in the 
presence of a third person, had convinced her she was wrong. 
No man could have imagined that the revolting method of 
seduction employed could meet with success, and if the com- 
mander had desired to convict her of perfidy he would have 
come alone and made use of more persuasive weapons. No, 
he believed he still had claims on her, but even if he had, by 
his manner of enforcing them he had rendered them void. 
However, the moment he threatened to seek out a rival whose 
identity he designated quite clearly, and reveal to him the secret 
it was so necessary to her interests to keep hidden, the poor girl 
lost her head. She looked at de Jars with a frightened ex- 
pression, and said in a trembling voice— 

‘**T don’t know whom you mean.” 

“You don’t know? Well, I shall commission the king’s 
treasurer, Jeannin de Castille, to come here to-morrow and tell 
you, an hour before our duel.” 7 
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“Oh no! no! Promise me you will not do that!” cried she, 
clasping her hands. 

*¢ Adieu, madame.” 

‘Do not leave me thus! I cannot let you go till you give 
me your promise !” 

She threw herself on her knees and clung with both her 
hands to de Jars’ cloak, and appealing to Chevalier de 
Moranges, said— 

“You are young, monsieur; I have never done you any 
harm ; protect me, have pity on me, help me to soften him !” 

“Uncle,” said the chevalier in a pleading tone, ‘* be generous, 
and don’t drive this woman to despair.” 

‘Prayers are useless!” answered the commander. 

**What do you want me to do?” said Angélique. ‘Shall 
I go into a convent to atone? I am ready to go. Shall I 
promise never to see him again? For God’s sake, give me a 
little time ; put off your vengeance for one single day! To- 
morrow evening, I swear to you, you will have nothing more to 
fear from me. I thought myself forgotten by you and aban- 
doned; and how should I think otherwise? You left me 
without a word of farewell, you stayed away and never sent me 
a line! And how do you know that I did not weep when you 
deserted me, leaving me to pass my days in monotonous 
solitude? How do you know that I did not make every effort 
to find out why you were so long absent from my side? You 
say you had left town—but how was I to know that? Oh! 
promise me, if you love me, to give up this duel! Promise me 
not to seek that man out to-morrow!” 

The poor creature hoped to work wonders with her eloquence, 
her tears, her pleading glances. On hearing her prayer for a 
reprieve of twenty-four hours, swearing that after that she would 
never see Jeannin again, the commander and the chevalier were 
obliged to bite their lips to keep from laughing outright. But 
the former soon regained his self-possession, and while Angélique, 
still on her knees before him, pressed his hands to her bosom, 
he forced her to raise her head, and looking straight into her 
eyts, said— 
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‘To-morrow, madame, if not this evening, he shall know 
everything, and a meeting shall take place.” 

Then pushing her away, he strode towards the door. 

**Oh! how unhappy I am!” exclaimed Angélique. 

She tried to rise and rush after him, but whether she was really 
overcome by her feelings, or whether she felt the one chance of 
prevailing left her was to faint, she uttered a heartrending cry, 
and the chevalier had no choice but to support her sinking form. 

De Jars, on seeing his nephew staggering under this burden, 
gave a loud laugh, and hurried away. Two minutes later he 
was once more at the tavern in the rue Saint-André-des-Arts. 

**How’s this? Alone?” said Jeannin. 

** Alone.” 

‘* What have you done with the chevalier ?” 

“I left him with our charmer, who was unconscious, over- 
come with grief, exhausted Ha! ha! ha! She fell 
fainting into his arms! Ha! ha! ha!” 

“It’s quite possible that the young rogue, being left with 
her in such a condition, may cut me out.” 

‘Do you think sop—Ha! ha! ha!” 

And de Jars laughed so heartily and so infectiously that his 
worthy friend was obliged to join in, and laughed till he choked. 

In the short silence which followed the departure of the 
commander, Maitre Quennebert could hear the widow still 
murmuring something, but he was less disposed than ever to 
attend to her. 

*‘On my word,” said he, “the scene now going on is more 
curious than all that went before. I don’t think that a man 
has ever found himself in such a position as mine. Although 
my interests demand that I remain here and listen, yet my 
fingers are itching to box the ears of that Chevalier de 
Moranges. If there were only some way of getting at a proof 
of all this! Ah! now we shall hear something; the hussy is 
coming to herself.” 

And indeed Angélique had opened her eyes and was casting 
wild looks around her; she put her hand to her brow several 
times, as if trying to recall clearly what had happened. 
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‘‘Ts he gone?” she exclaimed at last. ‘Oh, why did you let 
him go? You should not have minded me, but kept him here.” 

‘‘ Be calm,” answered the chevalier,—‘“ be calm, for heaven’s 
sake. I shall speak to my uncle and prevent his ruining your 
prospects. Only don’t weep any more, your tears break my 
heart. Ah, my God! how cruel it is to distress you so! I 
should never be able to withstand your tears ; no matter what 
reason I had for anger, a look from you would make me forgive 
you everything.” 

‘Noble young man!” said Angélique. 

‘Idiot !” muttered Maitre Quennebert ; ‘‘ swallow the honey 
of his words, do But how the deuce is it going to end? 
Not Satan himself ever invented such a situation.” 

‘But then I could never believe you guilty without proof, 
irrefutable proof; and even then a word from you would fill 
my mind with doubt and uncertainty again. Yes, were the 
whole world to accuse you and swear to your guilt, I should 
still believe your simple word. I am young, madam, I have 
never known love as yet—until an instant ago I had no idea that 
more quickly than an image can excite the admiration of the 
eye, a thought can enter the heart and stir it to its depths, and 
features that one may never again behold leave a lifelong 
memory behind. But even if a woman of whom I knew abso- 
lutely nothing were to appeal to me, exclaiming, ‘I implore your 
help, your protection!’ I should, without stopping to con- 
sider, place my sword and my arm at her disposal, and devote 
myself to her service. How much more eagerly would I die 
for you, madam, whose beauty has ravished my heart! What 
do you demand of me? Tell me what you desire me to do.” 

“Prevent this duel; don’t allow an interview to take place 
between your uncle and the man whom he mentioned. Tell 
me you will do this, and I shall be safe; for you have never 
learned to lie, I know.” 

‘* Of course he hasn’t, you may be sure of that, you simpleton!” 
muttered Maitre Quennebert in his corner. “If you only knew 
what a mere novice you are at that game compared with the 
chevalier! If you only knew whom you had before you!” 
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** At your age,” went on Angélique, ‘‘one cannot feign—the 
heart is not yet hardened, and is capable of compassion. But 
a dreadful idea occurs to me—a horrible suspicion! Is it all a 
devilish trick—a snare arranged in joke? Tell me that it is 
not alla pretence! A poor woman encounters so much perfidy. 
Men amuse themselves by troubling her heart and confusing 
her mind; they excite her vanity, they compass her round with 
homage, with flattery, with temptation, and when they grow 
tired of fooling her, they despise and insult her. Tell me, was 
this all a preconcerted plan? This love, this jealousy, were 
they only acted ?” 

‘*OQh, madame,” broke in the chevalier, with an expression of 
the deepest indignation, ‘‘how can you for an instant imagine 
that a human heart could beso perverted? Iam not acquainted 
with the man whom the commander accused you of loving, but 
whoever he may be I feel sure that he is worthy of your love, 
and that he would never have consented to such a dastardly 
joke. Neither would my uncle; his jealousy mastered him 
and drove him mad But I am not dependent on him; I 
am my own master, and can do asI please. I will hinder this 
duel ; I will not allow the illusion and ignorance of him who 
loves you and, alas that I must say it, whom you love, to be 
dispelled, for it is in them he finds his happiness. Be happy 
with him! As for me, I shall never see you again; but the 
recollection of this meeting, the joy of having served you, will 
be my consolation.” 

Angélique raised her beautiful eyes, and gave the chevalier a 
long look which expressed her gratitude more eloquently than 
words. 

‘May I be hanged!” thought Maitre Quennebert, “if the 
baggage isn’t making eyes at him already! But one who is 
drowning clutches at a straw.” 

‘Enough, madam,” said the chevalier; “I understand all 
you would say. You thank me in his name, and ask me to leave 
you: I obey—yes, madame, I am going; at the risk of my life 
I will prevent this meeting, I will stifle this fatal revelation. 
But grant me one last prayer—permit me to look forward to 
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seeing you once more before I leave this city, to which I wish 
I had never come. But I shall quit it in a day or two, 
to-morrow perhaps—as soon as I know that your happiness is 
assured. Oh! do not refuse my last request; let the light of 
your eyes shine on me for the last time; after that I shall 
depart—I shall fly far away for ever. But if perchance, in spite 
of every effort, I fail, if the commander’s jealousy should make 
him impervious to my entreaties—to my tears, if he whom you 
love should come and overwhelm you with reproaches and then 
abandon you, would you drive me from your presence if I 
should then say, ‘I love you’? Answer me, I beseech you.” 

‘*Go!” said she, ‘and prove worthy of my gratitude—or my 
love.” 

Seizing one of her hands, the chevalier covered it with 
passionate kisses. 

‘Such barefaced impudence surpasses everything I could 
have imagined!” murmured Quennebert: “fortunately, the 
play is over for to-night ; if it had gone on any longer, I should 
have done something foolish. The lady hardly imagines what 
the end of the comedy will be.” 

Neither did Quennebert. It was an evening of adventures. 
It was written that in the space of two hours Angélique was to 
run the gamut of all the emotions, experience all the vicissitudes 
to which a life such as she led is exposed: hope, fear, happi- 
ness, mortification, falsehood, love that was no love, intrigue 
within intrigue, and, to crown all, a totally unexpected con- 
clusion. 


11.—18 


CHAPTER V 


HE chevalier was still holding Angélique’s hand when a 
step resounded outside, and a voice was heard. 

‘‘Can it be that he has come back?” exclaimed the damsel, 
hastily freeing herself from the passionate embrace of the 
chevalier. ‘It’s not possible! Jon Dieu! mon Dieu! it’s 
his voice!” 

She grew pale to the lips, and stood staring at the door 
with outstretched arms, unable to advance or recede. 

The chevalier listened, but felt sure the approaching voice 
belonged neither to the commander nor to the treasurer. 

‘66 His voice’?” thought Quennebert to himself. “Can this 
be yet another aspirant to her favour?” 

The sound came nearer. 

‘‘ Hide yourself!” said Angélique, pointing to a door opposite 
to the partition behind which the widow and the notary were 
ensconced. ‘Hide yourself there !—there’s a secret staircase 
—you can get out that way.” 

“I hide myself!” exclaimed Moranges, with a swaggering 
air. ‘‘ What are you thinking of? I remain.” 

It would have been better for him to have followed her 
advice, as may very well have occurred to the youth two minutes 
later, as a tall, muscular young man entered in a state of intense 
excitement. Angélique rushed to meet him, crying— 

“ Ah! Monsieur le duc, is it you?” 

“What is this I hear, Angélique?” said the Duc de Vitry. 
“I was told below that three men had visited you this evening ; 
but only two have gone out—where is the third? Ha! I do 
not need long to find him,” he added, as he caught sight of the 
chevalier, who stood his ground bravely enough. .- 
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‘In Heaven’s name!” cried Angélique,—“ in Heaven’s name, 
listen to me!” 

“No, no, not a word. past now I am not questioning you. 
Who are you, sir?” 

The chevalier’s teasing and bantering disposition made him 
even at that critical moment insensible to fear, so he retorted 
insolently— 

‘Whoever I please to be, sir; and on my word I find the 
tone in which you put your question delightfully amusing.” 

The duke sprang forward in a rage, laying his hand on his 
sword. Angélique tried in vain to restrain him. 

‘You want to screen him from my vengeance, you false 
one !” said he, retreating a few steps, so as to guard the door. 
“ Defend your life, sir!” 

“Do you defend yours !” 

Both drew at the same moment. 

Two shrieks followed, one in the room, the other behind the 
tapestry, for neither Angélique nor the widow had been able to 
restrain her alarm as the two swords flashed in air. In fact 
the latter had been so frightened that she fell heavily to the 
floor in a faint. 

This incident probably saved the young man’s life; his 
blood had already begun to run cold at the sight of his 
adversary foaming with rage and standing between him and 
the door, when the noise of the fall distracted the duke’s 
attention. 

‘“‘What was that?” he cried. “Are there other enemies 
concealed here too?” And forgetting that he was leaving a 
way of escape free, he rushed in the direction from which the 
sound came, and lunged at the tapestry-covered partition with 
his sword. Meantime the chevalier, dropping all his airs of 
bravado, sprang from one end of the room to the other like 
a cat pursued by a dog; but rapid as were his movements, the 
duke perceived his flight, and dashed after him at the risk of 
breaking both his own neck and the chevalier’s by a chase 
through unfamiliar rooms and down stairs which were plunged 
in edarkness, 
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All this took place in a few seconds, like a flash of lightning. 
Twice, with hardly any interval, the street door opened and 
shut noisily, and the two enemies were in the street, one 
pursued and the other pursuing. 

“My God! Just to think of all that has happened is enough 
to make one die of fright!” said Mademoiselle de Guerchi. 
“What will come next, I should like to know? And what 
shall I say to the duke when he comes back ?” 

Just at this instant a loud cracking sound was heard in the 
room. Angélique stood still, once more struck with terror, and 
recollecting the cry she had heard. Her hair, which was already 
loosened, escaped entirely from its bonds, and she felt it rise on 
her head as the figures on the tapestry moved and bent 
towards her. Falling on her knees and closing her eyes, she 
began to invoke the aid of God and all the saints. But she 
soon felt herself raised by strong arms, and looking round, she 
found herself in the presence of an unknown man, who seemed 
to have issued from the ground or the walls, and who, seizing 
the only light left unextinguished in the scuffle, dragged her 
more dead than alive into the next room. 

This man was, as the reader will have already guessed, Maitre 
Quennebert. As soon as the chevalier and the duke had 
disappeared, the notary had run towards the corner where the 
widow lay, and having made sure that she was really unconscious, 
and unable to see or hear anything, so that it would be quite 
safe to tell her any story he pleased next day, he returned to 
his former position, and applying his shoulder to the partition, 
easily succeeded in freeing the ends of the rotten laths from 
the nails which held them, and, pushing them before him, made 
an aperture large enough to allow of his passing through into 
the next apartment. He applied himself to this task with 
such vigour, and became so absorbed in its accomplishment, 
that he entirely forgot the bag of twelve hundred livres which 
the widow had given him. 

“Who are your What do you want with me?” cried 
Mademoiselle de Guerchi, struggling to free herself. 

‘* Silence !” was Quennebert’s answer. . 
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“Don’t kill me, for pity’s sake!” 

‘Who wants to kill you? But be silent; I don’t want 
your shrieks to call people here. I must be alone with you 
for a few moments. Once more I tell you to be quiet, unless 
you want me to use violence. If you do what I tell you, no 
harm shall happen to you.” 

‘But who are you, monsieur?” 

‘‘T am neither a burglar nor a murderer ; that’s all you need 
to know; the rest is no concern of yours. Have you writing 
materials at hand ?” 

‘Yes, monsieur ; there they are, on that table.” 

‘Very well. Now sit down at the table.” 

66 Why >” 

‘Sit down, and answer my questions.” 

‘The first man who visited you this evening was M. Jeannin, 
was he not?” 

‘Yes, M. Jeannin de Castille.” 

‘The king’s treasurer ?” 

66 Yes.” 

“ All right. The second was Commander de Jars, and the 
young man he brought with him was his nephew, the Chevalier 
de Moranges. The last comer was a duke; am I not right?” 

“The Duc de Vitry.” 

“‘ Now write from my dictation.” 

He spoke very slowly, and Mademoiselle de Guerchi, obeying 
his commands, took up her pen. 

‘**'To-day,’” dictated Quennebert,—“ ‘to-day, this twentieth 
day of the month of November, in the year of the Lord 1658, 
I ? What is your full name?” 

** Angélique-Louise de Guerchi.” 

“Goon! ‘I, Angélique-Louise de Guerchi, was visited, in 
the rooms which I occupy, in the mansion of the Duchesse 
d’Etampes, corner of the streets Git-le-Coeur and du Hurepoix, 
about half-past seven o’clock in the evening, in the first place, 
by Messire Jeannin de Castille, King’s Treasurer ; in the second 
plage, by Commander de Jars, who was accompanied by a 
young man, his nephew, the Chevalier de Moranges; in the 
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third place, after the departure of Commander de Jars, and 
while I was alone with the Chevalier de Moranges, by the Duc 
de Vitry, who drew his sword upon the said chevalier and 
forced him to take flight.’ 

‘* Now put in a line by itself, and use capitals— 


‘66 DESCRIPTION OF THE CHEVALIER DE MORANGES.’” 


“But I only saw him for an instant,” said Angélique, “and 
I can’t recall——” 


Write, and don’t talk. I can recall everything, and that is 
all that is wanted. 

*“<* Ffeight about five feet.’ The chevalier,” said Quennebert, 
interrupting himself, ‘‘is four feet eleven inches three lines and 
a half, but I don’t need absolute exactness.” Angélique gazed 
at him in utter stupefaction. 

“Do you know him, then?” she asked. 

“T saw him this evening for the first time, but my eye is 
very accurate. 

“*Ffeight about five feet; hair black, eyes ditto, nose 


aquiline, mouth large, lips compressed, forehead high, face oval, 
complexion pale, no beard.’ 


‘* Now another line, and in capitals— 
‘SPECIAL MARKS.’ 


*** A small mole on the neck behind the right ear, a smaller 
mole on the left hand.’ 

“Have you written that? Now sign it with your full 
name.” 

‘“What use are you going to make of this paper?” 

**T should have told you before, if I had desired you to know. 
Any questions are quite useless. I don’t enjoin secrecy on 
you, however,” added the notary, as he folded the paper and 
put it in his doublet pocket. ‘You are quite free to tell any- 
one you like that you have written the description of the 
Chevalier de Moranges at the dictation of an unknown man, 
who got into your room you don’t know how, by the chimney 
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or through the ceiling perhaps, but who was determined to 
leave it by a more convenient road. Is there not a secret 
staircase? Show me where it is. I don’t want to meet any- 
One on my way out.” 

Angélique pointed out a door to him hidden by a damask 
curtain, and Quennebert saluting her, opened it and disappeared, 
leaving Angélique convinced that she had seen the devil in 
person. Not until the next day did the sight of the displaced 
partition explain the apparition, but even then so great was her 
fright, so deep was the terror which the recollection of the 
mysterious man inspired, that despite the permission to tell 
what had happened she mentioned her adventure to no one, 
and did not even complain to her neighbour, Madame Rapally, 
of the inquisitiveness which had led the widow to spy on her 
actions. 


CHAPTER VI 


E left de Jars and Jeannin, roaring with laughter, in the 
tavern in the rue Saint André-des-Arts. 

‘“What!” said the treasurer, “do you really think that 
Angélique thought I was in earnest in my offer?—that she 
believes in all good faith I intend to marry her?” 

“You may take my word for it. If it were not so, do you 
imagine she would have been in such desperation? Would 
she have fainted at my threat to tell you that I had claims on 
her as well as you? Togetmarried! Why, that is the goal of 
all such creatures, and there is not one of them who can under- 
stand why a man of honour should blush to give her his 
name. If you had only seen her terror, her tears! They 
would have either broken your heart or killed you with 
laughter.” 

‘* Well,” said Jeannin, “it is getting late. Are we going to 
wait for the chevalier?” 

‘* Let us call for him.” 

‘Very well. Perhaps he has made up his mind to stay. If 
so, we shall make a horrible scene, cry treachery and perjury, 
and trounce your nephew well. Let’s settle our score and 
be off.” 

They left the wine-shop, both rather the worse for the wine 
they had so largely indulged in. They felt the need of the 
cool night air, so instead of going down the rue Pavée they 
resolved to follow the rue Saint-André-des-Arts as far as the 
Pont Saint-Michel, so as to reach the mansion by a longer 
route. 

At the very moment the commander got up to leave the 
tavern the chevalier had run out of the mansion at the top ot 
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his speed. It was not that he had entirely lost his courage, 
for had he found it impossible to avoid his assailant it is pro- 
bable that he would have regained the audacity which had led 
him to draw his sword. But he was a novice in the use of 
arms, had not yet reached full physical development, and felt 
that the chances were so much against him that he would only 
have faced the encounter if there were no possible way of 
escape. On leaving the house he had turned quickly into the 
rue Git-le-Coeur; but on hearing the door close behind his 
pursuer he disappeared down the narrow and crooked rue de 
l’Hirondelle, hoping to throw the Duc de Vitry off the scent. 
The duke, however, though for a moment in doubt, was 
guided by the sound of the flying footsteps. The chevalier, 
still trying to send him off on a false trail, turned to the right, 
and so regained the upper end of the rue Saint-André, and ran 
along it as far as the church, the site of which is occupied by 
the square of the same name to-day. Here he thought he 
would be safe, for, as the church was being restored and 
enlarged, heaps of stone stood all round the old pile. He 
glided in among these, and twice heard Vitry searching quite 
close to him, and each time stood on guard expecting an 
onslaught. This marching and counter-marching lasted for 
some minutes ; the chevalier began to hope he had escaped the 
danger, and eagerly waited for the moment when the moon 
which had broken through the clouds should again withdraw 
behind them, in order to steal into some of the adjacent 
streets under cover of the darkness. Suddenly a shadow rose 
before him and a threatening voice cried— 

** Have I caught you at last, you coward ?” 

The danger in which the chevalier stood awoke in him a 
flickering energy, a feverish courage, and he crossed blades with 
his assailant. A strange combat ensued, of which the result 
was quite uncertain, depending entirely on chance; for no 
science was of any avail on a ground so rough that the com- 
batants stumbled at every step, or struck against immovable 
masses, which were one moment clearly lit up, and the next in 
shadéw. Steel clashed on steel, the feet of the adversaries 
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touched each other, several times the cloak of one was pierced 
by the sword of the other, more than once the words “ Die 
then!” rang out. But each time the seemingly vanquished 
combatant sprang up unwounded, as agile and as lithe and as 
quick as ever, while he in his turn pressed the enemy home. 
There was neither truce nor pause, no clever feints nor fencer’s 
tricks could be employed on either side; it was a mortal com- 
bat, but chance, not skill, would deal the death-blow. Some- 
times a rapid pass encountered only empty air; sometimes 
blade crossed blade above the wielders’ heads ; sometimes the 
fencers lunged at each other’s breast, and yet the blows glanced 
aside at the last moment and the blades met in air once more. 
At last, however, one of the two, making a pass to the right 
which left his breast unguarded, received a deep wound. 
Uttering a loud cry, he recoiled a step or two, but, exhausted by 
the effort, tripped and fell backward over a large stone, and lay 
there motionless, his arms extended in the form of a cross. 

The other turned and fied. 

“Hark, de Jars!” said Jeannin, stopping. ‘‘ There’s fighting 
going on hereabouts ; I hear the clash of swords.” 

Both listened intently. 

‘*] hear nothing now.” 

“Hush! there it goes again. It’s by the church.” 

‘* What a dreadful cry!” 

They ran at full speed towards the place whence it seemed 
to come, but found only solitude, darkness, and silence. They 
looked in every direction. 

‘**T can’t see a living soul,” said Jeannin, “ and I very much 
fear that the poor devil who gave that yell has mumbled his 
last prayer.” 

“I don’t know why I tremble so,” replied de Jars; ‘that 
heartrending cry made me shiver from head to foot. Was it 
not something like the chevalier’s voice?” 

‘The chevalier is with La Guerchi, and even if he had left 
her this would not have been his way to rejoin us. Let us go 
on and leave the dead in peace.” 

“ Look, Jeannin! what is that in front of us?” : 
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‘On that stone? A man who has fallen!” 

“Yes, and bathed in blood,” exclaimed de Jars, who had 
darted to his side. ‘Ah! it’s he! it’s he! Look, his eyes 
are closed, his hands cold! My child—he does not hear me! 
Oh, who has murdered him ?” 

He fell on his knees, and threw himself on the body with 
every mark of the most violent despair. 

**Come, come,” said Jeannin, surprised at such an explosion 
of grief from a man accustomed to duels, and who on several 
similar occasions had been far from displaying much tenderness 
of heart, “collect yourself, and don’t give way like a woman. 
Perhaps the wound is not mortal. Let us try to stop the 
bleeding and call for help.” 

“No, no ” 

‘** Are you mad P” 

“Don’t call, for Heaven’s sake! The wound is here, near 
the heart. Your handkerchief, Jeannin, to arrest the flow of 
blood. ‘There—now help me to lift him.” 

“What does that mean?” cried Jeannin, who had just laid 
his hand on the chevalier. ‘I don’t know whether I’m awake 
or asleep! Why, it’s a——” 

‘Be silent, on your life! I shall explain everything—but 
now be silent ; there is someone looking at us.” 

There was indeed a man wrapped in a mantle standing 
motionless some steps away. 

“What are you doing here?” asked de Jars. 

““May I ask what you are doing, gentlemen?” retorted 
Maitre Quennebert, in a calm and steady voice. 

“Your curiosity may cost you dear, monsieur ; we are not 
in the habit of allowing our actions to be spied on.” 

“And I am not in the habit of running useless risks, most 
noble cavaliers. You are, it is true, two against one; but,” 
he added, throwing back his cloak and grasping the hilts of 
a pair of pistols stuck in his belt, ‘“‘these will make us equal. 
You are mistaken as to my intentions. I had no thought of 
playing the spy ; it was chance alone that led me here; and you 
must acknowledge that finding you in this lonely spot, engaged 
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as you are at this hour of the night, was quite enough to awake 
the curiosity of a man as little disposed to provoke a quarrel 
as to submit to threats.” 

‘Tt was chance also that brought us here. We were crossing 
the square, my friend and I, when we heard groans. We 
followed the sound, and found this young gallant, who is a 
stranger to us, lying here, with a wound in his breast.” 

As the moon at that moment gleamed doubtfully forth, Maitre 
Quennebert bent for an instant over the body of the wounded 
man, and said— 

‘‘T know him no more than you. But supposing someone 
were to come upon us here, we might easily be taken for three 
assassins holding a consultation over the corpse of our victim. 
What were you going to do?” 

‘Take him to a doctor. It would be inhuman to leave him 
here, and while we are talking precious time is being lost.” 

‘Do you belong to this neighbourhood ?” 

“No,” said the treasurer. 

‘Neither do I,” said Quennebert, “but I believe I have 
heard the name of a surgeon who lives close by, in the rue 
Hauteville.” 

‘*T also know of one,” interposed de Jars, ‘‘a very skilful man.” 

‘You may command me.” 

‘*Gladly, monsieur ; for he lives some distance from here.” 

‘**T am at your service.” 

De Jars and Jeannin raised the chevalier’s shoulders, and 
the stranger supported his legs, and carrying their burden in 
this order, they set off. 

They walked slowly, looking about them carefully, a pre- 
caution rendered necessary by the fact that the moon now rode 
in a cloudless sky. They glided over the Pont Saint-Michel 
between the houses that lined both sides, and, turning to the 
right, entered onelof the narrow streets of the Cité, and after 
many turnings, during which they met no one, they stopped 
at the door of a house situated behind the Hotel-de-Ville. 

‘*Many thanks, monsieur,” said de Jars,—‘‘ many thanks ; 
we need no further help.” 
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As the commander spoke, Maitre Quennebert let the feet 
of the chevalier fall abruptly on the pavement, while de Jars 
and the treasurer still supported his body, and, stepping back 
two paces, he drew his pistols from his belt, and placing a finger 
on each trigger, said— 

“Do not stir, messieurs, or you are dead men.” 

Both, although encumbered by their burden, laid their hands 
upon their swords. 

‘¢ Not a movement, not a sound, or I shoot.” 

There was no reply to this argument, it being a convincing 
one even for two duellists. ‘The bravest man turns pale when 
he finds himself face to face with sudden inevitable death, and 
he who threatened seemed to be one who would, without 
hesitation, carry out his threats. There was nothing for it but 
obedience, or a ball through them as they stood. 

‘What do you want with us, sir?” asked Jeannin. 

Quennebert, without changing his attitude, replied— 

“Commander de Jars, and you, Messire Jeannin de Castille, 
king’s treasurer,—you see, my gentles, that besides the ad- 
vantage of arms which strike swiftly and surely, I have the 
further advantage of knowing who you are, whilst I am myself 
unknown,—you will carry the wounded man into this house, 
into which I will not enter, for I have nothing to do within ; 
but I shall remain here, to await your return. After you have 
handed over the patient to the doctor, you will procure paper 
and write—now pay great attention—that on November 2oth, 
1658, about midnight, you, aided by an unknown man, carried 
to this house, the address of which you will give, a young man 
whom you call the Chevalier de Moranges, and pass off as your 
nephew 4 

** As he really is.” 

‘Very well.” 

‘But who told you po 

“Let me go on: who had been wounded in a fight with 
swords on the same night behind the church of Saint-André- 
des-Arts by the Duc de Vitry.” 

“The Duc de Vitry !—How do you know that?” 








CHAPTER VII 


() N the day following this extraordinary series of adventures, 

explanations between those who were mixed up in them, 
whether as actors or spectators, were the order of the day. It 
was not till Maitre Quennebert reached the house of the friend 
who had offered to put him up for the night that it first 
dawned on him, that the interest which the Chevalier de 
Moranges had awakened in his mind had made him utterly 
forget the bag containing the twelve hundred livres which he 
owed to the generosity of the widow. This money being 
necessary to him, he went back to her early next morning. 
He found her hardly recovered from her terrible fright. Her 
swoon had lasted far beyond the time when the notary had 
left the house; and as Angélique, not daring to enter the 
bewitched room, had taken refuge in the most distant corner 
of her apartments, the feeble call of the widow was heard by 
no one. Receiving no answer, Madame Rapally groped her 
way into the next room, and finding that empty, buried herself 
beneath the bedclothes, and passed the rest of the night 
dreaming of drawn swords, duels, and murders. As soon as 
it was light she ventured into the mysterious room once more, 
without calling her servants, and found the bag of crowns lying 
open on the floor, with the coins scattered all around, the 
partition broken, and the tapestry hanging from it in shreds. 
The widow was near fainting again: she imagined at first she 
saw stains of blood everywhere, but a closer inspection having 
somewhat reassured her, she began to pick up the coins that 
had rolled to right and left, and was agreeably surprised to find 
the tale complete. But how and why had Maitre Quennebert 
abandoned them? What had become of him? She haa got 
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lost in the most absurd suppositions and conjectures when the 
notary appeared. Discovering from the first words she uttered 
that she was in complete ignorance of all that had taken place, 
he explained to her that when the interview between the 
chevalier and Mademoiselle de Guerchi had just at the most 
interesting moment been so unceremoniously interrupted by 
the arrival of the duke, he had become so absorbed in watch- 
ing them that he had not noticed that the partition was bending 
before the pressure of his body, and that just as the duke drew 
his sword it suddenly gave way, and he, Quennebert, being thus 
left without support, tumbled head foremost into the next 
room, among a perfect chaos of overturned furniture and 
lamps ; that almost before he could rise he was forced to draw 
in self-defence, and had to make his escape, defending himself 
against both the duke and the chevalier; that they had 
pursued him so hotly, that when he found himself free he was 
too far from the house and the hour was too advanced to 
admit of his returning. Quennebert added innumerable pro- 
testations of friendship, devotion, and gratitude, and, furnished 
with his twelve hundred crowns, went away, leaving the 
widow reassured as to his safety, but still shaken from her 
fright. 

While the notary was thus soothing the widow, Angélique 
was exhausting all the expedients her trade had taught her in 
the attempt to remove the duke’s suspicions. She asserted she 
was the victim of an unforeseen attack which nothing in her 
conduct had ever authorised. The young Chevalier de Moranges 
had gained admittance, she declared, under the pretext that he 
brought her news from the duke, the one man who occupied her 
thoughts, the sole object of her love. The chevalier had seen 
her lover, he said, a few days before, and by cleverly appearing to 
things back, he had led her to fear that the duke had grown 
tired of her, and that a new conquest was the cause of his 
absence. She had not believed these insinuations, although 
his long silence would have justified the most mortifying 
suppositions, the most cruel doubts. At length the chevalier 
had * grown bolder, and had declared his passion for her; 
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whereupon she had risen and ordered him to leave her. Just 
at that moment the duke had entered, and had taken the 
natural agitation and confusion of the chevalier as signs of 
her guilt. Some explanation was also necessary to account 
for the presence of the two other visitors of whom he had 
been told below stairs. As he knew nothing at all about 
them, the servant who admitted them never having seen 
either of them before, she acknowledged that two gentlemen 
had called earlier in the evening; that they had refused to 
send in their names, but as they had said they had come to 
inquire about the duke, she suspected them of having been in 
league with the chevalier in the attempt to ruin her reputation, 
perhaps they had even promised to help him to carry her off, 
but she knew nothing positive about them or their plans. 
The duke, contrary to his wont, did not allow himself to be 
easily convinced by these lame explanations, but unfortunately 
for him the lady knew how to assume an attitude favourable to 
her purpose. She had been induced, she said, with the simple 
confidence born of love, to listen to people who had led her 
to suppose they could give her news of one so dear to her as 
the duke. From this falsehood she proceeded to bitter 
reproaches: instead of defending herself, she accused him 
of having left her a prey to anxiety; she went so far as to 
imply that there must be some foundation for the hints 
of the chevalier, until at last the duke, although he was not 
guilty of the slightest infidelity, and had excellent reasons to 
give in justification of his silence, was soon reduced to a 
penitent mood, and changed his threats into entreaties for 
forgiveness. As to the shriek he had heard, and which he 
was sure had been uttered by the stranger who had forced his 
way into her room after the departure of the others, she 
asserted that his ears must have deceived him. Feeling that 
therein lay her best chance of making things smooth, she 
exerted herself to convince him that there was no need for 
other information than she could give, and did all she could 
to blot the whole affair from his memory; and her success was 
such that at the end of the interview the duke was more 
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enamoured and more credulous than ever, and believing he 
had done her wrong, he delivered himself up to her, bound 
hand and foot. Two days later he installed his mistress in 
another dwelling. 

Madame Rapally also resolved to give up her rooms, and 
removed to a house that belonged to her on the Pont Saint- 
Michel. 

The commander took the condition of Charlotte Boullenois 
very much to heart. The physician under whose care he had 
placed her, after examining her wounds, had not given much 
hope of her recovery. It was not that de Jars was capable of 
a lasting love, but Charlotte was young and possessed great 
beauty, and the romance and mystery surrounding their 
connection gave it piquancy. Charlotte’s disguise, too, which 
enabled de Jars to conceal his success and yet flaunt it in the 
face, as it were, of public morality and curiosity, charmed him 
by its audacity, and above all he was carried away by the bold 
and uncommon character of the girl, who, not content with a 
prosaic intrigue, had trampled underfoot all social prejudices 
and proprieties, and plunged at once into unmeasured and 
unrestrained dissipation ; the singular mingling in her nature 
of the vices of both sexes; the unbridled licentiousness of 
the courtesan coupled with the devotion of a man for horses, 
wine, and fencing ; in short, her eccentric character, as it would 
now be called, kept a passion alive which would else have 
quickly died away in his d/asé heart. Nothing would induce 
him to follow Jeannin’s advice to leave Paris for at least a few 
weeks, although he shared Jeannin’s fear that the statement 
they had been forced to give the stranger would bring them 
into trouble. The treasurer, who had no love affair on hand, 
went off; but the commander bravely held his ground, and at 
the end of five or six days, during which no one disturbed him, 
began to think the only result of the incident would be the 
anxiety it had caused him. 

Every evening as soon as it was dark he betook himself to 
the doctor’s, wrapped in his cloak, armed to the teeth, and his 
hat pulled down over his eyes. For two days and nights, 
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Charlotte, whom to avoid confusion we shall continue to call 
the Chevalier de Moranges, hovered between life and death. 
Her youth and the strength of her constitution enabled her at 
last to overcome the fever, in spite of the want of skill of the 
surgeon Perregaud. 

Although de Jars was the only person who visited the 
chevalier, he was not the only one who was anxious about 
the patient’s health, Mattre Quennebert, or men engaged by 
him to watch, for he did not want to attract attention, were always 
prowling about the neighbourhood, so that he was kept well 
informed of everything that went on. The instructions he gave 
to these agents were, that if a funeral should leave the house, 
they were to find out the name of the deceased, and then to let 
him know without delay. But all these precautions seemed quite 
useless: he always received the same answer to all his questions, 
‘“We know nothing.” So at last he determined to address 
himself directly to the man who could give him information 
on which he could rely. 

One night the commander left the surgeon’s feeling more 
cheerful than usual, for the chevalier had passed a good day, 
and there was every hope that he was on the road to complete 
recovery. Hardly had de Jars gone twenty paces when some- 
one laid a hand on his shoulder. He turned and saw a man 
whom, in the darkness, he did not recognise. 

‘‘Excuse me for detaining you, Commander de Jars,” said 
Quennebert, “ but I have a word to say to you.” 

*‘Ah! so it’s you, sir,” replied the commander. “Are you 
going at last to give me the opportunity I was so anxious for?” 

“IT don’t understand.” 

““We are on more equal terms this time; to-day you don’t 
catch me unprepared, almost without weapons, and if you are 
a man of honour you will measure swords with me.” 

‘Fight a duel with you! why, may I ask? You have never 
insulted me.” 

‘*A truce to pleasantry, sir; don’t make me regret that I 
have shown myself more generous than you. I might have 
killed you just now had I wished. I could have put my pistol 
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to your breast and fired, or said to you, ‘Surrender at discretion !’ 
as you so lately said to me.” 

“‘ And what use would that have been?” 

“Tt would have made a secret safe that you ought never 
to have known.” 

“It would have been the most unfortunate thing for you that 
could have happened, for if you had killed me the paper would 
have spoken. So! you think that if you were to assassinate 
me you would only have to stoop over my dead body and 
search my pockets, and, having found the incriminating docu- 
ment, destroy it. You seem to have formed no very high opinion 
of my intelligence and common sense. You of the upper classes 
don’t need these qualities, the law is on your side. But when 
a humble individual like myself, a mere nobody, undertakes to 
investigate a piece of business about which those in authority 
are not anxious to be enlightened, precautions are necessary. 
It’s not enough for him to have right on his side, he must, in 
order to secure his own safety, make good use of his skill, courage, 
and knowledge. I have no desire to humiliate you a second 
time, so I will say no more. The paper is in the hands of my 
notary, and if a single day passes without his seeing me he has 
orders to break the seal and make the contents public. So you 
see chance is still on my side. But now that you are warned 
there is no need for me to bluster. I am quite prepared to 
acknowledge your superior rank, and if you insist upon it, to 
speak to you uncovered.” 

‘What do you desire to know, sir?” 

‘‘ How is the Chevalier de Moranges getting on?” 

““Very badly, very badly.” 

‘Take care, commander; don’t deceive me. One is so 
easily tempted to believe what one hopes, and I hope so 
strongly that I dare not believe what you say. I saw you 
coming out of the house, not at all with the air of a man who 
had just heard bad news. Quite the contrary: you looked at 
the sky, and rubbed your hands, and walked with a light, quick 
step, that did not speak of grief.” 

You're a sharp observer, sir.” 
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“IT see, you hope not to have long to wait for the end.” 

‘‘T hope not ; but meantime a premature disclosure would do 
me as much harm as you. I have not the slightest rancour 
against you, commander ; you have robbed me of no treasure ; 
I have therefore no compensation to demand. What you place 
such value on would be only a burden to me, as it will be to 
you later on. All I want is, to know as soon as it is no longer 
in your possesgon, whether it has been removed by the will of 
God or by yourown. I am right in thinking that to-day there 
is some hope of ‘he chevalier’s recovery, am I not?” 

‘“S'VYes, sir.” 

‘‘Do you give me your promise that if ever he leave this 
house safe and souyd you will let me know?” 

“TI give you my jromise.” 

** And if the resuli should be different, you will also send me 
word ?” 

“Certainly. But tc whom shall I address my message?” 

‘‘T should have thought that since our first meeting you would 
have found out all aboit me, and that to tell you my name 
would be superfluous. 3ut I have no reason to hide it: Mattre 
Quennebert, notary, Sant-Denis. I will not detain you any 
longer now, commander ; excuse a simple citizen for dictating 
conditions to a noble suc, as you. For once chance has been 
on my side, although a scrre of times it has gone against me.” 

De Jars made no repl except a nod, and walked away 
quickly, muttering words 2f suppressed anger between his 
teeth at all the humiliatiors to which he had been obliged to 
submit so meekly. 

‘“‘Hfe’s as insolent as a vatet who has no fear of a larruping 
before his eyes : how the rapsallion gloried in taking advantage 
of his position! Taking off hx hat while putting his foot on my 
neck! If ever I can be ever. with you, my worthy scrivener, 
you'll pass a very bad quarter ¢ an hour, I can tell you.” 

Everyone has his own idea of vhat constitutes perfect honour. 
De Jars, for instance, would hav: allowed himself to be cut up 
into little pieces rather than hae broken the promise he had 
gjven Quennebert a week ago, beause it was given in exchange 
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““J have already explained to you, sir, that when one of us 
belonging to a class hardly better than serfs succeeds by 
chance or force of character in getting out of the narrow 
bounds in which he was born, he must keep both eyes and 
ears open. If I had doubted your word as you have doubted 
mine on the merest suspicion, you would have said to your 
servants, ‘Chastise this rascal.’ But I am obliged to prove to 
you that you did not tell me the truth. NowI am sure that 
the chevalier is out of danger.” 

“If you were so well informed why did you ask me?” 

*‘T only knew it by your asserting the contrary.” 

‘‘What do you mean?” cried de Jars, who was growing 
restive under this cold, satirical politeness. 

*“Do me justice, commander. The bit chafes, but yet you 
must acknowledge that I have a light hand. Fora full week 
you have been in my power. Have I disturbed your quiet? 
Have I betrayed your secret? You knowI have not. And I 
shall continue to act in the same manner. I hope with all my 
heart, however great would be your grief, that the chevalier may 
die of his wound. I have not the same reasons for loving him 
that you have, so much you can readily understand, even if I 
do not explain the cause of my interest in his fate. But in such 
a matter hopes count for nothing; they cannot make his 
temperature either rise or fall. I have told you I have no wish 
to force the chevalier to resume his real name. I may make 
use of the document and I may not, but if I am obliged to use 
it I shall give you warning. Will you, in return, swear to me 
upon your honour that you will keep me informed as to the 
fate of the chevalier, whether you remain in Paris or whether 
you leave? But let this agreement be a secret between us, and 
do not mention it to the so-called Moranges.” 

‘‘I have your oath, monsieur, that you will give me notice 
before you use the document I have given you against me, 
have I? But what guarantee have I that you will keep your 
word ?” 

“My course of action till to-day, and the fact that I have 
pledged you my word of my own free will.” . 


LA CONSTANTIN 2905 


“TI see, you hope not to have long to wait for the end.” 

‘I hcpe not ; but meantime a premature disclosure would do 
me as much harm as you. I have not the slightest rancour 
against you, commander; you have robbed me of no treasure ; 
I have therefore no compensation to demand. What you place 
such value en would be only a burden to me, as it will be to 
you later on. All I want is, to know as soon as it is no longer 
in your possesson, whether it has been removed by the will of 
God or by yourown. I am right in thinking that to-day there 
is some hope of ‘he chevalier’s recovery, am I not?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

‘‘Do you give me your promise that if ever he leave this 
house safe and souad you will let me know?” 

“TI give you my fromise.” 

* And if the result should be different, you will also send me 
word ?” 

“Certainly. But tc whom shall I address my message?” 

‘‘T should have thought that since our first meeting you would 
have found out all abait me, and that to tell you my name 
would be superfluous. 3ut I have no reason to hide it: Maitre 
Quennebert, notary, Sant-Denis. I will not detain you any 
longer now, commander ; excuse a simple citizen for dictating 
conditions to a noble suc as you. For once chance has been 
on my side, although a scce of times it has gone against me.” 

De Jars made no repl except a nod, and walked away 
quickly, muttering words »f suppressed anger between his 
teeth at all the humiliatiors to which he had been obliged to 
submit so meekly. 

‘* He’s as insolent as a varet who has no fear of a larruping 
before his eyes : how the rapsallion gloried in taking advantage 
of his position! Taking off hs hat while putting his foot on my 
neck! If ever I can be ever. with you, my worthy scrivener, 
you'll pass a very bad quarter ¢ an hour, I can tell you.” 

Everyone has his own idea of vhat constitutes perfect honour. 
De Jars, for instance, would hav: allowed himself to be cut up 
into little pieces rather than hae broken the promise he had 
gjven Quennebert a week ago, beause it was given in exchange 
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for his life, and the slightest paltering with his word under those 
circumstances would have been dastardly. But the engage- 
ment into which he had just entered had in his eyes no such 
moral sanction ; he had not been forced into it by threats, he 
had escaped by its means no serious danger, and therefore in 
regard to it his conscience was much more accommodating. 
What he should best have liked to do would have been to have 
sought out the notary and provoked him by insuts to send him 
a challenge. That a clown such as that could lave any chance 
of leaving the ground alive never entered his nead. But will- 
ingly as he would have compassed his death in this manner, 
the knowledge that his secret would not die with Quennebert 
restrained him, for when everything came »ut he felt that the 
notary’s death would be regarded as an aggravation of his 
original offence, and in spite of his rank he vas not at all certain 
that if he were put on his trial even nowne would escape scot 
free, much less if a new offence were adced to the indictment. 
So, however much he might chafe aganst the bit, he felt he 
must submit to the bridle. 

‘“ By God!” said he, ‘I know what che clodhopper is after ; 
and even if I must suffer in conseqience, I shall take good 
care that he cannot shake off his boids. Wait a bit! I can 
play the detective too, and be down m him without letting him 
see the hand that deals the blows. It'll be a wonder if I can’t 
find a naked sword to suspend abov: 4zs head.” 

However, while thus brooding cer projects of vengeance, 
Commander de Jars kept his worl, and about a month after 
the interview above related he ssnt word to Quennebert that 
the Chevalier de Moranges had left Perregaud’s completely 
recovered from his wound. Butthe nearly fatal result of the 
chevalier’s last prank seemed to iave subdued his adventurous 
spirit; he was no longer seen inpublic, and was soon forgotten 
by all his acquaintances with th: exception of Mademoiselle de 
Guerchi. She faithfully treasued up the memory of his words 
of passion, his looks of lov, the warmth of his caresses, 
although at first she struggled 1ard to chase his image from her 
heart. But as the Duc de Vtry assured her that he had killed 
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him on the spot, she considered it no breach of faith to 
think lovingly of the dead, and while she took the goods so 
bounteously provided by her living lover, her gentlest thoughts, 


her most enduring regrets, were given to one whom she never 
hoped to see again. 


CHAPTER VIII 


ITH the reader’s permission, we must now jump over 

an interval of rather more than a year, and bring upon 

the stage a person who, though only of secondary importance, 
can no longer be left behind the scenes. 

We have already said that the loves of Quennebert and 
Madame Rapally were regarded with a jealous eye by a distant 
cousin of the lady’s late husband. The love of this rejected 
suitor, whose name was Trumeau, was no more sincere than 
the notary’s, nor were his motives more honourable. Although 
his personal appearance was not such as to lead him to expect 
that his path would be strewn with conquests, he considered 
that his charms at least equalled those of his defunct relative ; 
and it may be said that in thus estimating them he did not lay 
himself open to the charge of overweening vanity. But how- 
ever persistently he preened himself before the widow, she 
vouchsafed him not one glance. Her heart was filled with the 
love of his rival, and it is no easy thing to tear a rooted passion 
out of a widow’s heart when that widow’s age is forty-six, and 
she is silly enough to believe that the admiration she feels is 
equalled by the admiration she inspires, as the unfortunate 
Trumeau found to his cost. All his carefully prepared declara- 
tions of love, all his skilful insinuations against Quennebert, 
brought him nothing but scornful rebuffs. But TTrumeau was 
nothing if not persevering, and he could not habituate himself 
to the idea of seeing the widow’s fortune pass into other hands 
than his own, so that every baffled move only increased his 
determination to spoil his competitor’s game. He was always 
on the watch for a chance to carry tales to the widow, and so 
absorbed did he become in this fruitless pursuit, that he grew 
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yellower and more dried up from day to day, and to his 
jaundiced eye the man who was at first simply his rival became 
his mortal enemy and the object of his implacable hate, so 
that at length merely to get the better of him, to outwit him, 
would, after so long-continued and obstinate a struggle and so 
many defeats, have seemed to him too mild a vengeance, too 
incomplete a victory. 

Quennebert was well aware of the zeal with which the in- 
defatigable Trumeau sought to injure him. But he regarded 
the manceuvres of his rival with supreme unconcern, for he knew 
that he could at any time sweep away the network of cunning 
machinations, underhand insinuations, and malicious hints, which 
was spread around him, by allowing the widow to confer on him 
the advantages she was so anxious to bestow. The goal, he 
knew, was within his reach, but the problem he had to solve was 
how to linger on the way thither, how to defer the triumphal 
moment, how to keep hope alive in the fair one’s breast and 
yet delay its fruition. His affairs were in a bad way. Day by 
day full possession of the fortune thus dangled before his eyes, 
and fragments of which came to him occasionally by way of 
loan, was becoming more and more indispensable, and tanta- 
lising though it was, yet he dared not put out his hand to seize 
it. His creditors dunned him relentlessly: one final reprieve 
had been granted him, but that at an end, if he could not meet 
their demands, it was all up with his career and reputation. 

One morning in the beginning of February 1660, Trumeau 
called to see his cousin. He had not been there for nearly a 
month, and Quennebert and the widow had begun to think that, 
hopeless of success, he had retired from the contest. But, far 
from that, his hatred had grown more intense than ever, and 
having come upon the traces of an event in the past life of 
his rival which if proved would be the ruin of that rival’s hopes, 
he set himself to gather evidence. He now made his appear- 
ance with beaming looks, which expressed a joy too great for 
words. He held in one hand a small scroll tied with a ribbon. 
He found the widow alone, sitting in a large easy-chair before 
thé fire. She was reading for the twentieth time a letter 
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which Quennebert had written her the evening before. To 
judge by the happy and contented expression of the widow’s 
face, it must have been couched in glowing terms. Trumeau 
guessed at once from whom the missive came, but the sight of 
it, instead of irritating him, called forth a smile. 

“Ah! so it’s you, cousin?” said the widow, folding the 
precious paper and slipping it into the bosom of her dress. 
‘‘ How do you do? It’s a long time since I saw you, more 
than a fortnight, I think. Have you been ill?” 

‘So you remarked my absence! That is very flattering, my 
dear cousin; you do not often spoil me by such attentions. 
No, I have not been ill, thank God, but I thought it better not 
to intrude upon you so often. A friendly call now and then 
such as to-day’s is what you like, is it not? By the way, tell me 
about your handsome suitor, Maitre Quennebert; how is he 
getting along?” 

“You look very knowing, Trumeau: have you heard of 
anything happening to him ?” 

**No, and I should be exceedingly sorry to hear that any- 
thing unpleasant had happened to him.” 

*“Now you are not saying what you think, you know you 
can’t bear him.” 

‘‘ Well, to speak the truth, I have no great reason to like him. 
If it were not for him, I should perhaps have been happy to- 
day ; my love might have moved your heart. However, I have 
become resigned to my loss, and since your choice has fallen 
on him,”—and here he sighed,—“ well, all I can say is, I hope 
you may never regret it.” 

‘Many thanks for your goodwill, cousin; I am delighted 
to find you in such a benevolent mood. You must not be 
vexed because I could not give you the kind of love you 
wanted ; the heart, you know, is not amenable to reason.” 

‘‘There is only one thing I should like to ask.” 

** What ts it?” 

‘I mention it for your good more than for my own. If you 
want to be happy, don’t let this handsome quill-driver get you 
entirely into his hands. You are saying to yourself that becafise 
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of my ill-success with you I am trying to injure him ; but what 
if I could prove that he does not love you as much as he 
pretends . 

‘Come, come, control your naughty tongue! Are you going 
to begin backbiting again? You are playing a mean part, 
Trumeau. I have never hinted to Maitre Quennebert all 
the nasty little ways in which you have tried to put a spoke in 
his wheel, for if he knew he would ask you to prove your words, 
and then you would look very foolish.” 

“Not at all, I swear to you. On the contrary, if I were to 
tell all I know in his presence, it is not I who would be dis- 
concerted. Oh! I am weary of meeting with nothing from you 
but snubs, scorn, and abuse. You think me a slanderer when I 
say, ‘This gallant wooer of widows does not love you for your- 
self but for your money-bags. He fools you by fine promises, 
but as to marrying you—never, never !’” 

*‘ May I ask you to repeat that?” broke in Madame Rapally. 

‘** Oh! I know what Iam saying. You will never be Madame 
Quennebert.” 

** Really ?” 

** Really.” 

‘Jealousy has eaten away whatever brains you used to 
possess, Trumeau. Since I saw you last, cousin, important 
changes have taken place: I was just going to send you to-day 
an invitation to my wedding.” 

“To your wedding ?” 

‘Yes; I am to be married to-morrow.” 

‘To-morrow? ‘To Quennebert ?” stammered Trumeau. 

“To Quennebert,” repeated the widow in a tone of triumph. 

‘It’s not possible !” exclaimed Trumeau. 

“It is so possible that you will see us united to-morrow. 
And for the future I must beg of you to regard Quennebert 
no longer as a rival but as my husband, whom to offend will be 
to offend me.” 

The tone in which these words were spoken no longer left 
room for doubt as to the truth of the news. Trumeau looked 
down for a few moments, as if reflecting deeply before definitely 
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making up his mind. He twisted the little roll of papers 
between his fingers, and seemed to be in doubt whether to open 
it and give it to Madame Rapally to read or not. In the end, 
however, he put it in his pocket, rose, and approaching his 
cousin, said— 

“J beg your pardon, this news completely changes my 
opinion. From the moment Mattre Quennebert becomes 
your husband I shall not have a word to say against him. My 
suspicions were unjust, I confess it frankly, and I hope that 
in consideration of the motives which prompted me you will 
forget the warmth of my attacks. I shall make no protestations, 
but shall let the future show how sincere is my devotion to 
your interests.” 

Madame Rapally was too happy, too certain of being loved, 
not to pardon easily. With the self-complacency and factitious 
generosity of a woman who feels herself the object of two 
violent passions, she was so good as to feel pity for the lover 
who was left out in the cold, and offered him her hand. 
Trumeau kissed it with every outward mark of respect, while 
his lips curled unseen in a smile of mockery. The cousins 
parted, apparently the best of friends, and on the understanding 
that Trumeau would be present at the nuptial benediction, 
which was to be given in a church beyond the town hall, near 
the house in which the newly-married couple were to live; the 
house on the Pont Saint-Michel having lately been sold to great 
advantage. 

‘On my word,” said Trumeau, as he went off, “‘ it would have 
been a great mistake to have spoken. I have got that wretch 
of a Quennebert into my clutches at last ; and there is nobody 
but himself to blame. He is taking the plunge of his own free 
will, there is no need for me to shove him off the precipice.” 

The ceremony took place next day. Quennebert conducted 
his interesting bride to the altar, she hung with ornaments like 
the shrine of a saint, and, beaming all over with smiles, looked 
so ridiculous that the handsome bridegroom reddened to the 
roots of his hair with shame. Just as they entered the church, 
a coffin, on which lay a sword, and which was followed bya 
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single mourner, who from his manners and dress seemed to 
belong to the class of nobles, was carried in by the same door. 
The wedding guests drew back to let the funeral pass on, the 
living giving precedence to the dead. The solitary mourner 
glanced by chance at Quennebert, and started as if the sight 
of him was painful. 

‘* What an unlucky meeting !” murmured Madame Rapally ; 
‘*it is sure to be a bad omen.” 

“It’s sure to be the exact opposite,” said Quennebert, smiling. 

The two ceremonies took place simultaneously in two adjoin- 
ing chapels; the funeral dirges which fell on the widow’s ear 
full of sinister prediction seemed to have quite another meaning 
for Quennebert, for his features lost their look of care, his 
wrinkles smoothed themselves out, till the guests, among whom 
was Trumeau, who did not suspect the secret of his relief 
from suspense, began to believe, despite their surprise, that he 
was really rejoiced at obtaining legal possession of the charming 
Madame Rapally. 

As for her, she fleeted the daylight hours by anticipating the 
joyful moment when she would have her husband all to herself. 
When night came, hardly had she entered the nuptial chamber 
than she uttered a piercing shriek. She had just found and 
read a paper, left on the bed by Trumeau, who before leaving 
had contrived to glide into the room unseen. Its contents 
were of terrible import, so terrible that the new-made wife fell 
unconscious to the ground. 

Quennebert, who, without a smile, was absorbed in reflections 
on the happiness at last within his grasp, heard the noise from 
the next room, and rushing in, picked up his wife. Catching 
sight of the paper, he also uttered a cry of anger and astonish- 
ment, but in whatever circumstances he found himself he was 
never long uncertain how toact. Placing Madame Quennebert, 
still unconscious, on the bed, he called her maid, and, having 
impressed on her that she was to take every care of her mistress, 
and above all to tell her from him as soon as she came to 
herself that there was no cause for alarm, he left the house at 
onte. An hour later, in spite of the efforts of the servants, he 
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forced his way into the presence of Commander de Jars. 
Holding out the fateful document to him, he said— 

‘Speak openly, commander! Is it you who in revenge for 
your long constraint have done this? I can hardly think so, 
for after what has happened you know that I have nothing to 
fear any longer. Still, knowing my secret and unable to do it 
in any other way, have you perchance taken your revenge by 
an attempt to destroy my future happiness by sowing dissen- 
sion and disunion between me and my wife?” 

The commander solemnly assured him that he had had no 
hand in bringing about the discovery. 

“Then if it’s not you, it must be a worthless being called 
Trumeau, who, with the unerring instinct of jealousy, has run 
the truth toearth. But he knows only half: I have never been 
either so much in love or so stupid as to allow myself to be 
trapped. I have given you my promise to be discreet and not 
tO misuse my power, and as long as was compatible with my 
own safety I have kept my word. But now you must see that 
I am bound to defend myself, and to do that I shall be obliged 
to summon you as a witness. So leave Paris to-night and seek 
out some safe retreat where no one can find you, for to-morrow 
I shall speak. Of course if I am quit for a woman’s tears, if 
no more difficult task lies before me than to soothe a weeping 
wife, you can return immediately ; but if, as is too probable, the 
blow has been struck by the hand of a rival furious at having 
been defeated, the matter will not so easily be cut short; the 
arm of the law will be invoked, and then I must get my head 
out of the noose which some fingers I know of are itching to 
draw tight.” 

“You are quite right, sir,” answered the commander; “I 
fear that my influence at court is not strong enough to enable 
me to brave the matter out. Well, my success has cost me 
dear, but it has cured me for ever of seeking out simular 
adventures. My preparations will not take long, and to-morrow’s 
dawn will find me far from Paris.” 

Quennebert bowed and withdrew, returning home to console 
his Ariadne. : 


CHAPTER IX 


HE accusation hanging over the head of Maitre Quenne- 

bert was a very serious one, threatening his life, if 

proved. But he was not uneasy; he knew himself in possession 
of facts which would enable him to refute it triumphantly. 

The platonic love of Angélique de Guerchi for the handsome 
Chevalier de Moranges had resulted, as we have seen, in no 
practical wrong to the Duc de Vitry. After her reconciliation 
with her lover, brought about by the eminently satisfactory 
explanations she was able to give of her conduct, which we have 
already laid before our readers, she did not consider it advisable 
to shut her heart to his pleadings much longer, and the con- 
sequence was that at the end of a year she found herself in a 
condition which it was necessary to conceal from everyone. 
To Angélique herself, it is true, the position was not new, and 
she felt neither grief nor shame, regarding the coming event as 
a means of making her future more secure by forging a new 
link in the chain which bound the duke to her. But he, sure 
that but for himself Angélique would never have strayed from 
virtue’s path, could not endure the thought of her losing her 
reputation and becoming an object for scandal to point her 
finger at; so that Angélique, who could not well seem less 
careful of her good name than he, was obliged to turn his song 
of woe into a duet, and consent to certain measures being 
taken. 

One evening, therefore, shortly before Maitre Quennebert’s 
marriage, the fair lady set out, ostensibly on a journey which 
was to last a fortnight or three weeks. In reality she only made 
a circle in a post-chaise round Paris, which she re-entered at 
one»of the barriers, where the duke awaited her with a sedan- 

11.—20 
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chair. In this she was carried to the very house to which 
de Jars had brought his pretended nephew after the duel. 
Angélique, who had to pay dearly for her errors, remained there 
only twenty-four hours, and then left in her coffin, which was 
hidden in a cellar under the palace of the Prince de Condé, the 
body being covered with quicklime. Two days after this dread- 
ful death, Commander de Jars presented himself at the fatal 
house, and engaged a room in which he installed the chevalier. 

This house, which we are about to ask the reader to enter 
with us, stood at the corner of the rue de la Tixeranderie and 
the rue des Deux-Portes. There was nothing in the exterior 
of it to distinguish it from any other, unless perhaps two 
brass plates, one of which bore the words Mariz LERovx- 
CONSTANTIN, Widow, CERTIFICATED MIDWIFE, and the other 
CLAUDE PERREGAUD, SURGEON. These plates were affixed to 
the blank wall in the rue de la Tixeranderie, the windows of 
the rooms on that side looking into the courtyard. The 
house door, which opened directly on the first steps of a 
narrow winding stair, was on the other side, just beyond the 
low arcade under whose vaulted roof access was gained to that 
end of the rue des Deux-Portes. This house, though dirty, 
mean, and out of repair, received many wealthy visitors, whose 
brilliant equipages waited for them in the neighbouring streets. 
Often in the night great ladies crossed its threshold under 
assumed names and remained there for several days, during 
which La Constantin and Claude Perregaud, by an infamous 
use of their professional knowledge, restored their clients to an 
outward appearance of honour, and enabled them to maintain 
their reputation for virtue. The first and second floors 
contained a dozen rooms in which these abominable mysteries 
were practised. The large apartment which served as waiting 
and consultation room was oddly furnished, being crowded 
with objects of strange and unfamiliar form. It resembled at 
once the operating-room of a surgeon, the laboratory of a 
chemist and alchemist, and the den of a sorcerer. There, 
mixed up together in the greatest confusion, lay instruments 
of all sorts caldrons and retorts, as well as books containing 


LA CONSTANTIN 307 


the most absurd ravings of the human mind. There were the 
twenty folio volumes of Albertus Magnus; the works of his 
disciple, Thomas de Cantopré, of Alchindus, of Averroés, of 
Avicenna, of Alchabitius, of David de Plaine-Campy, called 
L’Edelphe, surgeon to Louis x11 and author of the celebrated 
book Zhe Morbific Hydra Exterminated by the Chemical 
Hercules. Beside a bronze head, such as the monk Roger 
Bacon possessed, which answered all the questions that were 
addressed to it and foretold the future by means of a magic 
mirror and the combination of the rules of perspective, lay an 
eggshell, the same which had been used by Cayet, as d’Aubigné 
tells us, when making men out of germs, mandrakes, and 
crimson silk, over a slow fire. In the presses, which had 
sliding-doors fastening with secret springs, stood jars filled with 
noxious drugs, the power of which was but too efficacious; in 
prominent positions, facing each other, hung two portraits, one 
representing Hierophilos, a Greek physician, and the other 
Agnodice his pupil, the first Athenian midwife. 

For several years already La Constantin and Claude 
Perregaud had carried on their criminal practices without 
interference. A number of persons were of course in the 
secret, but their interests kept them silent, and the two ac- 
complices had at last persuaded themselves that they were 
perfectly safe. One evening, however, Perregaud came home, 
his face distorted by terror and trembling in every limb. He 
had been warned while out that the suspicions of the authorities 
had been aroused in regard to him and La Constantin. It 
seemed that some little time ago, the Vicars-General had sent 
a deputation to the president of the chief court of justice, having 
heard from their priests that in one year alone six hundred 
women had avowed in the confessional that they had taken 
drugs to prevent their having children. This had been 
sufficient to arouse the vigilance of the police, who had set a 
watch on Perregaud’s house, with the result that that very night 
a raid was to be made on it. The two criminals took hasty 
counsel together, but, as usual under such circumstances, 
arrived at no practical conclusions. It was only when the 
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danger was upon them that they recovered their presence of 
mind. In the dead of night loud knocking at the street door 
was heard, followed by the command to open in the name of 
the king. 

“We can yet save ourselves!” exclaimed the surgeon, with 
a sudden flash of inspiration. 

Rushing into the room where the pretended chevalier was 
lying, he called out— 

‘‘The police are coming up! If they discover your sex you 
are lost, andsoamI. Do as I tell you.” 

At a sign from him, La Constantin went down and opened 
the door. While the rooms on the first floor were being 
searched, Perregaud made with a lancet a superficial incision in 
the chevalier’s right arm, which gave very little pain, and bore 
a close resemblance to a sword-cut. Surgery and medicine 
were at that time so inextricably involved, required such 
apparatus, and bristled with such scientific absurdities, that no 
astonishment was excited by the extraordinary collection of 
instruments which loaded the tables and covered the floors 
below: even the titles of certain treatises which there had been 
no time to destroy, awoke no suspicion. 

Fortunately for the surgeon and his accomplice, they had 
only one patient—the chevalier—in their house when the 
descent was made. When the chevalier’s room was reached, 
the first thing which the officers of the law remarked were the 
hat, spurred boots, and sword of the patient. Claude Perregaud 
hardly looked up as the room was invaded; he only made a 
sign to those who came in to be quiet, and went on dressing 
the wound. Completely taken in, the officer in command 
merely asked the name of the patient and the cause of the 
wound. La Constantin replied that it was the young Chevalier 
de Moranges, nephew of Commander de Jars, who had had an 
affair of honour that same night, and being slightly wounded 
had been brought thither by his uncle hardly an hour before. 
These questions and the apparently trustworthy replies elicited 
by them being duly taken down, the uninvited visitors retired, 
having discovered nothing to justify their visit. 
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All might have been well had there been nothing the matter 
but the wound on the chevalier’s sword-arm. But at the 
moment when Perregaud gave it to him the poisonous nostrums 
employed by La Constantin were already working in his blood. 
Violent fever ensued, and in three days the chevalier was dead. 
It was his funeral which had met Quennebert’s wedding party 
at the church door. 

Everything turned out as Quennebert had anticipated. 
Madame Quennebert, furious at the deceit which had been 
practised on her, refused to listen to her husband’s justification, 
and Trumeau, not letting the grass grow under his feet, 
hastened the next day to launch an accusation of bigamy 
against the notary; for the paper which had been found in 
the nuptial chamber was nothing less than an attested copy of 
a contract of marriage concluded between Quennebert. and 
Josephine-Charlotte Boullenois. It was by the merest chance 
that Trumeau had come on the record of the marriage, and he 
now challenged his rival to produce a certificate of the death 
of his first wife. Charlotte Boullenois, after two years of 
marriage, had demanded a deed of separation, which demand 
Quennebert had opposed. While the case was going on she 
had retired to the convent of La Raquette, where her intrigue 
with de Jars began. The commander easily induced her to 
let herself be carried off by force. He then concealed his 
conquest by causing her to adopt male attire, a mode of dress 
which accorded marvellously well with her peculiar tastes and 
rather masculine frame. At first Quennebert had instituted 
an active but fruitless search for his missing wife, but soon 
became habituated to his state of enforced single blessedness, 
enjoying to the full the liberty it brought with it. But his 
business had thereby suffered, and once having made the 
acquaintance of Madame Rapally, he cultivated it assiduously, 
knowing her fortune would be sufficient to set him straight 
again with the world, though he was obliged to exercise the 
utmost caution and reserve in his intercourse with her, as she 
on her side displayed none of these qualities. At last, however, 
mdtters came to such a pass that he must either go to prison 
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or run the risk of a second marriage. So he reluctantly named 
a day for the ceremony, resolving to leave Paris with Madame 
Rapally as soon as he had settled with his creditors. 

In the short interval which ensued, and while Trumeau was 
hugging the knowledge of the discovery he had made, a stroke 
of luck had brought the pretended chevalier to La Constantin. 
As Quennebert had kept an eye on de Jars and was acquainted 
with all his movements, he was aware of everything that happened 
at Perregaud’s, and as Charlotte’s death preceded his second 
marriage by one day, he knew that no serious consequences 
would ensue from the legal proceedings taken against him. 
He produced the declarations made by Mademoiselle de 
Guerchi and the commander, and had the body exhumed. 
Extraordinary and improbable as his defence appeared at first 
to be, the exhumation proved the truth of his assertions. 
These revelations, however, drew the eye of justice again on 
Perregaud and his partner in crime, and this time their guilt 
was brought home to them. They were condemned by par- 
liamentary decree to “be hanged by the neck till they were 
dead, on a gallows erected for that purpose at the cross roads 
of the Croix-du-Trahoir; their bodies to remain there for 
twenty-four hours, then to be cut down and brought back to 
Paris, where they were to be exposed on a gibbet,” etc. etc. 

It was proved that they had amassed immense fortunes 
in the exercise of their infamous calling. The entries in the 
books seized at their house, though sparse, would have led, 
if made public, to scandals, involving many in high places; 
it was therefore judged best to limit the accusation to the 


two deaths by blood-poisoning of Angélique de Guerchi and 
Charlotte Boullenois. 


THE MAN IN THE IRON MASK 
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THE MAN IN THE IRON MASK 


OR nearly one hundred years this curious problem has 
exercised the imagination of writers of fiction and of 
drama, and the patience of the learned in history. No subject 
is more obscure and elusive, and none more attractive to the 
general mind. It is a legend to the meaning of which none 
can find the key and yet in which everyone believes. Involun- 
tarily we feel pity at the thought of that long captivity sur- 
rounded by so many extraordinary precautions, and when we 
dwell on the mystery which enveloped the captive, that pity is 
not only deepened but a kind of terror takes possession of 
us. It is very likely that if the name of the hero of this 
gloomy tale had been known at the time, he would now be 
forgotten. Togive him a name would be to relegate him at 
once to the ranks of those commonplace offenders who quickly 
exhaust our interest and our tears. But this being, cut off 
from the world without leaving any discoverable trace, and 
whose disappearance apparently caused no void—this captive, 
distinguished among captives by the unexampled nature of his 
punishment, a prison within a prison, as if the walls of a 
mere cell were not narrow enough, has come to typify for us 
the sum of all the human misery and suffering ever inflicted 
by unjust tyranny. 

Who was the Man in the Mask? Was he rapt away into this 
silent seclusion from the luxury of a court, from the intrigues 
of diplomacy, from the scaffold of a traitor, from the clash of 
battle? What did he leave behind? Love, glory, or a throne ? 
What did he regret when hope had fled? Did he pour forth 
imprecations and curses on his torturers and blaspheme against 
high Heaven, or did he with a sigh possess his soul in patience? 
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The blows of fortune are differently received according to 
the different characters of those on whom they fall; and each 
one of us who in imagination threads the subterranean 
passages leading to the cells of Pignerol and Exilles, and in- 
carcerates himself in the Iles Sainte-Marguerite and in the 
Bastille, the successive scenes of that long-protracted agony 
will give the prisoner a form shaped by his own fancy and a 
grief proportioned to his own power of suffering. How we 
long to pierce the thoughts and feel the heart-beats and 
watch the trickling tears behind that machine-like exterior, 
that impassible mask! Our imagination is powerfully excited 
by the dumbness of that fate borne by one whose words never 
reached the outward air, whose thoughts could never be read 
on the hidden features ; by the isolation of forty years secured 
by twofold barriers of stone and iron, and she clothes the 
object of her contemplation in majestic splendour, connects the 
mystery which enveloped his existence with mighty interests, 
and persists in regarding the prisoner as sacrificed for the 
preservation of some dynastic secret involving the peace of the 
world and the stability of a throne. 

And when we calmly reflect on the whole case, do we feel 
that our first impulsively adopted opinion was wrong? Do 
we regard our belief as a poetical illusion? I do not think 
so; on the contrary, it seems to me that our good sense 
approves our fancy’s flight. For what can be more natural 
than the conviction that the secret of the name, age, and 
features of the captive, which was so perseveringly kept 
through long years at the cost of so much care, was of vital 
importance to the Government? No ordinary human passion, 
such as anger, hate, or vengeance, has so dogged and enduring 
a character; we feel that the measures taken were not the 
expression of a love of cruelty, for even supposing that 
Louis XIv were the most cruel of princes, would he not have 
chosen one of the thousand methods of torture ready to his 
hand before inventing a new and strange one? Moreover, 
why did he voluntarily burden himself with the obligation of 
surrounding a prisoner with such numberless precautions and 
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such sleepless vigilance? Must he not have feared that in 
spite of it all the walls behind which he concealed the dread 
mystery would one day let in the light? Was it not through 
his entire reign a source of unceasing anxiety? And yet he 
respected the life of the captive whom it was so difficult to 
hide, and the discovery of whose identity would have been so 
dangerous. It would have been so easy to bury the secret in an 
obscure grave, and yet the order was never given. Was this an 
expression of hate, anger, or any other passion? Certainly not ; 
the conclusion we must come to in regard to the conduct of the 
king is that all the measures he took against the prisoner were 
dictated by purely political motives ; that his conscience, while 
allowing him to do everything necessary to guard the secret, 
did not permit him to take the further step of putting an end 
to the days of an unfortunate man, who in all probability was 
guilty of no crime. 

Courtiers are seldom obsequious to the enemies of their 
master, so that we may regard the respect and consideration 
shown to the Man in the Mask by the governor Saint-Mars, 
and the minister Louvois, as a testimony, not only to his high 
rank, but also to his innocence. 

For my part, I make no pretensions to the erudition of the 
bookworm, and I cannot read the history of the Man in the 
Iron Mask without feeling my blood boil at the abominable 
abuse of power—the heinous crime of which he was the 
victim. 

A few years ago, M. Fournier and I, thinking the subject 
suitable for representation on the stage, undertook to read, 
before dramatising it, all the different versions of the affair 
which had been published up to that time. Since our piece 
was successfully performed at the Odéon two other versions 
have appeared: one was in the form of a letter addressed to 
the Historical Institute by M. Billiard, who upheld the con- 
clusions arrived at by Soulavie, on whose narrative our play 
was founded ; the other was a work by the bibliophile Jacob, 
who followed a new system of inquiry, and whose book dis- 
plafed the results of deep research and extensive reading. It 
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did not, however, cause me to change my opinion. Even had 
it been published before I had written my drama, I should still 
have adhered to the idea as to the most probable solution of 
the problem which I had arrived at in 1831, not only because 
it was incontestably the most dramatic, but also because it is 
supported by those moral presumptions which have such weight 
with us when considering a dark and doubtful question like 
the one before us. It will be objected, perhaps, that dramatic 
writers, in their love of the marvellous and the pathetic, neglect 
logic and strain after effect, their aim being to obtain the 
applause of the gallery rather than the approbation of the learned. 
But to this it may be replied that the learned on their part 
sacrifice a great deal to their love of dates, more or less exact ; 
to their desire to elucidate some point which had hitherto 
been considered obscure, and which their explanations do not 
always clear up; to the temptation to display their proficiency 
in the ingenious art of manipulating facts and figures culled 
from a dozen musty volumes into one consistent whole. 

Our interest in this strange case of imprisonment arises, not 
alone from its completeness and duration, but also from our 
uncertainty as to the motives from which it was inflicted. 
Where erudition alone cannot suffice; where bookworm after 
bookworm, disdaining the conjectures of his predecessors, comes 
forward with a new theory founded on some forgotten document 
he has hunted out, only to find himself in his turn pushed into 
oblivion by some follower in his track, we must turn for 
guidance to some other light than that of scholarship, especially 
if, on strict investigation, we find that not one learned solution 
rests on a sound basis of fact. 

In the question before us, which, as we said before, is a 
double one, asking not only who was the Man in the Iron 
Mask, but why he was relentlessly subjected to this torture 
till the moment of his death, what we need in order to restrain 
our fancy is mathematical demonstration, and not philosophical 
induction. : 

While I do not go so far as to assert positively that Abbé 
Soulavie has once for all lifted the veil which hid the truth, 
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I am yet persuaded that no other system of research is superior 
to his, and that no other suggested solution has so many 
presumptions in its favour. I have not reached this firm con- 
viction on account of the great and prolonged success of our 
drama, but because of the ease with which all the opinions 
adverse to those of the abbé may be annihilated by pitting 
them one against the other. 

The qualities that make for success being quite different 
in a novel and in a drama, I could easily have founded a 
romance on the fictitious loves of Buckingham and the queen, 
or on a supposed secret marriage between her and Cardinal 
Mazarin, calling to my aid a work by Saint-Mihiel which the 
bibliophile declares he has never read, although it is assuredly 
neither rare nor difficult of access. I might also have merely 
expanded my drama, restoring to the personages therein their 
true names and relative positions, both of which the exigencies 
of the stage had sometimes obliged me to alter, and while 
allowing them to fill the same parts, making them act more 
in accordance with historical fact. No fable however far- 
fetched, no grouping of characters however improbable, can, 
however, destroy the interest which the innumerable writings 
about the Iron Mask excite, although no two agree in details, 
and although each author and each witness declares himself 
in possession of complete knowledge. No work, however 
mediocre, however worthless even, which has appeared on this 
subject has ever failed of success, not even, for example, the 
strange jumble of Chevalier de Mouhy, a kind of literary 
braggart, who was in the pay of Voltaire, and whose work was 
published anonymously in 1746 by Pierre de Hondt of The 
Hague. It is divided into six short parts, and bears the title, 
Le Masque de Fer, ou les Aventures admirables du Pore et du 
fils. An absurd romance by Regnault-Warin, and one at least 
equally absurd by Madame Guénard, met with a like favour- 
able reception. In writing for the theatre, an author must 
choose one view of a dramatic situation to the exclusion of 
all others, and in following out this central idea is obliged by 
the* inexorable laws of logic to push aside everything that 
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interferes with its development. A book, on the contrary, is 
written to be discussed; it brings under the notice of the 
reader all the evidence produced at a trial which has as yet 
not reached a definite conclusion, and which in the case before 
us will never reach it, unless, which is most improbable, some 
lucky chance should lead to some new discovery. 

The first mention of the prisoner is to be found in the 
Mémoires secrets pour servir &@ 0 Histoire de Perse in one 
x2mo volume, by an anonymous author, published by the 
Compagnie des Libraires Assocés d’ Amsterdam in 1745. 


‘Not having any other purpose,” says the author (page 20, 
2nd edit.), than to relate facts which are not known, or about 
whith no one has written, or about which it is tmpossible to be 
stlent, we refer at once to a fact which has hitherto almost 
escaped notice concerning Prince Giafer (Louis de Bourbon, 
Comte de Vermandois, son of Louis x1v and Mademoiselle de 
la Vallitre), who was visited by Ali-Homajou (the Duc 
d’Orléans, the regent) in the fortress of Ispahan (the Bastille), 
in which he had been imprisoned for several years. This visit 
had probably no other motive than to make sure that this 
prince was really alive, he having been reputed dead of the 
plague for over thirty years, and his obsequies having been 
celebrated in presence of an entire army. 

“Cha-Abas (Louis xiv) had a legitimate son, Séphi-Mirza 
(Louis, Dauphin of France), and a natural son, Giafer. These 
two princes, as dissimilar in character as in birth, were always 
rivals and always at enmity with each other. One day Giafer 
so far forgot himself as to strike Séphi-Mirza. Cha-Abas 
having heard of the insult offered to the heir to the throne, 
assembled his most trusted councillors, and laid the conduct of 
the culprit before them—conduct which, according to the law 
of the country, was punishable with death, an opinion in which 
they all agreed. One of the councillors, however, sympathising 
more than the others with the distress of Cha-Abas, suggested 
that Giafer should be sent to the army, which was then on the 
frontiers of Feldrun (Flanders), and that his death from plague 
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should be given out a few days after his arrival. Then, while 
the whole army was celebrating his obsequies, he should be 
carried off by night, in the greatest secrecy, to the stronghold 
on the isle of Ormus (Sainte-Marguérite), and there imprisoned 
for life. 

‘‘This course was adopted, and carried out by faithful and 
discreet agents. The prince, whose premature death was 
mourned by the army, being carried by unfrequented roads to 
the isle of Ormus, was placed in the custody of the com- 
mandant of the island, who had received orders beforehand 
not to allow any person whatever to see the prisoner. A 
single servant who was in possession of the secret was killed 
by the escort on the journey, and his face so disfigured by 
dagger thrusts that he could not be recognised. 

‘The commandant treated his prisoner with the most 
profound respect ; he waited on him at meals himself, taking 
the dishes from the cooks at the door of the apartment, none 
of whom ever looked on the face of Giafer. One day it 
occurred to the prince to scratch his name on the back of a 
plate with his knife. One of the servants into whose hands the 
plate fell ran with it at once to the commandant, hoping he 
would be pleased and reward the bearer; but the unfortunate 
man was greatly mistaken, for he was at once made away with, 
that his knowledge of such an important secret might be buried 
with himself. 

‘‘ Giafer remained several years in the castle of Ormus, and 
was then transported to the fortress of Ispahan; the com- 
mandant of Ormus having received the governorship of 
Ispahan as a reward for faithful service. 

“At Ispahan, as at Ormus, whenever it was necessary on 
account of illness or any other cause to allow anyone to 
approach the prince, he was always masked; and several 
trustworthy persons have asserted that they had seen the 
masked prisoner often, and had noticed that he used the 
familiar ‘¢«’ when addressing the governor, while the latter 
showed his charge the greatest respect. 

“As Giafer survived Cha-Abas and Séphi-Mirza by many 
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years, it may be asked why he was never set at liberty; but it 
must be remembered it would have been impossible to restore 
a prince to his rank and dignities whose tomb actually existed, 
and of whose burial there were not only living witnesses but 
documentary proofs, the authenticity of which it would have 
been useless to deny, so firm was the belief, which has lasted 
down to the present day, that Giafer died of the plague in 
camp when with the army on the frontiers of Flanders. Ali- 
Homajou died shortly after the visit he paid to Giafer.” 


This version of the story, which is the original source of all 
the controversy on the subject, was at first generally received 
as true. Ona critical examination it fitted in very well with 
certain events which took place in the reign of Louis xiv. 

The Comte de Vermandois had in fact left the court for the 
camp very soon after his reappearance there, for he had been 
banished by the king from his presence some time before for 
having, in company with several young nobles, indulged in the 
most reprehensible excesses. 

“The king,” says Mademoiselle de Montpensier (A/émotres 
de Mademoiselle de Montpensier, vol. xii. p. 474, of Mémotres 
Relatifs a l’ Histoire de France, Second Series, published by 
Petitot), “had not been satisfied with his conduct and refused 
to see him. The young prince had caused his mother much 
sorrow, but had been so well lectured that it was believed that 
he had at last turned over a new leaf.” He only remained 
four days at court, reached the camp before Courtrai early in 
November 1683, was taken ill on the evening of the 12th, and 
died on the 19th of the same month of a malignant fever. 
Mademoiselle de Montpensier says that the Comte de 
Vermandois “fell ill from drink.” 

There are, of course, objections of all kinds to this theory. 

For if, during the four days the comte was at court, he had 
struck the dauphin, everyone would have heard of the 
monstrous crime, and yet it is nowhere spoken of, except in 
the Mémoires de Perse. What renders the story of the blow 
still more improbable is the difference in age between the ¢wo 
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princes. The dauphin, who already had a son, the Duc de 
Bourgogne, more than a year old, was born the 1st November 
1661, and was therefore six years older than the Comte de 
Vermandois. But the most complete answer to the tale is to 
be found in a letter written by Barbézieux to Saint-Mars, dated 
the 13th August 1691 :— 


‘¢When you have any information to send me relative to the 
prisoner who has been in your charge for twenty years, I most: 
earnestly enjoin on you to take the same precautions as when 
you write to M. de Louvois.” 


The Comte de Vermandois, the official registration of whose 
death bears the date 1685, cannot have been twenty years a 
prisoner in 1691. 

Six years after the Man in the Mask had been thus delivered 
over to the curiosity of the public, the Szécle de Louts XIV 
(2 vols. octavo, Berlin, 1751) was published by Voltaire under 
the pseudonym of M. de Francheville. Everyone turned to 
this work, which had been long expected, for details relating to 
the mysterious prisoner about whom everyone was talking. 

Voltaire ventured at length to speak more openly of the 
prisoner than anyone had hitherto done, and to treat as a 
matter of history ‘‘an event long ignored by all historians” 
(vol. ii, p. 11, tst edition, chap. xxv.). He assigned an 
approximate date to the beginning of this captivity, “some 
months after the death of Cardinal Mazarin” (1661); he gave 
a description of the prisoner, who according to him was “ young 
and dark-complexioned ; his figure was above the middle height 
and well proportioned; his features were exceedingly hand- 
some, and his bearing was noble. When he spoke his voice 
inspired interest ; he never complained of his lot, and gave no 
hint as to his rank.” Nor was the mask forgotten: “ The part 
which covered the chin was furnished with steel springs, which 
allowed the prisoner to eat without uncovering his face.” And, 
lastly, he fixed the date of the death of the nameless captive, 
who “was buried,” he says, in 1704, by night, in the parish 
chuech of Saint-Paul.” 

11,—21 
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Voltaire’s narrative coincided with the account given in the 
Mémoires de Perse, save for the omission of the incident 
which, according to the A/émoires, led in the first instance to 
the imprisonment of Giafer. ‘“‘The prisoner,” says Voltaire, 
‘twas sent to the fles Sainte-Marguerite, and afterwards to the 
Bastille, in charge of a trusty official ; he wore his mask on the 
journey, and his escort had orders to shoot him if he took it 
off. The Marquis de Louvois visited him while he was on 
the islands, and when speaking to him stood all the time in a 
respectful attitude. The prisoner was removed to the Bastille 
in 1690, where he was lodged as comfortably as could be 
managed in that building; he was supplied with everything he 
asked for, especially with the finest linen and the costliest lace, 
in both of which his taste was perfect ; he had a guitar to play 
on, his table was excellent, and the governor rarely sat in his 
presence.” 

Voltaire added a few further details which had been given 
him by M. de Bernaville, the successor of M. de Saint-Mars, 
and by an old physician of the Bastille who had attended the 
prisoner whenever his health required a doctor, but who had 
never seen his face, although he had “often seen his tongue 
and his body.” He also asserted that M. de Chamillart was 
the last minister who was in the secret, and that when his son- 
in-law, Marshal de la Feuillade, besought him on his knees, de 
Chamillart being on his deathbed, to tell him the name of the 
Man in the Iron Mask, the minister replied that he was under 
a solemn oath never to reveal the secret, it being an affair of 
state. To all these details, which the marshal acknowledges to 
be correct, Voltaire adds a remarkable note: ‘‘ What increases 
our wonder is, that when the unknown captive was sent to the 
ties Sainte-Marguerite no personage of note disappeared from 
the European stage.” 

The story of the Comte de Vermandois and the blow was 
treated as an absurd and romantic invention, which does not 
evena ttempt to keep within the bounds of the possible, by 
Baron C. (according to P. Marchand, Baron Crunyngen) in a 
letter inserted in the Bibltotheque raisonnée des Ouvrages des 
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Savants de l'Europe, June 1745. The discussion was revived 
somewhat later, however, and a few Dutch scholars were sup- 
posed to be responsible for a new theory founded on history ; 
the foundations proving somewhat shaky, however,—a quality 
which it shares, we must say, with all the other theories which 
have ever been advanced. 

According to this new theory, the masked prisoner was a 
young foreign nobleman, groom of the chambers to Anne of 
Austria, and the real father of Louis xiv. This anecdote 
appears first in a duodecimo volume printed by Pierre Marteau 
at Cologne in 1692, and which bears the title, Zhe Zoves of 
Anne of Austria, Consort of Louis XIII, with M. le C. D. R., 
the Real Father of Louis XIV, King of France; being a Minute 
Account of the Measures taken to givean Heir to the Throne of 
France, the Influences at Work to bring this to pass, and the 
Déinotiment of the Comedy. 

This libel ran through five editions, bearing date successively, 
1692, 1693, 1696, 1722, and 1738. In the title of the edition 
of 1696 the words “Cardinal de Richelieu” are inserted in 
place of the initials ‘‘C. D. R.,” but that this is only a printer’s 
error everyone who reads the work will perceive. Some have 
thought the three letters stood for Comte de Riviére, others 
for Comte de Rochefort, whose Mémoires compiled by Sandras 
de Courtilz supply these initials. The author of the book 
was an Orange writer in the pay of William 1, and its object 
was, he says, “to unveil the great mystery of iniquity which hid 
the true origin of Louis xiv.” He goes on to remark that “the 
knowledge of this fraud, although comparatively rare outside 
France, was widely spread within her borders. The well-known 
coldness of Louis x11, the extraordinary birth of Louis-Dieu- 
donné, so called because he was born in the twenty-third year 
of a childless marriage, and several other remarkable circum- 
stances connected with the birth, all point clearly to a father 
other than the prince, who with great effrontery is passed off 
by his adherents as such. The famous barricades of Paris, and 
the organised revolt led by distinguished men against Louis xiv 
on his accession to the throne, proclaimed aloud the king’s 
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illegitimacy, so that it rang through the country ; and as the accu- 
sation had reason on its side, hardly anyone doubted its truth.” 

We give below a short abstract of the narrative, the plot of 
which is rather skilfully constructed :— 


‘‘ Cardinal Richelieu, looking with satisfied pride at the love 
of Gaston, Duc d’Orléans, brother of the king, for his niece 
Parisiatis (Madame de Combalet), formed the plan of uniting 
the young couple in marriage. Gaston taking the suggestion 
as an insult, struck the cardinal. Pere Joseph then tried to 
gain the cardinal’s consent and that of his niece to an attempt 
to deprive Gaston of the throne, which the childless marriage of 
Louis x111 seemed to assure him. A young man, the C. D. R. 
of the $gok, was introduced into Anne of Austria’s room, who 
though a wife in name had long been a widow in reality. She 
defended herself but feebly, and on seeing the cardinal next 
day said to him, ‘Well, you have had your wicked will; but 
take good care, sir cardinal, that I may find above the mercy 
and goodness which you have tried by many pious sophistries 
to convince me is awaiting me. Watch over my soul, I charge 
you, for I have yielded!’ The queen having given herself up 
to love for some time, the joyful news that she would soon 
become a mother began to spread over the kingdom. In this 
manner was born Louis xiv, the putative son of Louis xm1._ If 
this instalment of the tale be favourably received, says the 
pamphleteer, the sequel will soon follow, in which the sad fate 
of C. D. R. will be related, who was made to pay dearly for his 
short-lived pleasure.” 


Although the first part was a great success, the promised 
sequel never appeared. It must be admitted that such a 
story, though it never convinced a single person of the 
illegitimacy of Louis xrv, was an excellent prologue to the 
tale of the unfortunate lot of the Man in the Iron Mask, and 
increased the interest and curiosity with which that singular 
historical mystery was regarded. But the views of the Dutch 
scholars thus set forth met with little credence, and were soon 
forgotten in a new solution. : 
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The third historian to write about the prisoner of the Nes 
Sainte-Marguerite was Lagrange-Chancel. He was just twenty- 
nine years of age when, excited by Fréron’s hatred of Voltaire, 
he addressed a letter from his country place, Antoniat, in 
Perigord, to the Année Littéraire (vol. iii. p. 188), demolishing 
the theory advanced in the Siécle de Louis XIV, and giving facts 
which he had collected whilst himself imprisoned in the same 
place as the unknown prisoner twenty years later. 


‘* My detention in the fles-Sainte-Marguerite,” says Lagrange- 
Chancel, “brought many things to my knowledge which a 
more painstaking historian than M. de Voltaire would have 
taken the trouble to find out ; for at the time when I taken 
to the islands the imprisonment of the Man in the Ifon Mask 
was no longer regarded as a state secret. This extraordinary 
event, which M. de Voltaire places in 1662, a few months after 
the death of Cardinal Mazarin, did not take place till 1660, 
eight years after the death of His Eminence. M. de La Motte- 
Guérin, commandant of the islands in my time, assured me 
that the prisoner was the Duc de Beaufort, who was reported 
‘killed at the siege of Candia, but whose body had never been 
recovered, as all the narratives of that event agree in stating. 
He also told me that M. de Saint-Mars, who succeeded Pignerol 
as governor of the islands, showed great consideration for the 
prisoner, that he waited on him at table, that the service was 
of silver, and that the clothes supplied to the prisoner were as 
costly as he desired; that when he was ill and in need of a 
physician or surgeon, he was obliged under pain of death to 
wear his mask in their presence, but that when he was alone 
he was permitted to pull out the hairs of his beard with steel 
tweezers, which were kept bright and polished. I saw a pair 
of these which had been actually used for this purpose in the 
possession of M. de Formanoir, nephew of Saint-Mars, and 
lieutenant of a Free Company raised for the purpose of 
guarding the prisoners. Several persons told me that when 
Saint-Mars, who had been placed over the Bastille, conducted 
his ‘charge thither, the latter was heard to say behind his iron 
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illegitimacy, so that it rang through the country ; and as the accu- 
sation had reason on its side, hardly anyone doubted its truth.” 

We give below a short abstract of the narrative, the plot of 
which is rather skilfully constructed :-— 


‘‘ Cardinal Richelieu, looking with satisfied pride at the love 
of Gaston, Duc d’Orléans, brother of the king, for his niece 
Parisiatis (Madame de Combalet), formed the plan of uniting 
the young couple in marriage. Gaston taking the suggestion 
as an insult, struck the cardinal. Pere Joseph then tried to 
gain the cardinal’s consent and that of his niece to an attempt 
to deprive Gaston of the throne, which the childless marriage of 
Louis x111 seemed to assure him. A young man, the C. D. R. 
of the‘book, was introduced into Anne of Austria’s room, who 
though a wife in name had long been a widow in reality. She 
defended herself but feebly, and on seeing the cardinal next 
day said to him, ‘Well, you have had your wicked will; but 
take good care, sir cardinal, that I may find above the mercy 
and goodness which you have tried by many pious sophistries 
to convince me is awaiting me. Watch over my soul, I charge 
you, for I have yielded!’ The queen having given herself up 
to love for some time, the joyful news that she would soon 
become a mother began to spread over the kingdom. In this 
manner was born Louis xIv, the putative son of Louis x11. _ If 
this instalment of the tale be favourably received, says the 
pamphleteer, the sequel will soon follow, in which the sad fate 
of C. D. R. will be related, who was made to pay dearly for his 
short-lived pleasure.” 


Although the first part was a great success, the promised 
sequel never appeared. It must be admitted that such a 
story, though it never convinced a single person of the 
illegitimacy of Louis xIv, was an excellent prologue to the 
tale of the unfortunate lot of the Man in the Iron Mask, and 
increased the interest and curiosity with which that singular 
historical mystery was regarded. But the views of the Dutch 
scholars thus set forth met with little credence, and were soon 
forgotten in a new solution. ‘ 
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The third historian to write about the prisoner of the fles 
Sainte-Marguerite was Lagrange-Chancel. He was just twenty- 
nine years of age when, excited by Fréron’s hatred of Voltaire, 
he addressed a letter from his country place, Antoniat, in 
Perigord, to the Année Littéraire (vol. iii. p. 188), demolishing 
the theory advanced in the Siecle de Louis XIV, and giving facts 
which he had collected whilst himself imprisoned in the same 
place as the unknown prisoner twenty years later. 


‘‘ My detention in the fles-Sainte-Marguerite,” says Lagrange- 
Chancel, “brought many things to my knowledge which a 
more painstaking historian than M. de Voltaire would have 
taken the trouble to find out ; for at the time when I was taken 
to the islands the imprisonment of the Man in the Iron Mask 
was no longer regarded as a state secret. This extraordinary 
event, which M. de Voltaire places in 1662, a few months after 
the death of Cardinal Mazarin, did not take place till 1669, 
eight years after the death of His Eminence. M. de La Motte- 
Guérin, commandant of the islands in my time, assured me 
that the prisoner was the Duc de Beaufort, who was reported 
killed at the siege of Candia, but whose body had never been 
recovered, as all the narratives of that event agree in stating. 
He also told me that M. de Saint-Mars, who succeeded Pignerol 
as governor of the islands, showed great consideration for the 
prisoner, that he waited on him at table, that the service was 
of silver, and that the clothes supplied to the prisoner were as 
costly as he desired; that when he was ill and in need of a 
physician or surgeon, he was obliged under pain of death to 
wear his mask in their presence, but that when he was alone 
he was permitted to pull out the hairs of his beard with steel 
tweezers, which were kept bright and polished. I saw a pair 
of these which had been actually used for this purpose in the 
possession of M. de Formanoir, nephew of Saint-Mars, and 
lieutenant of a Free Company raised for the purpose of 
guarding the prisoners. Several persons told me that when 
Saint-Mars, who had been placed over the Bastille, conducted 
his "charge thither, the latter was heard to say behind his iron 
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mask, ‘Has the king designs on my life?’ To which Saint- 
Mars replied, ‘ No, my prince ; your life is safe: you must only 
let yourself be guided.’ 

‘*“T also learned from a man called Dubuisson, cashier to the 
well-known Samuel Bernard, who, having been imprisoned for 
some years in the Bastille, was removed to the [les Sainte- 
Marguerite, where he was confined along with some others in a 
room exactly over the one occupied by the unknown prisoner. He 
told me that they were able to communicate with him by means 
of the flue of the chimney, but on asking him why he persisted 
in not revealing his name and the cause of his imprisonment, 
he replied that such an avowal would be fatal not only to him 
but to those to whom he made it. 

‘“Whether it were so or not, to-day the name and rank of 
this political victim are secrets the preservation of which is no 
longer necessary to the State, and I have thought that to tell 
the public what I know would cut short the long chain of 
circumstances which everyone was forging according to his 
fancy, instigated thereto by an author whose gift of relating the 
most impossible events in such a manner as to make them 
seem true has won for all his writings such success—even for 
his Vie de Charles XII.” 


This theory, according to Jacob, is more probable than any 
of the others. 

‘Beginning with the year 1664,” he says, “the Duc de 
Beaufort had by his insubordination and levity endangered the 
success of several maritime expeditions. In October 1666 
Louis x1v remonstrated with him with much tact, begging him to 
try to make himself more and more capable in the service of 
his king by cultivating the talents with which he was endowed, 
and ridding himself of the faults which spoilt his conduct. 
‘I do not doubt,’ he concludes, ‘that you will be all the more 
grateful to me for this mark of my benevolence towards you, 
when you reflect how few kings have ever shown their goodwill 
in a similar manner’” (Gwores de Louis XIV, vol. v. p. 388). 
Several calamities in the royal navy are known to have been 
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brought about by the Duc de Beaufort. M. Eugéne Sue, in 
his Aistotre de la Marine, which is full of new and curious 
information, has drawn a very good picture of the position of 
the “vor des halles,” the “king of the markets,” in regard to 
Colbert and Louis xiv. Colbert wished to direct all the 
manceuvres of the fleet from his study, while it was commanded 
by the naval grandmaster in the capricious manner which might 
be expected from his factious character and love of bluster 
(Eugéne Sue, vol i., Pieces Justificatives). In 1699 Louis x1v 
sent the Duc de Beaufort to the relief of Candia, which the 
Turks were besieging. Seven hours after his arrival Beaufort 
was killed in a sortie. The Duc de Navailles, who shared with 
him the command of the French squadron, simply reported his 
death as follows: ‘“‘ He met a body of Turks who were pressing 
our troops hard: placing himself at the head of the latter, he 
fought valiantly, but at length his soldiers abandoned him, and 
we have not been able to learn his fate” (Mémoires du Duc de 
Navailles, book iv. p. 243). 

The report of his death spread rapidly through France and 
Italy ; magnificent funeral services were held in Paris, Rome, 
and Venice, and funeral orations delivered. Nevertheless, 
many believed that he would one day reappear, as his body had 
never been recovered. 

Guy Patin mentions this belief, which he did not share, in 
two of his letters :— 


‘* Several wagers have been laid that M. de Beaufort is not 
dead! O utinam/” (Guy Patin, September 26, 1669). 

‘It is said that M. de Vivonne has been granted by com. 
mission the post of vice-admiral of France for twenty years ; 
but there are many who believe that the Duc de Beaufort is 
not dead, but imprisoned in some Turkish island. Believe this 
who may, J don’t ; he is really dead, and the last thing I should 
desire would be to be as dead as he” (/did., January 14, 1670), 


The following are the objections to this theory :— 
* “In several narratives written by eye-witnesses of the siege 
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of Candia,” says Jacob, “it is related that the Turks, according 
to their custom, despoiled the body and cut off the head of the 
Duc de Beaufort on the field of battle, and that the latter 
was afterwards exhibited at Constantinople; and this may 
account for some of the details given by Sandras de Courtilz 
in his Mémoires du Marquis de Montbrun and his Mémotres 
@’ Artagnan, for one can easily imagine that the naked, headless 
body might escape recognition. M. Eugtne Sue, in his 
Histoire de la Marine (vol. ii. chap. 6), had adopted this view, 
which coincides with the accounts left by Philibert de Jarry 
and the Marquis de Ville, the MSS. of whose letters and 
Mémoires are to be found in the Bibliothé¢que du Roi. 

“In the first volume of the Aftstotre de la Détention des 
Philosophes et des Gens de Lettres 2 la Bastille, etc., we find the 
following passage :— 


*** Without dwelling on the difficulty and danger of an abduc- 
tion, which an Ottoman scimitar might any day during this 
memorable siege render unnecessary, we shall restrict ourselves 
to declaring positively that the correspondence of Saint-Mars 
from 1669 to 1680 gives us no ground for supposing that the 
governor of Pignerol had any great prisoner of state in his charge 
during that period of time, excepting Fouquet and Lauzun.’” 


While we profess no blind faith in the conclusions arrived at 
by the learned critic, we would yet add to the considerations 
on which he relies another, viz. that it is most improbable that 
Louis xiv should ever have considered it necessary to take 
such rigorous measures against the Duc de Beaufort. Truculent 
and self-confident as he was, he never acted against the royal 
authority in such a manner as to oblige the king to strike him 
down in secret; and it is difficult to believe that Louis xiv, 
peaceably seated on his throne, with all the enemies of his 
minority under his feet, should have revenged himself on the 
duke as an old Frondeur. 

The critic calls our attention to another fact also adverse to 
the theory under consideration. The Man in the Iron Mask 
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loved fine linen and rich lace, he was reserved in character and 
possessed of extreme refinement, and none of this suits the 
portraits of the ros des halles which contemporary historians 
have drawn. 

Regarding the anagram of the name Marchiali (the name 
under which the death of the prisoner was registered), 2c 
amiral, as a proof, we cannot think that the gaolers of Pignerol 
amused themselves in propounding conundrums to exercise the 
keen intellects of their contemporaries; and moreover the 
same anagram would apply equally well to the Count of 
Vermandois, who was made admiral when only twenty-two 
months old. 

Abbé Papon, in his roamings through Provence, paid a visit 
to the prison in which the Iron Mask was confined, and thus 
speaks :— 


“It was to the Iles Sainte-Marguerite that the famous 
prisoner with the iron mask whose name has never been dis- 
covered, was transported at the end of the last century; very 
few of those attached to his service were allowed to speak 
to him. One day, as M. de Saint-Mars was conversing with 
him, standing outside his door, in a kind of corridor, so as to 
be able to see from a distance everyone who approached, the 
son of one of the governor's friends, hearing the voices, came 
up ; Saint-Mars quickly closed the door of the room, and, rushing 
to meet the young man, asked him with an air of great anxiety 
if he had overheard anything that was said. Having convinced 
himself that he had heard nothing, the governor sent the young 
man away the same day, and wrote to the father that the 
adventure was like to have cost the son dear, and that he had 
sent him back to his home to prevent any further imprudence. 

“‘I was curious enough to visit the room in which the 
unfortunate man was imprisoned, on the 2nd of February 1778. 
It is lighted by one window to the north, overlooking the sea, 
about fifteen feet above the terrace where the sentries paced 
to and fro. This window was pierced through a very thick 
walt and the embrasure barricaded by three iron bars, thus 
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separating the prisoner from the sentries by a distance of over 
two fathoms. I found an officer of the Free Company in the 
fortress who was nigh on fourscore years old; he told me that 
his father, who had belonged to the same Company, had often 
related to him how a friar had seen something white floating 
on the water under the prisoner's window. On being fished 
out and carried to M. de Saint-Mars, it proved to be a shirt of 
very fine material, loosely folded together, and covered with 
writing from end to end. M. de Saint-Mars spread it out and 
read a few words, then turning to the friar who had brought it 
he asked him in an embarrassed manner if he had been led 
by curiosity to read any of the writing. The friar protested 
repeatedly that he had not read a line, but nevertheless he was 
found dead in bed two days later. This incident was told so 
often to my informant by his father and by the chaplain of the 
fort of that time that he regarded it as incontestably true. The 
following fact also appears to me to be equally well established 
by the testimony of many witnesses. I collected all the 
evidence I could on the spot, and also in the Lerins monastery, 
where the tradition is preserved. 

*“A female attendant being wanted for the prisoner, a 
woman of the village of Mongin offered herself for the place, 
being under the impression that she would thus be able to 
make her children’s fortune ; but on being told that she would 
not only never be allowed to see her children again, but would 
be cut off from the rest of the world as well, she refused to be 
shut up with a prisoner whom it cost so much to serve. I 
may mention here that at the two outer angles of the wall of 
the fort which faced the sea two sentries were placed, with orders 
to fire on any boat which approached within a certain distance. 

‘“‘The prisoner’s personal attendant died in the Iles Sainte- 
Marguerite. The brother of the officer whom I mentioned 
above was partly in the confidence of M. de Saint-Mars, and 
he often told how he was summoned to the prison once at 
midnight and ordered to remove a corpse, and that he carried 
it on his shoulders to the burial-place, feeling certain it was the 
prisoner who was dead; but it was only his servant, anti it 
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was then that an effort was made to supply his place by a 
female attendant.” 


Abbé Papon gives some curious details, hitherto unknown 
to the public, but as he mentions no names his narrative 
cannot be considered as evidence. Voltaire never replied to 
Lagrange-Chancel, who died the same year in which his letter 
was published. Fréron desiring to revenge himself for the 
scathing portrait which Voltaire had drawn of him in the 
Ecossaise, called to his assistance a more redoubtable adversary 
than Lagrange-Chancel. Sainte-Foix had brought to the front 
a brand new theory, founded on a passage by Hume in an 
article in the Année Littéraire (1768, vol. iv.), in which he 
maintained that the Man in the Iron Mask was the Duke of 
Monmouth, a natural son of Charles 11, who was found guilty 
of high treason and beheaded in London on the rsth July 1685. 

This is what the English historian says :— 


‘It was commonly reported in London that the Duke of 
Monmouth’s life had been saved, one of his adherents who 
bore a striking resemblance to the duke having consented to 
die in his stead, while the real culprit was secretly carried off 
to France, there to undergo a lifelong imprisonment.” 


The great affection which the English felt for the Duke of 
Monmouth, and his own conviction that the people only needed 
a leader to induce them to shake off the yoke of James nu, 
led him to undertake an enterprise which might possibly 
have succeeded had it been carried out with prudence. He 
landed at Lyme, in Dorset, with only one hundred and twenty 
men ; six thousand soon gathered round his standard; a few 
towns declared in his favour ; he caused himself to be proclaimed 
king, affirming that he was born in wedlock, and that he 
possessed the proofs of the secret marriage of Charles 11 and 
Lucy Walters, his mother. He met the Royalists on the 
battlefield, and victory seemed to be on his side, when just at 
the decisive moment his ammunition ran short. Lord Gray, 
who commanded the cavalry, beat a cowardly retreat, the 
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unfortunate Monmouth was taken prisoner, brought to London, 
and beheaded. 

The details published in the Sidcle de Louts XIV as to the 
personal appearance of the masked prisoner might have been 
taken as a description of Monmouth, who possessed great 
physical beauty. Sainte-Foix had collected every scrap of 
evidence in favour of his solution of the mystery, making use 
even of the following passage from an anonymous romance called 
The Loves of Charles LI and James II, Kings of England :— 


“The night of the pretended execution of the Duke of 
Monmouth, the king, attended by three men, came to the 
Tower and summoned the duke to his presence. A kind of 
loose cowl was thrown over his head, and he was put into a 
Carriage, into which the king and his attendants also got, and 
was driven away.” 


Sainte-Foix also referred to the alleged visit of Saunders, 
confessor to James 11, paid to the Duchess of Portsmouth after 
the death of that monarch, when the duchess took occasion to 
say that she could never forgive King James for consenting to 
Monmouth’s execution, in spite of the oath he had taken on 
the sacred elements at the deathbed of Charles 1 that he 
would never take his natural brother’s life, even in case of 
rebellion. To this the priest replied quickly, ‘The king kept 
his oath.” 

Hume also records this solemn oath, but we cannot say that 
all the historians agree on this point. Zhe Universal History by 
Guthrie and Gray, and the /tstoire d’ Angleterre by Rapin, 
Thoyras, and de Barrow, do not mention it. 

‘* Further,” wrote Sainte-Foix, “(an English surgeon called 
Nelaton, who frequented the Café Procope, much affected by 
men of letters, often related that during the time he was senior 
apprentice to a surgeon who lived near the Porte Saint-Antoine, 
he was once taken to the Bastille to bleed a prisoner. He 
was conducted to this prisoner’s room by the governor himself, 
and found the patient suffering from violent headache. He 
spoke with an English accent, wore a gold-flowered dressing- 
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gown of black and orange, and had his face covered by a 
napkin knotted behind his head.” 

This story does not hold water : it would be difficult to form 
a mask out of a napkin; the Bastille had a resident surgeon of 
its own as well as a physician and apothecary ; no one could 
gain access to a prisoner without a written order from a 
minister, even the Viaticum could only be introduced by the 
express permission of the lieutenant of police. 

This theory met at first with no objections, and seemed to 
be going to oust all the others, thanks, perhaps, to the com- 
bative and restive character of its promulgator, who bore 
criticism badly, and whom no one cared to incense, his sword 
being even more redoubtable than his pen. 

It was known that when Saint-Mars journeyed with his 
prisoner to the Bastille, they had put up on the way at Palteau, 
in Champagne, a property belonging to the governor. Fréron 
therefore addressed himself to a grand-nephew of Saint-Mars, 
who had inherited this estate, asking if he could give him any 
information about this visit. The following reply appeared 
in the Année Littéraire (June 1768) :— 


“As it appears from the letter of M. de Sainte-Foix from 
which you quote that the Man in the Iron Mask still exercises 
the fancy of your journalists, I am willing to tell you all I know 
about the prisoner. He was known in the islands of Sainte- 
Marguerite and at the Bastille as ‘La Tour.’ The governor 
and all the other officials showed him great respect, and 
supplied him with everything he asked for that could be 
granted to a prisoner. He often took exercise in the yard 
of the prison, but never without his mask on. It was not till 
the Széc/e of M. de Voltaire appeared that I learned that the 
mask was of iron and furnished with springs; it may be that 
the circumstance was overlooked, but he never wore it except 
when taking the air, or when he had to appear before a stranger. 

‘<M. de Blainvilliers, an infantry officer who was acquainted 
with M. de Saint-Mars both at Pignerol and Sainte-Marguerite, 
has often told me that the lot of ‘La Tour’ greatly excited his 
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curiosity, and that he had once borrowed the clothes and arms 
of a soldier whose turn it was to be sentry on the terrace under 
the prisoner’s window at Sainte-Marguerite, and undertaken the 
duty himself; that he had seen the prisoner distinctly, without 
his mask; that his face was white, that he was tall and well 
proportioned, except that his ankles were too thick, and that 
his hair was white, although he appeared to be still in the 
prime of life. He passed the whole of the night in question 
pacing to and fro in his room. Blainvilliers added that he was 
always dressed in brown, that he had plenty of fine linen and 
books, that the governor and the other officers always stood 
uncovered in his presence till he gave them leave to cover 
and sit down, and that they often bore him company at table. 
“In 1698 M. de Saint-Mars was promoted from the 
governorship of the Iles Sainte-Marguerite to that of the Bastille. 
In moving thither, accompanied by his prisoner, he made his 
estate of Palteau a halting-place. The masked man arrived in 
a litter which preceded that of M. de Saint-Mars, and several 
mounted men rode beside it. The peasants were assembled 
to greet their liege lord. M. de Saint-Mars dined with his 
prisoner, who sat with his back to the dining-room windows, 
which looked out on the court. None of the peasants whom 
I have questioned were able to see whether the man kept his 
mask on while eating, but they all noticed that M. de Saint- 
Mars, who sat opposite to his charge, laid two pistols beside 
his plate; that only one footman waited at table, who went 
into the antechamber to change the plates and dishes, always 
carefully closing the dining-room door behind him. When the 
prisoner crossed the courtyard his face was covered with a 
black mask, but the peasants could see his lips and teeth, and 
remarked that he was tall, and had white hair. M. de Saint- 
Mars slept in a bed placed beside the prisoners. M. de 
Blainvilliers told me also that ‘as soon as he was dead, which 
happened in 1704, he was buried at Saint-Paul’s,’ and that ‘the 
coffin was filled with substances which would rapidly consume 
the body.’ He added, ‘I never heard that the masked man 
spoke with an English accent.’” 2 
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Sainte-Foix proved the story related by M. de Blainvilliers to 
be little worthy of belief, showing by a circumstance mentioned 
in the letter that the imprisoned man could not be the Duc de 
Beaufort ; witness the epigram of Madame de Choisy, “ M. de 
Beaufort longs to bite and can’t,” whereas the peasants had 
seen the prisoner’s teeth through his mask. It appeared as if 
the theory of Sainte-Foix were going to stand, when a Jesuit 
father, named Griffet, who was confessor at the Bastille, devoted 
chapter xiii. of his Zraité des différentes Sortes de Preuves qui 
servent @ ttablir la Verité dans [ Histoire (12mo, Liége, 1769) 
to the consideration of the Iron Mask. He was the first to 
quote an authentic document which certifies that the Man in 
the Iron Mask about whom there was so much disputing really 
existed. This was the written journal of M. du Jonca, King’s 
Lieutenant in the Bastille in 1698, from which Pére Griffet 
took the following passage :— 


‘‘On Thursday, September the 8th, 1698, at three o’clock in 
the afternoon, M. de Saint-Mars, the new governor of the 
Bastille, entered upon his duties. He arrived from the islands 
of Sainte-Marguerite, bringing with him in a litter a prisoner 
whose name is a secret, and whom he had had under his charge 
there, and at Pignerol. This prisoner, who was always masked, 
was at first placed in the Bassinitre tower, where he remained 
until the evening. At nine o’clock p.m. I took him to the third 
room of the Bertauditre tower, which I had had already 
furnished before his arrival with all needful articles, having 
received orders to do so from M. de Saint-Mars. While I was 
showing him the way to his room, I was accompanied by 
M. Rosarges, who had also arrived along with M. de Saint-Mars, 
and whose office it was to wait on the said prisoner, whose 
table is to be supplied by the governor.” 


Du Jonca’s diary records the death of the prisoner in the 
following terms :— 


** Monday, r9th November 1703. The unknown prisoner, 
whe always wore a black velvet mask, and whom M. de Saint- 
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Mars brought with him from the fles Sainte-Marguerite, and 
whom he had so long in charge, felt slightly unwell yesterday on 
coming back from mass. He died to-day at 1o p.m. without 
having a serious illness, indeed it could not have been slighter. 
M. Guiraut, our chaplain, confessed him yesterday, but as his 
death was quite unexpected he did not receive the last sacra- 
ments, although the chaplain was able to exhort him up to the 
moment of his death. He was buried on Tuesday the 2oth 
November at 4 p.m. in the burial-ground of St. Paul’s, our parish 
church. The funeral expenses amounted to 40 livres.” 


His name and age were withheld from the priests of the 
parish. The entry made in the parish register, which Pére 
Griffet also gives, is in the following words :— 


“On the 19th November 1703, Marchiali, aged about forty- 
five, died in the Bastille, whose body was buried in the grave- 
yard of Saint-Paul’s, his parish, on the zoth instant, in the 
presence of M. Rosarges and of M. Reilh, Surgeon-Major of 
the Bastille. 

(Signed) ROSARGES. 
** REILH, ” 


As soon as he was dead everything belonging to him, without 
exception, was burned; such as his linen, clothes, bed and 
bedding, rugs, chairs, and even the doors of the room he 
occupied. His service of plate was melted down, the walls of 
his room were scoured and whitewashed, the very floor was 
renewed, from fear of his having hidden a note under it, or left 
some mark by which he could be recognised. 

Pere Griffet did not agree with the opinions of either 
Lagrange-Chancel or Sainte-Foix, but seemed to incline to- 
wards the theory set forth in the A/émoires de Perse, against 
which no irrefutable objections had been advanced. He con- 
cluded by saying that before arriving at any decision as to who 
the prisoner really was, it would be necessary to ascertain the 
exact date of his arrival at Pignerol. 

Sainte-Foix hastened to reply, upholding the soundness of 
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the views he had advanced. He procured from Arras a copy 
of an entry in the registers of the Cathedral Chapter, stating 
that Louis xiv had written with his own hand to the said 
Chapter that they were to admit to burial the body of the 
Comte de Vermandois, who had died in the city of Courtrai; 
that he desired that the deceased should be interred in the 
centre of the choir, in the vault in which lay the remains of 
Elisabeth, Comtesse de Vermandois, wife of Philip of Alsace, 
Comte de Flanders, who had died in 1182. It is not to be sup- 
posed that Louis x1v would have chosen a family vault in which 
to bury a log of wood. 

Sainte-Foix was, however, not acquainted with the letter of 
Barbézieux, dated the 13th August 1691, to which we have 
already referred, as a proof that the prisoner was not the Comte 
de Vermandois ; it is equally a proof that he was not the Duke 
of Monmouth, as Sainte-Foix maintained; for sentence was 
passed on the Duke of Monmouth in 1685, so that it could not 
be of him either that Barbézieux wrote in 1691, ‘“‘ The prisoner 
whom you have had in charge for wenty years.” 

In the very year in which Sainte-Foix began to flatter himself 
that his theory was successfully established, Baron Heiss brought 
a new one forward, in a letter dated ‘“Phalsburg, 28th June 
1770,” and addressed to the Journal Encyclopédique. It was 
accompanied by a letter translated from the Italian which 
appeared in the Aistotre Abrégée de l’ Europe by Jacques Bernard, 
published by Claude Jordan, Leyden, 1685-87, in detached 
sheets. This letter stated (August 1687, article A/antoue) that 
the Duke of Mantua being desirous to sell his capital, Casale, 
to the King of France, had been dissuaded therefrom by his 
secretary, and induced to join the other princes of Italy in their 
endeavours to thwart the ambitious schemes of Louis x1v. The 
Marquis d’Arcy, French ambassador to the court of Savoy, 
having been informed of the secretary’s influence, distinguished 
him by all kinds of civilities, asked him frequently to table, and 
at last invited him to join a large hunting party two or three 
leagues outside Turin. They set out together, but at a short 
distance from the city were surrounded by a dozen horsemen, 
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who carried off the secretary, disguised him, put a mask on him, 
and took him to Pignerol, He was not kept long in this fortress, 
as it was f00 near the Italian frontier, and although he was care- 
fully guarded it was feared that the walls would speak ; so he 
was transferred to the [les Sainte-Marguerite, where he ts at 
present in the custody of M. de Saint-Mars. 

This theory, of which much was heard later, did not at first 
excite much attention. What is certain is that the Duke of 
Mantua’s secretary, by name Matthioli, was arrested in 1679 
through the agency of Abbé d’Estrade and M. de Catinat, and 
taken with the utmost secrecy to Pignerol, where he was im- 
prisoned and placed in charge of M. de Saint-Mars. He must 
not, however, be confounded with the Man in the Iron Mask. 

Catinat says of Matthioli in a letter to Louvois: ‘No one 
knows the name of this 2nave.” _ 

Louvois writes to Saint-Mars: “I admire your patience in 
waiting for an order to treat such a rogue as he deserves, when 
he treats you with disrespect.” 

Saint-Mars replies to the minister: “I have charged Blain- 
villiers to show him a cudgel and tell him that with its aid we 
can make the froward meek.” 

Again Louvois writes: ‘‘ The clothes of such people must be 
made to last three or four years.” 

This cannot have been the nameless prisoner who was treated 
with such consideration, before whom Louvois stood bare- 
headed, who was supplied with fine linen and lace, and 
sO On. 

Altogether, we gather from the correspondence of Saint-Mars 
that the unhappy man alluded to above was confined along 
with a mad Jacobin, and at last became mad himself, and 
succumbed to his misery in 1686. 

Voltaire, who was prchably the first to supply such inexhaust- 
ible food for controversy, kept silence and took no part in the 
discussions. But when all the theories had been presented to 
the public, he set about refuting them. He made himself very 
merry, in the seventh edition of Questions sur l’ Encyclopédie 
asstthuées en forme de Dictionnaire (Geneva, 1791), over, the 
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complaisance attributed to Louis xIv in acting as police-sergeant 
and gaoler for James 11, William 111, and Anne, with all of whom 
he was at war. Persisting still in taking 1661 or 1662 as the 
date when the incarceration of the masked prisoner began, he 
attacks the opinions advanced by Lagrange-Chancel and Pére 
Griffet, which they had drawn from the anonymous Mémoires 
secrets pour servir al’ Histoire de Perse. ‘‘ Waving thus dissi- 
pated all these illusions,” he says, ‘let us now consider who the 
masked prisoner was, and how old he was when he died. It is 
evident that if he was never allowed to walk in the courtyard 
of the Bastille or to see a physician without his mask, it must 
have been lest his ‘00 sfriking resemblance to someone should 
be remarked; he could show his tongue but not his face. As 
regards his age, he himself told the apothecary at the Bastille, 
a few days before his death, that he thought he was about sixty ; 
this I have often heard from a son-in-law to this apothecary, 
M. Marsoban, surgeon to Marshal Richelieu, and afterwards to 
the regent, the Duc d’Orléans. The writer of this article knows 
perhaps more on this subject than Pére Griffet. But he has 
said his say.” 

This article in the Questions on the Encyclopedia was followed 
by some remarks from the pen of the publisher, which are also, 
however, attributed by the publishers of Kelh to Voltaire 
himself. The publisher, who sometimes calls himself the author, 
puts aside without refutation all the theories advanced, includ- 
ing that of Baron Heiss, and says he has come to the conclusion 
that the Iron Mask was, without doubt, a brother and an elder 
brother of Louis xiv, by a lover of the queen. Anne of Austria 
had come to persuade herself that hers alone was the fault 
which had deprived Louis x1v of an heir, but the birth of the 
Iron Mask undeceived her. The cardinal, to whom she con- 
fided her secret, cleverly arranged to bring the king and queen, 
who had long lived apart, together again. A second son was 
the result of this reconciliation; and the first child being 
removed in secret, Louis xIv remained in ignorance of the 
existence of his half-brother till after his majority. It was 
the, policy of Louis xiv to affect a great respect for the royal 
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house, so he avoided much embarrassment to himself and a 
scandal affecting the memory of Anne of Austria by adopting 
the wise and just measure of burying alive the pledge of an 
adulterous love. He was thus enabled to avoid committing 
an act of cruelty, which @ sovereign less conscientious and less 
magnanimous would have considered a mecessity. 

After this declaration Voltaire made no further reference to 
the Iron Mask. This last version of the story upset that of 
Sainte-Foix. Voltaire having been initiated into the state secret 
by the Marquis de Richelieu, we may be permitted to suspect that 
being naturally indiscreet he published the truth from behind 
the shelter of a pseudonym, or at least gave a version which 
approached the truth, but later on, realising the dangerous 
significance of his words, he preserved for the future complete 
silence. 

We now approach the question whether the prince who 
thus became the Iron Mask was an illegitimate brother or 
a twin-brother of Louis xiv. The first was maintained by 
M. Quentin-Crawfurd; the second by Abbé Soulavie in his 
Mémoires du Maréchal Duc de Richelieu (London, 1790). In 
1783 the Marquis de Luchet, in the Journal des Gens du Monde 
(vol iv. No. 23, p. 282, e¢ seg.), awarded to Buckingham the 
honour of the paternity in dispute. In support of this, he 
quoted the testimony of a lady of the house of Saint-Quentin 
who had been a mistress of the minister Barbézieux, and who 
died at Chartres about the middle of the eighteenth century. 
She had declared publicly that Louis x1v had consigned his 
elder brother to perpetual imprisonment, and that the mask 
was necessitated by the close resemblance of the two brothers 
to each other. 

The Duke of Buckingham, who came to France in 1625, in 
order to escort Henrietta Maria, sister of Louis x11, to England, 
where she was to marry the Prince of Wales, made no secret 
of his ardent love for the queen, and it is almost certain 
that she was not insensible to his passion. An anonymous 
pamphlet, Za Conférence du Cardinal Mazarin avec le Gasetier 
(Brussels, 1649), says that she was infatuated about him, and 
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allowed him to visit her in her room. She even permitted 
him to take off and keep one of her gloves, and his vanity 
leading him to show his spoil, the king heard of it, and was 
vastly offended. An anecdote, the truth of which no one 
has ever denied, relates that one day Buckingham spoke to the 
queen with such passion in the presence of her lady-in-waiting, 
the Marquise de Senecey, that the latter exclaimed, “‘ Be silent, 
sir, you cannot speak thus to the Queen of France!” Ac- 
cording to this version, the Man in the Iron Mask must have 
been born at latest in 1637, but the mention of any such 
date would destroy the possibility of Buckingham’s paternity, 
for he was assassinated at Portsmouth on September 2nd, 
1628. 

After the taking of the Bastille the masked prisoner became 
the fashionable topic of discussion, and one heard of nothing else. 
On the 13th of August 1789 it was announced in an article ina 
journal called Zotsirs d’un Patriote francais, which was after- 
wards published anonymously as a pamphlet, that the publisher 
had seen, among other documents found in the Bastille, a card 
bearing the unintelligible number ‘‘ 6438g9000,” and the follow- 
ing note: “ Fouquet, arriving from Les [les Sainte-Marguerite 
in an iron mask.” To this there was, it was said,a double 
signature, viz. “‘ XXX,” superimposed on the name “ Kersadion.” 
The journalist was of opinion that Fouquet had succeeded in 
making his escape, but had been retaken and condemned 
to pass for dead, and to wear a mask henceforward, as a 
punishment for his attempted evasion. This tale made some 
impression, for it was remembered that in the Supplement to 
the Siecle de Louis XJV it was stated that Chamillart had said 
that ‘‘the Iron Mask was a man who knew all the secrets of 
M. Fouquet.” But the existence of this card was never proved, 
and we cannot accept the story on the unsupported word of an 
anonymous writer. 

From the time that restrictions on the press were removed, 
hardly a day passed without the appearance of some new 
pamphlet on the Iron Mask. Louis Dutens, in Correspondence 
igterreptte (t9mMA 17RA) revived the thenry af Rarnan Heiee 
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house, so he avoided much embarrassment to himself and a 
scandal affecting the memory of Anne of Austria by adopting 
the wise and just measure of burying alive the pledge of an 
adulterous love. He was thus enabled to avoid committing 
an act of cruelty, which @ sovereign less conscientious and less 
magnanimous would have considered a necessity. 

After this declaration Voltaire made no further reference to 
the Iron Mask. This last version of the story upset that of 
Sainte-Foix. Voltaire having been initiated into the state secret 
by the Marquis de Richelieu, we may be permitted to suspect that 
being naturally indiscreet he published the truth from behind 
the shelter of a pseudonym, or at least gave a version which 
approached the truth, but later on, realising the dangerous 
significance of his words, he preserved for the future complete 
silence. 

We now approach the question whether the prince who 
thus became the Iron Mask was an illegitimate brother or 
a twin-brother of Louis xiv. The first was maintained by 
M. Quentin-Crawfurd; the second by Abbé Soulavie in his 
Mémoires du Maréchal Duc de Richeliew (London, 1790). In 
1783 the Marquis de Luchet, in the Journal des Gens du Monde 
(vol. iv. No. 23, p. 282, e¢ seg.), awarded to Buckingham the 
honour of the paternity in dispute. In support of this, he 
quoted the testimony of a lady of the house of Saint-Quentin 
who had been a mistress of the minister Barbézieux, and who 
died at Chartres about the middle of the eighteenth century. 
She had declared publicly that Louis xiv had consigned his 
elder brother to perpetual imprisonment, and that the mask 
was necessitated by the close resemblance of the two brothers 
to each other. 

The Duke of Buckingham, who came to France in 1625, in 
order to escort Henrietta Maria, sister of Louis x11, to England, 
where she was to marry the Prince of Wales, made no secret 
of his ardent love for the queen, and it is almost certain 
that she was not insensible to his passion. An anonymous 
pamphlet, Za Conference du Cardinal Mazarin avec le Gasetier 
(Brussels, 1649), says that she was infatuated about him, and 
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allowed him to visit her in her room. She even permitted 
him to take off and keep one of her gloves, and his vanity 
leading him to show his spoil, the king heard of it, and was 
vastly offended. An anecdote, the truth of which no one 
has ever denied, relates that one day Buckingham spoke to the 
queen with such passion in the presence of her lady-in-waiting, 
the Marquise de Senecey, that the latter exclaimed, “ Be silent, 
sir, you cannot speak thus to the Queen of France!” Ac- 
cording to this version, the Man in the Iron Mask must have 
been born at latest in 1637, but the mention of any such 
date would destroy the possibility of Buckingham’s paternity, 
for he was assassinated at Portsmouth on September 2nd, 
1628. 

After the taking of the Bastille the masked prisoner became 
the fashionable topic of discussion, and one heard of nothing else. 
On the 13th of August 1789 it was announced in an article in a 
journal called Zotsirs d’un Patriote francais, which was after- 
wards published anonymously as a pamphlet, that the publisher 
had seen, among other documents found in the Bastille, a card 
bearing the unintelligible number “64389000,” and the follow- 
ing note: “ Fouquet, arriving from Les [les Sainte-Marguerite 
in an iron mask.” To this there was, it was said,a double 
signature, viz. ‘‘ XXX,” superimposed on the name “ Kersadion.” 
The journalist was of opinion that Fouquet had succeeded in 
making his escape, but had been retaken and condemned 
to pass for dead, and to wear a mask henceforward, as a 
punishment for his attempted evasion. This tale made some 
impression, for it was remembered that in the Supplement to 
the Srécle de Louis XIV it was stated that Chamillart had said 
that ‘‘the Iron Mask was a man who knew all the secrets of 
M. Fouquet.” But the existence of this card was never proved, 
and we cannot accept the story on the unsupported word of an 
anonymous writer. 

From the time that restrictions on the press were removed, 
hardly a day passed without the appearance of some new 
pamphlet on the Iron Mask. Louis Dutens, in Correspondence 
interceplée (12m0, 1789), revived the theory of Baron Heiss, 
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supporting it by new and curious facts. He proved that Louis xiv 
had really ordered one of the Duke of Mantua’s ministers to 
be carried off and imprisoned in Pignerol. Dutens gave the 
name of the victim as Girolamo Magni. He also quoted from 
a memorandum which by the wish of the Marquis de Castellane 
was drawn up by a certain Souchon, probably the man whom 
Papon questioned in 1778. This Souchon was the son of a 
man who had belonged to the Free Company maintained in 
the islands in the time of Saint-Mars, and was seventy-nine 
years old. This memorandum gives a detailed account of 
the abduction of a minister in 1679, who is styled a “ minister 
of the Empire,” and his arrival as a masked prisoner at the 
islands, and states that he died there in captivity nine years 
after he was carried off. 

Dutens thus divests the episode of the element of the marvel- 
lous with which Voltaire had surrounded it. He called to his 
aid the testimony of the Duc de Choiseul, who, having in vain 
attempted to worm the secret of the Iron Mask out of 
Louis xv, begged Madame de Pompadour to try her hand, and 
was told by her that the prisoner was the minister of an Italian 
prince. At the same time that Dutens wrote, “There is no 
fact in history better established than the fact that the Man 
in the Iron Mask was a minister of the Duke of Mantua who 
was carried off from Turin,” M. Quentin-Crawfurd was main- 
taining that the prisoner was a son of Anne of Austria; whilea 
few years earlier Bouche, a lawyer, in his Zssaé sur 1’ Histoire 
de Provence (2 vols. 4to, 1785), had regarded this story as a 
fable invented by Voltaire, and had convinced himself that 
the prisoner was @ woman. As we see, discussion threw no 
light on the subject, and instead of being dissipated, the con- 
fusion became ever “ worse confounded.” 

In 1790 the Mémoires du Marichal de Richelieu appeared. 
He had left his note-books, his library, and his correspondence 
to Soulavie. The Mémoires are undoubtedly authentic, and 
have, if not certainty, at least a strong moral presumption in 
their favour, and gained the belief of men holding diverse 
opinions. But before placing under the eyes of our readers 
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extracts from them relating to the Iron Mask, let us refresh 
our memory by recalling two theories which had not stood 
the test of thorough investigation. 

According to some MS. notes left by M. de Bonac, French 
ambassador at Constantinople in 1724, “ne Armenian Patriarch 
Arwedicks, a mortal enemy of our Church and the instigator of 
the terrible persecutions to which the Roman Catholics were 
subjected, was carried off into exile at the request of the Jesuits 
by a French vessel, and confined in a prison whence there was no 
escape. This prison was the fortress of Sainte-Marguerite, and 
Jrom there he was taken to the Bastille, where he died. The 
Turkish Government continually clamoured for his release till 
1723, but the French Government persistently denied having 
taken any part in the abduction. 

Even if it were not a matter of history that Arwedicks went 
over to the Roman Catholic Church and died a free man in 
Paris, as may be seen by an inspection of the certificate of his 
death preserved among the archives in the Foreign Office, one 
sentence from the note-book of M. de Bonac would be sufficient 
to annihilate this theory. M.de Bonac says that the Patriarch 
was carried off, while M. de Feriol, who succeeded M. de 
Chateauneuf in 1699, was ambassador at Constantinople. Now 
it was in 1698 that Saint-Mars arrived at the Bastille with his 
masked prisoner. 

Several English scholars have sided with Gibbon in thinking 
that the Man in the Iron Mask might possibly have been 
Henry, the second son of Oliver Cromwell, who was held as a 
hostage by Louis xiv. 

By an odd coincidence the second son of the Lord Protector 
does entirely disappear from the page of history in 1659; we 
know nothing of where he afterwards lived nor when he died. 
But why should he be a prisoner of state in France, while his 
elder brother Richard was permitted to live there quite openly? 
In the absence of all proof, we cannot attach the least import- 
ance to this explanation of the mystery. 

We now come to the promised extracts from the Mémoires du 
Marichal de Richelieu ;— 
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“Under the late king there was a time when every class of 
society was asking who the famous personage really was who 
went by the name of the Iron Mask, but I noticed that this 
curiosity abated somewhat after his atrival at the Bastille with 
Saint-Mars, when it began to be reported that orders had been 
given to kill him should he let his name be known. Saint- 
Mars also let it be understood that whoever found out the 
secret would share the same fate. This threat to murder both 
the prisoner and those who showed too much curiosity about 
him made such an impression, that during the lifetime of the 
late king people only spoke of the mystery below their breath. 
The anonymous author of Zes Mémoires de Perse, which were 
published in Holland fifteen years after the death of Louis xrv, 
was the first who dared to speak publicly of the prisoner and 
relate some anecdotes about him. 

‘Since the publication of that work, liberty of speech and 
the freedom of the press have made great strides, and the shade 
of Louis x1v having lost its terrors, the case of the Iron Mask is 
freely discussed, and yet even now, at the end of my life and 
seventy years after the death of the king, people are still asking 
who the Man in the Iron Mask really was. 

‘‘This question was one I put to the adorable princess, 
beloved of the regent, who inspired in return only aversion and 
respect, all her love being given to me. As everyone was 
persuaded that the regent knew the name, the course of life, 
and the cause of the imprisonment of the masked prisoner, I, 
being more venturesome in my curiosity than others, tried 
through my princess to fathom the secret. She had hitherto 
constantly repulsed the advances of the Duc d’Orléans, but as 
the ardour of his passion was thereby in no wise abated, the 
least glimpse of hope would be sufficient to induce him to 
grant her everything she asked ; I persuaded her, therefore, to 
let him understand that if he would allow her to read the 
Mémoires du Masque which were in his possession his dearest 
desires would be fulfilled. 

“The Duc d’Orléans had never been known to reveal any 
secret of state, being unspeakably circumspect, and having béen 
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trained to keep every confidence inviolable by his preceptor 
Dubois, so I felt quite certain that even the princess would 
fail in her efforts to get a sight of the memoranda in his 
possession relative to the birth and rank of the masked 
prisoner ; but what cannot love, and such an ardent love, induce 
a man to do? 


‘To reward her goodness the regent gave the documents into 
her hands, and she forwarded them to me next day, enclosed 
in a note written in cipher, which, according to the laws of 
historical writing, I reproduce in its entirety, vouching for its 
authenticity ; for the princess always employed a cipher when 
she used the language of gallantry, and this note told me what 
treaty she had had to sign in order that she might obtain the 
documents, and the duke the desire of his heart. The details 
are not admissible in serious history, but, borrowing the modest 
language of the patriarchal time, I may say that if Jacob, before 
he obtained possession of the best beloved of Laban’s daughters, 
was obliged to pay the price twice over, the regent drove a 
better bargain than the patriarch. The note and the memor- 
andum were as follows :— 


“fo, 1. 17. 12. Q, @ 20. 2 I. J 414. 20. To. 
3 «2%. é- ort. 14. +%T 5. %16, 12 I 
2I. 1%. 20. 17. 12. Q. 14 9. 2 8 20. 5. 20, 
2. 2. 17, 8 4% 2 20 gQ. 2%, 25. FT 
Ih. OO. 14. I. 15. 14 12. Q. 21. 5 
16. 20. 14 8. 3. 


*“* NARRATIVE OF THE BIRTH AND EDUCATION OF THE 
UNFORTUNATE PRINCE WHO WAS SEPARATED FROM 
THE WORLD BY CARDINALS RICHELIEU AND MAZARIN 
AND IMPRISONED BY ORDER OF Louis XIV. 


““* Drawn up by the Governor of this Prince on his deathbed. 


‘**'The unfortunate prince whom I brought up and had in 
charge till almost the end of my life was born on the sth Sep- 
tember 1638 at 8.30 o’clock in the evening, while the king was 
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at supper. His brother, who is now on the throne, was born 
at noon while the king was at dinner, but whereas his birth 
was splendid and public, that of his brother was sad and 
secret ; for the king being informed by the midwife that the 
queen was about to give birth to a second child, ordered 
the chancellor, the midwife, the chief almoner, the queen’s 
confessor, and myself to stay in her room to be witnesses of 
whatever happened, and of his course of action should a second 
child be born. 

‘“‘¢For a long time already it had been foretold to the king 
that his wife would give birth to two sons, and some days 
before, certain shepherds had arrived in Paris, saying they were 
divinely inspired, so that it was said in Paris that if two 
dauphins were born it would be the greatest misfortune which 
could happen to the State. The Archbishop of Paris 
summoned these soothsayers before him, and ordered them to 
be imprisoned in Saint-Lazare, because the populace was 
becoming excited about them—a circumstance which filled the 
king with care, as he foresaw much trouble to his kingdom. 
What had been predicted by the soothsayers happened, whether 
they had really been warned by the constellations, or whether 
Providence by whom His Majesty had been warned of the 
calamities which might happen to France interposed. The 
king had sent a messenger to the cardinal to tell him of this 
prophecy, and the cardinal had replied that the matter must be 
considered, that the birth of two dauphins was not impossible, 
and should such a case arrive, the second must be carefully 
hidden away, lest in the future desiring to be king he should 
fight against his brother in support of a new branch of the 
royal house, and come at last to reign. 

“‘* The king in his suspense felt very uncomfortable, and as 
the queen began to utter cries we feared a second confinement. 
We sent to inform the king, who was almost overcome by the 
thought that he was about to become the father of two 
dauphins. He said to the Bishop of Meaux, whom he had 
sent for to minister to the queen, ‘‘ Do not quit my wife till she 
is safe; I am in mortal terror.” Immediately after he sim- 
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moned us all, the Bishop of Meaux, the chancellor M. Honorat, 
Dame Peronéte the midwife, and myself, and said to us in 
presence of the queen, so that she could hear, that we would 
answer to him with our heads if we made known the birth of a 
second dauphin; that it was his will that the fact should 
remain a state secret, to prevent the misfortunes which would 
else happen, the Salic Law not having declared to whom the 
inheritance of the kingdom should come in case two eldest 
sols were born to any of the kings. 

‘**“ What had been foretold happened: the queen, while the 
king was at supper, gave birth to a second dauphin, more 
dainty and more beautiful than the first, but who wept and 
wailed unceasingly, as if he regretted to take up that life in 
which he was afterwards to endure such suffering. The 
chancellor drew up the report of this wonderful birth, without 
parallel in our history ; but His Majesty not being pleased with 
its form, burned it in our presence, and the chancellor had to 
write and rewrite till His Majesty was satisfied. ‘The almoner 
remonstrated, saying it would be impossible to hide the birth 
of a prince, but the king returned that he had reasons of state 
for all he did. 

‘““* Afterwards the king made us register our oath, the 
chancellor signing it first, then the queen’s confessor, and I 
last. The oath was also signed by the surgeon and midwife 
who attended on the queen, and the king attached this 
document to the report, taking both away with him, and I 
never heard any more of either. I remember that His 
Majesty consulted with the chancellor as to the form of the 
oath, and that he spoke for a long time in an undertone to the 
cardinal: after which the last-born child was given into the 
charge of the midwife, and as they were always afraid she 
would babble about his birth, she has told me that they often 
threatened her with death should she ever mention it : we were 
also forbidden to speak, even to each other, of the child whose 
birth we had witnessed. 

“**Not one of us has as yet violated his oath; for His 
Majesty dreaded nothing so much as a civil war brought about by 
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the two children born together, and the cardinal, who afterwards 
got the care of the second child into his hands, kept that fear 
alive. The king also commanded us to examine the unfortu- 
nate prince minutely ; he had a wart above the left elbow, a mole 
on the right side of his neck, and a tiny wart on his right thigh ; 
for His Majesty was determined, and rightly so, that in case of 
the decease of the first-born, the royal infant whom he was en- 
trusting to our care should take his place ; wherefore he required 
our sign-manual to the report of the birth, to which a small 
royal seal was attached in our presence, and we all signed it 
after His Majesty, according as he commanded. As to the 
shepherds who had foretold the double birth, never did I hear 
another word of them, but neither did I inquire. The cardinal 
who took the mysterious infant in charge probably got them 
out of the country. 

‘©All through the infancy of the second prince Dame 
Peronéte treated him as if he were her own child, giving out 
that his father was a great nobleman; for everyone saw by the 
care she lavished on him and the expense she went to, that 
although unacknowledged he was the cherished son of rich 
parents, and well cared for. 

*** When the prince began to grow up, Cardinal Mazarin, who 
succeeded Cardinal Richelieu in the charge of the prince’s 
education, gave him into my hands to bring up in a manner 
worthy of a king’s son, but in secret. Dame Peronéte continued 
in his service till her death, and was very much attached to him, 
and he still more to her. The prince was instructed in my 
house in Burgundy, with all the care due to the son and brother 
of a king. 

*“**¥ had several conversations with the queen mother during 
the troubles in France, and Her Majesty always seemed to fear 
that if the existence of the prince should be discovered during 
the lifetime of his brother, the young king, malcontents would 
make it a pretext for rebellion, because many medical men 
hold that the last-born of twins is in reality the elder, and if so, 
he was king by right, while many others have a different 
opinion. 
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“**In spite of this dread, the queen could never bring herself 
to destroy the written evidence of his birth, because in case of 
the death of the young king she intended to have his twin- 
brother proclaimed. She told me often that the written proofs 
were in her strong box. 

***T gave the ill-starred prince such an education as I should 
have liked to receive myself, and no acknowledged son of a 
king ever had a better. The only thing for which I have to 
reproach myself is that, without intending it, I caused him great 
unhappiness ; for when he was nineteen years old he had a 
burning desire to know who he was, and as he saw that I was 
determined to be silent, growing more firm the more he 
tormented me with questions, he made up his mind hence- 
forward to disguise his curiosity and to make me think that he 
believed himself a love-child of my own. He began to call 
me ‘ father,’ although when we were alone I often assured him 
that he was mistaken; but at length I gave up combating this 
belief, which he perhaps only feigned to make me speak, and 
allowed him to think he was my son, contradicting him no 
more; but while he continued to dwell on this subject he was 
meantime making every effort to find out who he really was. 
Two years passed thus, when, through an unfortunate piece of 
forgetfulness on my part, for which I greatly blame myself, he 
became acquainted with the truth. He knew that the king had 
lately sent me several messengers, and once having carelessly 
forgotten to lock up a casket containing letters from the queen 
and the cardinals, he read part and divined the rest through his 
natural intelligence; and later confessed to me that he had 
carried off the letter which told most explicitly of his birth. 

‘“*T can recall that from this time on, his manner to me 
showed no longer that respect for me in which I had brought 
him up, but became hectoring and rude, and that I could not 
imagine the reason of the change, for I never found out that he 
had searched my papers, and he never revealed to me how he 
got at the casket, whether he was aided by some workmen 
whom he did not wish to betray, or had employed other 


means. 
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‘““¢One day, however, he unguardedly asked me to show him 
the portraits of the late and the present king. I answered 
that those that existed were so poor that I was waiting till 
better ones were taken before having them in my house. 

“‘¢This answer, which did not satisfy him, called forth the 
request to be allowed to go to Dijon. I found out afterwards 
that he wanted to see a portrait of the king which was there, 
and to get to the court, which was just then at Saint-Jean-de- 
Luz, because of the approaching marriage with the infanta ; 
so that he might compare himself with his brother and see if 
there were any resemblance between them. Having knowledge 
of his plan, I never let him out of my sight. 

**¢ The young prince was at this time as beautiful as Cupid, 
and through the intervention of Cupid himself he succeeded 
in getting hold of a portrait of his brother. One of the upper 
servants of the house, a young girl, had taken his fancy, and 
he lavished such caresses on her and inspired her with so 
much love, that although the whole household was strictly 
forbidden to give him anything without my permission, she 
procured him a portrait of the king. The unhappy prince saw 
the likeness at once, indeed no one could help seeing it, for 
the one portrait would serve equally well for either brother, 
and the sight produced such a fit of fury that he came to me 
crying out, ‘There is my brother, and this tells me who I 
am!” holding out a letter from Cardinal Mazarin which he 
had stolen from me, and making a great commotion in my 
house. 

““«The dread lest the prince should escape and succeed in 
appearing at the marriage of his brother made me so uneasy, 
that I sent off a messenger to the king to tell him that my 
casket had been opened, and asking for instructions. The 
king sent back word through the cardinal that we were both 
to be shut up till further orders, and that the prince was to be 
made to understand that the cause of our common misfortune 
was his absurd claim. I have since shared his prison, but I 
believe that a decree of release has arrived from my heavenly 
Judge, and for my soul’s health and for my ward’s sake I make 
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this declaration, that he may know what measures to take in 
order to put an end to his ignominious estate should the king 
die without children. Can any oath imposed under threats 
oblige one to be silent about such incredible events, which it 
is nevertheless necessary that posterity should know ?’” 


Such were the contents of the historical document given by 
the regent to the princess, and it suggests a crowd of questions. 
Who was the prince’s governor? Was he a Burgundian? 
Was he simply a landed proprietor, with some property and 
a country house in Burgundy? How far was his estate from 
Dijon? He must have been a man of note, for he enjoyed 
the most intimate confidence at the court of Louis x11, either 
by virtue of his office or because he was a favourite of the 
king, the queen, and Cardinal Richelieu. Can we learn from 
the list of the nobles of Burgundy what member of their body 
disappeared from public life along with a young ward whom he 
had brought up in his own house just after the marriage of 
Louis x1v? Why did he not attach his signature to the 
declaration, which appears to be a hundred years old? Did 
he dictate it when so near death that he had not strength to 
sign it? How did it find its way out of prison? And so 
forth. 

There is no answer to all these questions, and I, for my 
part, cannot undertake to affirm that the document is genuine. 
Abbé Soulavie relates that he one day ‘‘ pressed the marshal 
for an answer to some questions on the matter, asking, 
amongst other things, if it were not true that the prisoner was an 
elder brother of Louis xiv born without the knowledge of 
Louis x11. The marshal appeared very much embarrassed, 
and although he did not entirely refuse to answer, what he said 
was not very explanatory. He averred that this important 
personage was neither the illegitimate brother of Louis xiv, 
nor the Duke of Monmouth, nor the Comte de Vermandois, 
nor the Duc de Beaufort, and so on, as so many writers had 
asserted.” He called all their writings mere inventions, but 
added that almost every one of them had got hold of some 
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true incidents, as for instance the order to kill the prisoner 
should he make himself known. Finally he acknowledged 
that he knew the state secret, and used the following words: 
“ All that I can tell you, abbé, is, that when the prisoner died 
at the beginning of the century, at a very advanced age, he 
had ceased to be of such importance as when, at the beginning 
of his reign, Louis xiv shut him up for weighty reasons of state.” 

The above was written down under the eyes of the marshal, 
and when Abbé Soulavie entreated him to say something 
further which, while not actually revealing the secret, would 
yet satisfy his questioner’s curiosity, the marshal answered, 
‘‘ Read M. de Voltaire’s latest writings on the subject, especially 
his concluding words, and reflect on them.” 

With the exception of Dulaure, all the critics have treated 
Soulavie’s narrative with the most profound contempt, and we 
must confess that if it was an invention it was a monstrous 
one, and that the concoction of the famous note in cipher was 
abominable. ‘‘Such was the great secret; in order to find it 
out, I had to allow myself 5, 12, 17, 15, 14, 1, three times 
by 8, 3.” But unfortunately for those who would defend the 
morals of Mademoiselle de Valois, it would be difficult to 
traduce the character of herself, her lover, and her father, 
for what one knows of the trio justifies one in believing that 
the more infamous the conduct imputed to them, the more 
likely it is to be true. We cannot see the force of the objection 
that Louvois would not have written in the following terms to 
Saint-Mars in 1687 about a bastard son of Anne of Austria: 
“I see no objection to your removing Chevalier de Thézut 
from the prison in which he is confined, and putting your 
prisoner there till the one you are preparing for him is ready 
to receive him.” And we cannot understand those who ask 
if Saint-Mars, following the example of the minister, would 
have said of a prince “ Until he is installed in the p7tson which 
is being prepared for him here, which has a chapel adjoining ” ? 
Why should he have expressed himself otherwise? Does it 
evidence an abatement of consideration to call a prisoner a 
prisoner, and his prison a prison ? 
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A certain M. de Saint-Mihiel published an 8vo volume in 
1791, at Strasbourg and Paris, entitled Le véritadle homme, 
dit au MASQUE DE FER, ouvrage dans lequel on fait connaitre, sur 
preuves incontestables, d qui le célebre infortuné dut le jour, 
guand et ot if naquit. The wording of the title will give an 
idea of the bizarre and barbarous jargon in which the whole 
book is written. It would be difficult to imagine the vanity 
and self-satisfaction which inspire this new reader of riddles. 
If he had found the philosopher’s stone, or made a discovery 
which would transform the world, he could not exhibit more 
pride and pleasure. All things considered, the “incontestable 
proofs” of his theory do not decide the question definitely, 
or place it above all attempts at refutation, any more than 
does the evidence on which the other theories which preceded 
and followed his rest. But what he lacks before all other 
things is the talent for arranging and using his materials. 
With the most ordinary skill he might have evolved a theory 
which would have defied criticism at least as successfully as 
the others, and he might have supported it by proofs, which if 
not incontestable (for no one has produced such), had at least 
moral presumption in their favour, which has great weight in 
such a mysterious and obscure affair, in trying to explain, which 
one can never leave on one side, the respect shown by Louvois 
to the prisoner, to whom he always spoke standing and with 
uncovered head. 

According to M. de Saint-Mihiel, the Man in the Iron Mask 
was a legitimate son of Anne of Austria and Mazarin. 

He avers that Mazarin was only a deacon, and not a priest, 
when he became cardinal, having never taken priest’s orders, 
according to the testimony of the Princess Palatine, consort 
of Philip 1, Duc d’Orléans, and that it was therefore possible 
for him to marry, and that he did marry, Anne of Austria in 
secret. 


“Old Madame Beauvais, principal woman of the bed- 
chamber to the queen mother, knew of this ridiculous marriage, 
and as the price of her secrecy obliged the queen to comply 

11.—23 
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with all her whims. To this circumstance the principal bed- 
chamber women owe the extensive privileges accorded them 
ever since in this country” (Letter of the Duchesse d’Orléans, 
13th September 1713). 

““The queen mother, consort of Louis x11, had done worse 
than simply to fall in love with Mazarin, she had married him, 
for he had never been an ordained priest, he had only taken 
deacon’s orders. If he had been a priest his marriage would 
have been impossible. He grew terribly tired of the good 
queen mother, and did not live happily with her, which was 
only what he deserved for making such a marriage” (Letter 
of the Duchesse d’Orléans, znd November 1717). 

‘She (the queen mother) was quite easy in her conscience 
about Cardinal Mazarin ; he was not in priest’s orders, and so 
could marry. The secret passage by which he reached the 
queen’s rooms every evening still exists in the Palais Royal” 
(Letter of the Duchesse d’Orléans, 2nd July 1719). 

‘** The queen’s manner of conducting affairs is influenced by 
the passion which dominates her. When she and the cardinal 
converse together, their ardent love for each other is betrayed 
by their looks and gestures ; it is plain to see that when obliged 
to part fora time they do it with great reluctance. If what 
people say is true, that they are properly married, and that 
their union has been blessed by Pére Vincent the missioner, 
there is no harm in all that goes on between them, either in 
public or in private” (Reguéte civile contre la Conclusion de la 
Paix, 1649). 


The Man in the Iron Mask told the apothecary in the 
Bastille that he thought he was about sixty years of age 
(Questions sur l’ Encyclopédte). ‘Thus he must have been born 
in 1644, just at the time when Anne of Austria was invested 
with the royal power, though it was really exercised by 
Mazarin. 

Can we find any incident recorded in history which lends 
support to the supposition that Anne of Austria had a son 
whose birth was kept as secret as her marriage to Mazarin? . 
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“In 1644, Anne of Austria being dissatisfied with her 
apartments in the Louvre, moved to the Palais Royal, which 
had been left to the king by Richelieu. Shortly after taking 
up residence there she was very ill with a severe attack of 
jaundice, which was caused, in the opinion of the doctors, 
by worry, anxiety, and overwork, and which pulled her down 
greatly” (Mémoire de Madame de Motteville, 4 vols. 12mo, 
vol. i. p. 194). 

‘‘This anxiety, caused by the pressure of public business, 
was most probably only dwelt on as a pretext for a pretended 
attack of illness. Anne of Austria had no cause for worry and 
anxiety till 1649. She did not begin to complain of the des- 
potism of Mazarin till towards the end of 1645” (Jdzd., vol. i. 
Pp. 272, 273). 

“‘ She went frequently to the theatre during her first year of 
widowhood, but took care to hide herself from view in her 
box” (Zéid., vol. i. p. 342). 


Abbé Soulavie, in vol. vi. of the Alémotres de Richelieu, 
published in 1793, controverted the opinions of M. de Saint- 
Mihiel, and again advanced those which he had published 
some time before, supporting them by a new array of reasons. 

The fruitlessness of research in the archives of the Bastille, 
and the importance of the political events which were 
happening, diverted the attention of the public for some years 
from this subject. In the year 1800, however, the Magazin 
encyclopédique published (vol. vi. p. 472) an article entitled 
Mémoires sur les Problomes historiques, et la Méthode de les 
résoudre appligquée @ celui qui concerne l’Homme au Masque de 
fer, signed C. D. O., in which the author maintained that the 
prisoner was the first minister of the Duke of Mantua, and 
says his name was Girolamo Magni. 

In the same year an octavo volume of 142 pages was 
produced by M. Roux-Fazillac. It bore the title Recherches 
historiques et critiques sur 1’ Homme au Masque de Fer, don 
vésultent des Notions certaines sur ce prisonnier. ‘These re- 
searches brought to light a secret correspondence relative to 
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certain negotiations and intrigues, and to the abduction of a 
secretary of the Duke of Mantua whose name was Matthioli, 
and not Girolamo Magni. 

In 1802 an octavo pamphlet containing 11 pages, of which 
the author was perhaps Baron Lervitre, but which was 
signed Reth, was published. It took the form of a letter to 
General Jourdan, and was dated from Turin, and gave many 
details about Matthioli and his family. It was entitled 
Véritable Clef de l’ Histoive de ? Homme au Masque de Fer. It 
proved that the secretary of the Duke of Mantua was carried 
off, masked, and imprisoned, by order of Louis xiv in 1679, 
but it did not succeed in establishing as an undoubted fact 
that the secretary and the Man in the Iron Mask were one and 
the same person. 

It may be remembered that M. Crawfurd writing in 1798 
had said in his Histoire de la Bastille (8vo, 474 pages), “I 
cannot doubt that the Man in the Iron Mask was the son of 
Anne of Austria, but am unable to decide whether he was a 
twin-brother of Louis xiv or was born while the king and 
queen lived apart, or during her widowhood.” M. Crawfurd, 
in his Jfélanges d@’Histoire et de Littévature tirés Pun 
Portefeuille (quarto 1809, octavo 1817), demolished the theory 
advanced by Roux-Fazillac. 

In 1825, M. Delort discovered in the archives several 
letters relating to Mattioli, and published his Atstotre de 
l’Homme au Masque de Fer (8vo). This work was translated 
into English by George Agar-Ellis, and retranslated into 
French in 1830, under the title Mstoire authentique du 
Prisonnter d’ Etat, connu sous le Nom de Masque de Fer. It is 
in this work that the suggestion is made that the captive was 
the second son of Oliver Cromwell. 

In 1826, M. de Taulés wrote that, in his opinion, the 
masked prisoner was none other than the Armenian Patriarch. 
But six years later the great success of my drama at the 
Odéon converted nearly everyone to the version of which 
Soulavie was the chief exponent. The bibliophile Jacob is 
Mistaken in asserting that I followed a tradition preserved in 
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the family of the Duc de Choiseul; M. le Duc de Bassano 
sent me a copy made under his personal supervision of a 
document drawn up for Napoleon, containing the results of 
some researches made by his orders on the subject of the Man 
in the Iron Mask. The original MS., as well as that of the 
Mémoires du Duc de Richelieu, were, the duke told me, kept at 
the Foreign Office. In 1834 the Journal of the Jnstitut 
historique published a letter from M. Auguste Billiard, who 
stated that he had also made a copy of this document for 
the late Comte de Montalivet, Home Secretary under the 
Empire. 

M. Dufey (de l’Yonne) gave his Histoire de la Bastille to 
the world in the same year, and was inclined to believe that 
the prisoner was a son of Buckingham. 

Besides the many important personages on whom the 
famous mask had been placed, there was one whom every- 
one had forgotten, although his name had been put 
forward by the minister Chamillart: this was the celebrated 
Superintendent of Finance, Nicolas Fouquet. In 1837, Jacob, 
armed with documents and extracts, once more occupied 
himself with this Chinese puzzle on which so much ingenuity 
had been lavished, but of which no one had as yet got all 
the pieces into their places. Let us see if he succeeded 
better than his forerunners. 

The first feeling he awakes is one of surprise. It seems 
odd that he should again bring up the case of Fouquet, who 
was condemned to imprisonment for life in 1664, confined 
in Pignerol under the care of Saint-Mars, and whose death 
was announced (falsely according to Jacob) on March 23rd, 
1680, The first thing to look for in trying to get at the true 
history of the Mask is a sufficient reason of state to account 
for the persistent concealment of the prisoner’s features till his 
death ; and next, an explanation of the respect shown him by 
Louvois, whose attitude towards him would have been extra- 
ordinary in any age, but was doubly so during the reign of 
Louis XIv, whose courtiers would have been the last persons 
in the world to render homage to the misfortunes of a man in 
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disgrace with their master. Whatever the real motive of the 
king’s anger against Fouquet may have been, whether Louis 
thought he arrogated to himself too much power, or aspired to 
rival his master in the hearts of some of the king’s mistresses, 
or even presumed to raise his eyes higher still, was not the 
utter ruin, the lifelong captivity, of his enemy enough to satiate 
the vengeance of the king? What could he desire more? 
Why should his anger, which seemed slaked in 1664, burst 
forth into hotter flames seventeen years later, and lead him to 
inflict a new punishment? According to the bibliophile, the 
king being wearied by the continual petitions for pardon 
addressed to him by the superintendent’s family, ordered them 
to be told that he was dead, to rid himself of their supplica- 
tions. Colbert’s hatred, says he, was the immediate cause 
of Fouquet’s fall; but even if this hatred hastened the 
catastrophe, are we to suppose that it pursued the delinquent 
beyond the sentence, through the long years of captivity, and, 
renewing its energy, infected the minds of the king and 
his councillors? If that were so, how shall we explain the 
respect shown by Louvois? Colbert would not have stood 
uncovered before Fouquet in prison. Why should Colbert’s 
colleague have done so? 

It must, however, be confessed that of all existing theories, 
this one, thanks to the unlimited learning and research of the 
bibliophile, has the greatest number of documents with the 
various interpretations thereof, the greatest profusion of dates, on 
its side. 

For it is certain— 


ist, that the precautions taken when Fouquet was sent to 
Pignero] resembled in every respect those employed later by 
the custodians of the Iron Mask, both at the Iles Sainte- 
Marguerite and at the Bastille ; 

2nd, that the majority of the traditions relative to the 
masked prisoner might apply to Fouquet ; 

3rd, that the Iron Mask was first heard of immediately after 
the announcement of the death of Fouquet in 1680; 
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4th, that there exists no irrefragable proof that Fouquet’s 
death really occurred in the above year. 


The decree of the Court of Justice, dated zoth December 1664, 
banished Fouquet from the kingdom for life. ‘“‘ But the king 
was of opinion that it would be dangerous to let the said 
Fouquet leave the country, in consideration of his intimate 
knowledge of the most important matters of state. Conse- 
quently the sentence of perpetual banishment was commuted 
into that of perpetual imprisonment” (ecuetl des défenses de 
MM. Fouquet). The instructions signed by the king and 
remitted to Saint-Mars forbid him to permit Fouquet to hold 
any spoken or written communication with anyone whatsoever, 
or to leave his apartments for any cause, not even for exercise. 
The great mistrust felt by Louvois pervades all his letters to 
Saint-Mars. The precautions which he ordered to be kept up 
were quite as stringent as in the case of the Iron Mask. 

The report of the discovery of a shirt covered with writing, 
by a friar, which Abbé Papon mentions, may perhaps be traced 
to the following extracts from two letters written by Louvois to 
Saint-Mars: “Your letter has come to hand with the new 
handkerchief on which M. Fouquet has written” (18th Dec. 
1665); “You can tell him that if he continue to employ his 
table-linen as note-paper he must not be surprised if you refuse 
to supply him with any more” (21st Nov. 1667). 

Pére Papon asserts that a valet who served the masked 
prisoner died in his master’s room. Nowthe man who waited 
on Fouquet, and who like him was sentenced to lifelong 
imprisonment, died in February 1680 (see letter of Louvois 
to Saint-Mars, 12th March 1680). Echoes of incidents which 
took place at Pignerol might have reached the [es Sainte- 
Marguerite when Saint-Mars transferred his ‘‘ former prisoner ” 
from one fortress to the other. The fine clothes and linen, 
the books, all those luxuries in fact that were lavished on the 
masked prisoner, were not withheld from Fouquet. The 
furniture of a second room at Pignerol cost over 1200 livres 
(ste letters of Louvois, 12th Dec. 1665, and 22nd Feb. 1666). 
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It is also known that until the year 1680 Saint-Mars had 
only two important prisoners at Pignerol, Fouquet and Lauzun. 
However, his “former prisoner of Pignerol,” according to Du 
Junca’s diary, must have reached the latter fortress before the 
end of August 1681, when Saint-Mars went to Enxilles as 
governor. So that it was in the interval between the 23rd 
March 1680, the alleged date of Fouquet’s death, and the 
rst September 1681, that the Iron Mask appeared at Pignerol, 
and yet Saint-Mars took only two prisoners to Exilles. One of 
these was probably the Man in the Iron Mask; the other, who 
must have been Matthioli, died before the year 1687, for when 
Saint-Mars took over the governorship in the month of 
January of that year of the Iles Sainte-Marguerite he brought 
only one prisoner thither with him. ‘I have taken such good 
measures to guard my prisoner that I can answer to you for 
his safety” (Lettres de Saint-Mars 4 Louvois, zoth January 
1687). 

In the correspondence of Louvois with Saint-Mars we find, 
it is true, mention of the death of Fouquet on March 23rd, 1680, 
but in his later correspondence Louvois never says “ the /afe 
M. Fouquet,” but speaks of him, as usual, as ‘‘“M. Fouquet” 
simply. Most historians have given asa fact that Fouquet was 
interred in the same vault as his father in the chapel of Saint- 
Francois de Sales in the convent church belonging to the 
Sisters of the Order of the Visitation-Sainte-Marie, founded in the 
beginning of the seventeenth century by Madame de Chantal. 
But proof to the contrary exists; for the subterranean portion 
of St. Francis’s chapel was closed in 1786, the last person 
interred there being Adélaide Félicité Brulard, with whom 
ended the house of Sillery. The convent was shut up in 1790, 
and the church given over to the Protestants in 1802; who 
continued to respect the tombs. In 1836 the Cathedral 
chapter of Bourges claimed the remains of one of their arch- 
bishops buried there in the time of the Sisters of Sainte-Marie. 
On this occasion all the coffins were examined and all the 


inscriptions carefully copied, but the name of Nicolas Fouquet 
is absent. 


THE MAN IN THE IRON MASK _ 36t 


Voltaire says in his Dictionnaire philosophique, article “ Ana,” 
‘Tt is most remarkable that no one knows where the celebrated 
Fouquet was buried.” 

But in spite of all these coincidences, this carefully con- 
structed theory was wrecked on the same point on which the 
theory that the prisoner was either the Duke of Monmouth or 
the Comte de Vermandois came to grief, viz. a letter from 
Barbézieux, dated 13th August 1691, in which occur the words, 
‘‘THE PRISONER WHOM YOU HAVE HAD IN CHARGE FOR 
TWENTY YEARS.” According to this testimony, which Jacob 
had successfully used against his predecessors, the prisoner 
referred to could not have been Fouquet, who completed his 
twenty-seventh year of captivity in 1691, if still alive. 

We have now impartially set before our readers all the 
opinions which have been held in regard to the solution of this 
formidable enigma. For ourselves, we hold the belief that the 
Man in the Iron Mask stood on the steps of the throne. 
Although the mystery cannot be said to be definitely cleared 
up, one thing stands out firmly established among the mass of 
conjecture we have collected together, and that is, that 
wherever the prisoner appeared he was ordered ¢o wear a mask 
on pain of death. His features, therefore, might during half a 
century have brought about his recognition from one end of 
France to the other; consequently, during the same space of 
time there existed in France a face resembling the prisoner's 
known through all her provinces, even to her most secluded 
isle. 

Whose face could this be, if not that of Louis xiv, twin- 
brother of the Man in the Iron Mask? 

To nullify this simple and natural conclusion strong evidence 
will be required. 

Our task has been limited to that of an examining judge at 
a trial, and we feel sure that our readers will not be sorry that 
we have left them to choose amid all the conflicting explana- 
tions of the puzzle. No consistent narrative that we might 
have concocted would, it seems to us, have been half as 
inferesting to them as to allow them to follow the devious paths 
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opened up by those who entered on the search for the heart 
of the mystery. Everything connected with the masked 
prisoner arouses the most vivid curiosity. And what end had 
we in view? Was it not to denounce a crime and to brand 
the perpetrator thereof? The facts as they stand are sufficient 
for our object, and speak more eloquently than if used to adorn 
a tale or to prove an ingenious theory. 
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MURAT 
1815 


I 


TOULON 


N the 18th June 1815, at the very moment when the 

destiny of Europe was being decided at Waterloo, a 

man dressed like a beggar was silently following the road from 
Toulon to Marseilles. 

Arrived at the entrance of the Gorge of Ollioulles, he halted 
on a little eminence from which he could see all the surround- 
ing country; then either because he had reached the end of 
his journey, or because, before attempting that forbidding, 
sombre pass which is called the Thermopylze of Provence, he 
wished to enjoy the magnificent view which spread to the 
southern horizon a little longer, he went and sat down on 
the edge of the ditch which bordered the road, turning his 
back on the mountains which rise like an amphitheatre to the 
north of the town, and having at his feet a rich plain covered 
with tropical vegetation, exotics of a conservatory, trees and 
flowers quite unknown in any other part of France. 

Beyond this plain, glittering in the last rays of the sun, 
pale and motionless as a mirror lay the sea, and on the surface 
of the water glided one brig-of-war, which, taking advantage 
of a fresh land breeze, had all sails spread, and was bowling 
along rapidly, making for Italian seas. The beggar followed 
It eagerly with his eyes until it disappeared between the Cape 
of Gien and the first of the islands of Hyéres, then as the 
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white apparition vanished he sighed deeply, let his head fall 
into his hands, and remained motionless and absorbed in his 
reflections, until the tramplings of a cavalcade made him start ; 
he looked up, shook back his long black hair, as if he wished 
to get rid of the gloomy thoughts which were overwhelming 
him, and, looking at the entrance to the gorge from whence the 
noise came, he soon saw two riders appear, who were no doubt 
well known to him, for, drawing himself up to his full height, 
he let fall the stick he was carrying, and folding his arms he 
turned towards them. On their side the new-comers had 
hardly seen him before they halted, and the foremost dis- 
mounted, threw his bridle to his companion, and uncovering, 
though fifty paces from the man in rags, advanced respectfully 
towards him. The beggar allowed him to approach with an air 
of sombre dignity and without a single movement; then, when 
he was quite near— 

‘Well, marshal, have you news for me?” said the beggar. 

‘Yes, sire,” said the other sadly. 

‘* And what are they ? ” 

“Such that I could wish it were anyone but myself to 
announce them to your Majesty i 

*“So the Emperor refuses my services! He forgets the 
victories of Aboukir, Eylau, and Moscow?” 

‘“No, sire; but he remembers the treaty of Naples, the 
taking of Reggio, and the declaration of war of the viceroy of 
Italy.” 

The beggar struck his forehead. 

“Yes, yes! I daresay he thinks I deserve his reproaches, 
and yet itseems to me that he ought to remember that there 
are two men in me—the soldier whom he made his brother, and 
the brother whom he made a king. . . . Yes, as brother I have 
treated him ill—very ill, but as king,,upon my soul, I could not 
have acted differently. . . . I had tochoose between my sword 
and my crown, and between a regiment and a people. Listen, 
Brune: you do not know how it all happened. There was an 
English fleet, the guns of which were growling in the port, 
there was a Neapolitan population howling in the streets. If 
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I had been alone, I would have passed through the fleet with 
one boat, through the crowd with my sword alone, but I had 
a wife and children. Yet I hesitated; the idea of being called 
traitor and deserter caused me to shed more tears than’ the 
loss of my throne, or perhaps the death of those I love best, 
will ever wring from me. ... And so he will have nothing 
more to do with me? He refuses me as general, captain, 
private? Then what is left for me to do?” 

‘Sire, your Majesty must leave France immediately.” 

*¢ And if I don’t obey ?” 

‘‘ My orders are to arrest you and deliver you up to a court- 
martial !” 

‘‘Old comrade, you will not do that?” 

‘“‘T shall do it, praying God to strike me dead in the moment 
I lay hands on you!” 

‘‘ That’s you all over, Brune. You have been able to remain 
a good, loyal fellow. He did not give you a kingdom, he did 
not encircle your brow with a band of iron which men call 
a crown and which drives one mad; he did not place you 
between your conscience and your family. So I must leave 
France, begin my vagabond life again, and say farewell to 
Toulon, which recalls so many memories to me! See, Brune,” 
continued Murat, leaning on the arm of the marshal, “are 
not the pines yonder as fine as any at the Villa Pamfill, 
the palms as imposing as any at Cairo, the mountains as 
grand as any range in the Tyrol? Look to your left, is not 
Cape Gien something like Castellamare and Sorrento—leaving 
out Vesuvius? And see, Saint-Mandrier at the farthest point 
of the gulf, is it not like my rock of Capri, which Lamarque 
juggled away so cleverly from that idiot of a Sir Hudson 
Lowe? My God! and I must leave all this! Is there no 
way of remaining on this little corner of French ground—tell 
me, Brune!” 

“You'll break my heart, sire!” answered the marshal. 

** Well, we'll say no more about it. What news?” 

“The Emperor has left Paris to join the army. They must 
be fighting now “ 
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“Fighting now and I not there! Oh, I feel I could have 
been of use to him on this battlefield. How I would have 
gloried in charging those miserable Prussians and dastardly 
English! Brune, give me a passport, I’ll go at full speed, I'll 
reach the army, I will make myself known to some colonel, 
I shall say, ‘Give me your regiment.’ J’ll charge at its head, 
and if the Emperor does not clasp my hand to-night, I’ll blow 
my brains out, I swear I will, Do what I ask, Brune, and 
however it may end, my eternal gratitude will be yours ! ” 

‘‘T cannot, sire.” 

‘‘ Well, well, say no more about it.” 

*‘ And your Majesty is going to leave France?” 

“T don’t know. Obey your orders, marshal, and if you 
come across me again, have me arrested. That’s another way 
of doing something for me. Life is a heavy burden nowadays. 
He who will relieve me of it will be welcome. . . . Good-bye, 
Brune.” 

He held out his hand to the marshal, who tried to kiss it; 
but Murat opened his arms, the two old comrades held each 
other fast for a moment, with swelling hearts and eyes full of 
tears; then at last they parted. Brune remounted his horse, 
Murat picked up his stick again, and the two men went away 
in opposite directions, one to meet his death by assassination 
at Avignon, the other to be shot at Pizzo. Meanwhile, like 
Richard 111, Napoleon was bartering his crown against a horse 
at Waterloo. 

After the interview that has just been related, Murat took 
refuge with his nephew, who was called Bonafoux, and who was 
captain of a frigate; but this retreat could only be temporary, 
for the relationship would inevitably awake the suspicions of 
the authorities. In consequence, Bonafoux set about finding a 
more secret place of refuge for his uncle. He hit on one of 
his friends, an avocat, a man famed for his integrity, and that 
very evening Bonafoux went to see him. 

After chatting on general subjects, he asked his friend if he 
had not a house at the seaside, and receiving an affirmative 
answer, he invited himself to breakfast there the next day ; the 
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proposal naturally enough was agreed to with pleasure. The 
next day at the appointed hour Bonafoux arrived at Bonette, 
which was the name of the country house where M. Marouin’s 
wife and daughter were staying. M. Marouin himself was kept 
by his work at Toulon. After the ordinary greetings, Bonafoux 
stepped to the window, beckoning to Marouin to rejoin him. 

‘“‘T thought,” he said uneasily, “that your house was by the 
sea.” 

**'We are hardly ten minutes’ walk from it.” 

‘‘ But it is not in sight.” 

‘That hill prevents you from seeing it.” 

‘May we go for a stroll on the beach before breakfast is 
served ?” 

‘By all means. Well, your horse is still saddled. I will 
order mine—I will come back for you.” 

Marouin went out. Bonafoux remained at the window, 
absorbed in his thoughts. The ladies of the house, occupied 
in preparations for the meal, did not observe, or did not 
appear to observe, his preoccupation. In five minutes 
Marouin came back. He was ready to start. The avocat 
and his friend mounted their horses and rode quickly down to 
the sea. On the beach the captain slackened his pace, and 
riding along the shore for about half an hour, he seemed to be 
examining the bearings of the coast with great attention. 
Marouin followed without inquiring into his investigations, 
which seemed natural enough for a naval officer. 

After about an hour the two men went back to the house. 

Marouin wished to have the horses unsaddled, but 
Bonafoux objected, saying that he must go back to Toulon 
immediately after lunch. Indeed, the coffee was hardly 
finished before he rose and took leave of his hosts. Marouin, 
called back to town by his work, mounted his horse too, and 
the two friends rode back to Toulon together. After riding 
along for ten minutes, Bonafoux went close to his companion 
and touched him on the thigh— 

“‘ Marouin,” he said, “I have an important secret to confide 
to Jou.” 

11,—24 
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‘Speak, captain. After a father confessor, you know there 
is no one so discreet as a notary, and after a notary an 
avocat.” 

‘You can quite understand that I did not come to your 
country house just for the pleasure of the ride. A more 
important object, a serious responsibility, preoccupied me; I 
have chosen you out of all my friends, believing that you were 
devoted enough to me to render me a great service.” 

‘You did well, captain.” 

“Let us go straight to the point, as men who respect and 
trust each other should do. My uncle, King Joachim, is 
proscribed, he has taken refuge with me; but he cannot remain 
there, for I am the first person they will suspect. Your house 
is in an isolated position, and consequently we could not find 
a better retreat for him. You must put it at our disposal until 
events enable the king to come to some decision.” 

‘It is at your service,” said Marouin. 

“Right. My uncle shall sleep there to-night.” 

‘But at least give me time to make some preparations 
worthy of my royal guest.” 

‘“My poor Marouin, you are giving yourself unnecessary 
trouble, and making a vexatious delay for us. King Joachim 
is no longer accustomed to palaces and courtiers; he is only 
too happy nowadays to find a cottage with a friend in it; 
besides, I have let him know about it, so sure was I of your 
answer. He is counting on sleeping at your house to-night, 
and if I try to change his determination now he will see a 
refusal in what is only a postponement, and you will lose all 
the credit for your generous and noble action. ‘There—it is 
agreed : to-night at ten at the Champs de Mars.” 

With these words the captain put his horse to a gallop and 
disappeared. Marouin turned his horse and went back to his 
country house to give the necessary orders for the reception 
of a stranger whose name he did not mention. 

At ten o’clock at night, as had been agreed, Marouin was 
on the Champs de Mars, then covered with Marshal Brune’s 
field-artillery. No one had arrived yet. He walked up and 
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down between the gun-carriages until a functionary came to ask 
what he was doing. He was hard put to it to find an answer: 
a man is hardly likely to be wandering about in an artillery park 
at ten o’clock at night for the mere pleasure of the thing. He 
asked to see the commanding officer. The officer came up: 
M. Marouin informed him that he was an avocat, attached to 
the law courts ot Toulon, and told him that he had arranged to 
meet someone on the Champs de Mars, not knowing that it 
was prohibited, and that he was still waiting for that person. 
After this explanation, the officer authorised him to remain, and 
went back to his quarters. The sentinel, a faithful adherent to 
discipline, continued to pace up and down with his measured 
step, without troubling any more about the stranger’s presence. 

A few moments later a group of several persons appeared 
from the direction of Les Lices. The night was magnificent, 
and the moon brilliant. Marouin recognised Bonafoux, and 
went up to him. The captain at once took him by the hand 
and led him to the king, and speaking in turn to each of them— 

‘* Sire,” he said, “here is the friend I told you of.” 

Then turning to Marouin— 

‘‘ Here,” he said, “is the King of Naples, exile and fugitive, 
whom I confide to your care. I do not speak of the possibility 
that some day he may get back his crown, that would deprive 
you of the credit of your fine action, . . . Now, be his guide 
—we will follow at a distance. March!” 

The king and the lawyer set out at once together. Murat 
was dressed in a blue coat—semi-military, semi-civil, buttoned 
to the throat ; he wore white trousers and top boots with spurs ; 
he had long hair, moustaches, and thick whiskers, which would 
reach round his neck. 

As they rode along he questioned his host about the situa- 
tion of his country house and the facility for reaching the sea 
in case of a surprise. ‘Towards midnight the king and Marouin 
arrived at Bonette; the royal suite came up in about ten 
minutes ; it consisted of about thirty individuals. After par- 
taking of some light refreshment, this little troop, the last of the 
court of the deposed king, retired to disperse in the town and 
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its environs, and Murat remained alone with the women, only 
keeping one valet named Leblanc. 

Murat stayed nearly a month in this retirement, spending all 
his time in answering the newspapers which accused him of 
treason to the Emperor. This accusation was his absorbing 
idea, a phantom, a spectre to him; day and night he tried to 
shake it off, seeking in the difficult position in which he had 
found himself all the reasons which it might offer him for acting 
as he had acted. Meanwhile the terrible news of the defeat 
at Waterloo had spread abroad. The Emperor who had exiled 
him was an exile himself, and he was waiting at Rochefort, like 
Murat at Toulon, to hear what his enemies would decide against 
him. No one knows to this day what inward prompting 
Napoleon obeyed when, rejecting the counsels of General 
Lallemande and the devotion of Captain Bodin, he preferred 
England to America, and went like a modern Prometheus to 
be chained to the rock of St. Helena. 

We are going to relate the fortuitous circumstance which led 
Murat to the moat of Pizzo, then we will leave it to fatalists 
to draw from this strange story whatever philosophical deduc- 
tion may please them. We, as humble annalists, can only 
vouch for the truth of the facts we have already related and 
of those which will follow. 

King Louis xvu11 remounted his throne, consequently Murat 
lost all hope of remaining in France ; he feltihe was bound to go. 
His nephew Bonafoux fitted out a frigate for the United States 
under the name of Prince Rocca Romana. The whole suite 
went on board, and they began to carry on to the boat all the 
valuables which the exile had been able to save from the 
shipwreck of his kingdom. First a bag of gold weighing 
nearly a hundred pounds, a sword-sheath on which were the 
portraits of the king, the queen, and their children, the deeds 
of the civil estates of his family bound in velvet and adorned 
with his arms. Murat carried on his person a belt where some 
precious papers were concealed, with about a score of unmounted 
diamonds, which he estimated himself to be worth four millions. 

When all these preparations for departure were accomplished, 
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it was agreed that the next day, the rst of August, at five 
o’clock, a boat should fetch the king to the brig from a little 
bay, ten minutes’ walk from the house where he was staying. 
The king spent the night making out a route for M. Marouin 
by which he could reach the queen, who was then in Austria, 
I think. 

It was finished just as it was time to leave, and on crossing 
the threshold of the hospitable house where he had found refuge 
he gave it to his host, slipped into a volume of a pocket 
edition of Voltaire. Below the story of Micromégas the king 
had written :}— 


‘“ Reassure yourself, dear Caroline ; although unhappy, I am 
free. Iam departing, but I do not know whither I am bound. 
Wherever I may be my heart will be with you and my children. 

6é J. M.” 


Ten minutes later Murat and his host were waiting on the 
beach at Bonette for the boat which was to take them out to 
the ship. 

They waited until midday, and nothing appeared ; and yet on 
the horizon they could see the brig which was to be his refuge, 
unable to lie at anchor on account of the depth of water, sailing 
along the coast at the risk of giving the alarm to the sentinels. 

At midday the king, worn out with fatigue and the heat of 
the sun, was lying on the beach, when a servant arrived, bringing 
various refreshments, which Madame Marouin, being very un- 
easy, had sent at all hazards to her husband. The king took a 
glass of wine and water and ate an orange, and got up for a 
moment to see whether the boat he was expecting was nowhere 
visible on the vastness of the sea. There was not a boat in 
sight, only the brig tossing gracefully on the horizon, impatient 
to be off, like a horse awaiting its master. 

The king sighed and lay down again on the sand. The 
servant went back to Bonette with a message summoning 
M. Marouin’s brother to the beach. He arrived in a few minutes, 

¢ 1 The volume is still in the hands of M. Marouin, at Toulon. 
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and almost immediately afterwards galloped off at full speed to 
Toulon, in order to find out from M. Bonafoux why the boat 
had not been sent to the king. On reaching the captain’s 
house, he found it occupied by an armed force. They were 
making a search for Murat. 

The messenger at last made his way through the tumult to 
the person he was in search of, and he heard that the boat had 
started at the appointed time, and that it must have gone astray 
in the creeks of Saint Louis and Sainte Marguerite. This was, 
in fact, exactly what had happened. 

By five o’clock M. Marouin had reported the news to his 
brother and the king. It was bad news. The king had no 
courage left to defend his life even by flight, he was in a state 
of prostration which sometimes overwhelms the strongest of 
men, incapable of making any plan for his own safety, and 
leaving M. Marouin to do the best he could. Just then a 
fisherman was coming into harbour singing. Marouin beckoned 
to him, and he came up. 

Marouin began by buying all the man’s fish; then, when he 
had paid him with a few coins, he let some gold glitter before 
his eyes, and offered him three louis if he would take a passenger 
to the brig which was lying off the Croix-des-Signaux. The 
fisherman agreed to do it. This chance of escape gave back 
Murat all his strength ; he got up, embraced Marouin, and begged 
him to go to the queen with the volume of Voltaire. Then he 
sprang into the boat, which instantly left the shore. 

It was already some distance from the land when the king 
stopped the man who was rowing and signed to Marouin that 
he had forgotten something. On the beach lay a bag into 
which Murat had put a magnificent pair of pistols mounted 
with silver gilt which the queen had given him, and which he 
set great store on. As soon as he was within hearing he shouted 
his reason for returning to his host. Marouin seized the valise, 
and without waiting for Murat to land he threw it into the 
boat ; the bag flew open, and one of the pistols fell out. The 
fisherman only glanced once at the royal weapon, but it was 
enough to make him notice its richness and to arouse his 
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suspicions. Nevertheless, he went on rowing towards the frigate. 
M. Marouin seeing him disappear in the distance, left his 
brother on the beach, and bowing once more to the king, re- 
turned to the house to calm his wife’s anxieties and to take the 
repose of which he was in much need. 

Two hours later he was awakened. His house was to be 
searched in its turn by soldiers. ‘They searched every nook 
and corner without finding a trace of the king. Just as they 
were getting desperate, the brother came in; Marouin smiled 
at him, believing the king to be safe, but by the new-comer’s 
expression he saw that some fresh misfortune was in the wind. 
In the first moment’s respite given him by his visitors he went 
up to his brother. 

“‘ Well,” he said, “I hope the king is on board?” 

“The king is fifty yards away, hidden in the outhouse.” 

‘Why did he come back ?” 

‘The fisherman pretended he was afraid of a sudden squall, 
and refused to take him off to the brig.” 

“The scoundrel ! ” 

The soldiers came in again. 

They spent the night in fruitless searching about the house 
and buildings ; several times they passed within a few steps of 
the king, and he could hear their threats and imprecations. 
At last, half an hour before dawn, they went away. Marouin 
watched them go, and when they were out of sight he ran to 
the king. He found him lying in a corner, a pistol clutched 
in each hand. The unhappy man had been overcome by 
fatigue and had fallen asleep. Marouin hesitated a moment 
to bring him back to his wandering, tormented life, but there 
was not a minute to lose. He woke him. 

They went down tothe beach at once. A morning mist 
lay over the sea. They could not see anything two hundred 
yards ahead. They were obliged to wait. At last the first 
sunbeams began to pierce this nocturnal mist. It slowly 
dispersed, gliding over the sea as clouds move in the sky. 
The king’s hungry eye roved over the tossing waters before 
him, but he saw nothing, yet he could not banish the hope 
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that somewhere behind that moving curtain he would find his 
refuge. Little by little the horizon came into view; light 
wreaths of mist, like smoke, still floated about the surface of 
the water, and in each of them the king thought he recognised 
the white sails of his vessel. The last gradually vanished, the 
sea was revealed in all its immensity, it was deserted. Not 
daring to delay any longer, the ship had sailed away in the 
night. 

** So,” said the king, ‘‘the die is cast. I will go to Corsica.” 

The same day Marshal Brune was assassinated at Avignon. 


II 


CORSICA 


NCE more on the same beach at Bonette, in the same 
bay where he had awaited the boat in vain, still 
attended by his band of faithful followers, we find Murat on 
the 22nd August in the same year. It was no longer by 
Napoleon that he was threatened, it was by Louis xvi that 
he was proscribed; it was no longer the military loyalty of 
Marshal Brune who came with tears in his eyes to give notice 
of the orders he had received, but the ungrateful hatred of 
M. de Rivitre, who had set a price ! on the head of the man who 
had saved his own.? M. de Rivitre had indeed written to 
the ex-King of Naples advising him to abandon himself to the 
good faith and humanity of the King of France, but this vague 
invitation had not seemed sufficient guarantee to the outlaw, 
especially on the part of one who had allowed the assassination 
almost before his eyes of a man who carried a safe-conduct 
signed by himself. Murat knew of the massacre of the 
Mamelukes at Marseilles, the assassination of Brune at 
Avignon ; he had been warned the day before by the police of 
Toulon that a formal order for his arrest was out; thus it was 
impossible that he should remain any longer in France. 
Corsica, with its hospitable towns, its friendly mountains, its 
impenetrable forests, was hardly fifty leagues distant ; he must 
reach Corsica, and wait in its towns, mountains, and forests 
until the crowned heads of Europe should decide the fate of 

the man they had called brother for seven years. 
At ten o’clock at night the king went down to the shore. 

. 1 48,000 francs. a Conspiracy of Pichegru. 
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The boat which was to take him across had not reached the 
rendezvous, but this time there was not the slightest fear that 
it would fail; the bay had been reconnoitred during the day by 
three men devoted to the fallen fortunes of the king—Messieurs 
Blancard, Langlade, and Donadieu, all three naval officers, men 
of ability and warm heart, who had sworn by their own lives to 
convey Murat to Corsica, and who were in fact risking their lives 
in order to accomplish their promise. Murat saw the deserted 
shore without uneasiness, indeed this delay afforded him a few 
more moments of patriotic satisfaction. 

On this little patch of land, this strip of sand, the unhappy 
exile clung to his mother France, for once his foot touched the 
vessel which was to carry him away, his separation from 
France would be long, if not eternal. He started suddenly 
amidst these thoughts and sighed: he had just perceived a 
sail gliding over the waves like a phantom through the trans- 
parent darkness of the southern night. Then a sailor’s song was 
heard ; Murat recognised the appointed signal, and answered 
it by burning the priming of a pistol, and the boat immediately 
ran inshore; but as she drew three feet of water, she was 
obliged to stop ten or twelve feet from the beach; two men 
dashed into the water and reached the beach, while a third 
remained crouching in the sternsheets wrapped in his boat- 
cloak. 

‘‘Well, my good friends,” said the king, going towards 
Blancard and Langlade until he felt-the waves wet his feet 
‘the moment is come, isit not? The wind is favourable, the 
sea calm, we must get to sea.” 

““'Yes,” answered Langlade, ‘‘yes, we must start; and yet 
perhaps it would be wiser to wait till to-morrow.” 

‘Why ?” asked Murat. 

Langlade did not answer, but turning towards the west, he 
raised his hand, and according to the habit of sailors, he whistled 
to call the wind. 

‘“‘That’s no good,” said Donadieu, who had remained in the 
boat. ‘ Here are the first gusts ; you will have more than you 
know what to do with in a minute. . . . Take care, Langlade, 
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take care! Sometimes in calling the wind you wake up a 
storm.” 

Murat started, for he thought that this warning which rose 
from the sea had been given him by the spirit of the waters ; 
but the impression was a passing one, and he recovered himself 
in a moment. 

‘‘ All the better,” he said ; “‘the more wind we have, the faster 
we shall go.” 

“Yes,” answered Langlade, “but God knows where it will 
take us if it goes on shifting like this.” 

“Don’t start to-night, sire,” said Blancard, adding his voice 
to those of his two companions. 

“But why not?” 

“You see that bank of black cloud there, don’t you? Well, 
at sunset it was hardly visible, now it covers a good part of the 
sky, in an hour there won't be a star to be seen.” 

‘“‘ Are you afraid?” asked Murat. 

‘¢ Afraid!” answered Langlade. “Of what? Of the storm? 
I might as well ask if your Majesty is afraid of a cannon-ball. 
We have demurred solely on your account, sire ; do you think 
sea-dogs like ourselves would delay on account of the storm?” 

‘Then let us go!” cried Murat, with a sigh. 

“Good-bye, Marouin. . . . God alone can reward you for 
what you have done for me. Iam at your orders, gentlemen. 

At these words the two sailors seized the king and hoisted 
him on to their shoulders, and carried him into the sea; in 
another moment he was on board. Langlade and Blancard 
sprang in behind him. Donadieu remained at the helm, the 
two other.officers undertook the management of the boat, and 
began their work by unfurling the sails. Immediately the 
pinnace seemed to rouse herself like a horse at touch of the 
spur; the sailors cast a careless glance back, and Murat feeling 
that they were sailing away, turned towards his host and called 
for a last time— 

‘*You have your route as far as Trieste. Do not forget my 
wife! . . . Good-bye—good-bye 1” 

“.God keep you, sire!” murmured Marouin. 
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And for some time, thanks to the white sail which gleamed 
through the darkness, he could follow with his eyes the boat 
which was rapidly disappearing ; at last it vanished altogether. 
Marouin lingered on the shore, though he could see nothing ; 
then he heard a cry, made faint by the distance ; it was Murat’s 
last adieu to France. 

When M. Marouin was telling me these details one evening 
on the very spot where it all happened, though twenty years 
had passed, he remembered clearly the slightest incidents of the 
embarkation that night. From that moment he assured me 
that a presentiment of misfortune seized him ; he could not tear 
himself away from the shore, and several times he longed to call 
the king back, but, like a man in a dream, he opened his mouth 
without being able to utter a sound. He was afraid of being 
thought foolish, and it was not until one o’clock—that is, two and 
a half hours after the departure of the boat—that he went home 
with a sad and heavy heart. 

The adventurous navigators had taken the course from 
Toulon to Bastia, and at first it seemed to the king that the 
sailors’ predictions were belied ; the wind, instead of getting up, 
fell little by little, and two hours after the departure the boat 
was rocking without moving forward or backward on the waves, 
which were sinking from moment to moment. Murat sadly 
watched the phosphorescent furrow trailing behind the little 
boat: he had nerved himself to face a storm, but not a dead calm, 
and without even interrogating his companions, of whose un- 
easiness he took no account, he lay down in the boat, wrapped 
in his cloak, closing his eyes as if he were asleep, and following 
the flow of his thoughts, which were far more tumultuous than 
that of the waters. Soon the two sailors, thinking him asleep, 
joined the pilot, and sitting down beside the helm, they began 
to consult together. 

‘You were wrong, Langlade,” said Donadieu, “in choosing 
a craft like this, which is either too small or else too big ; in an 
open boat we can never weather a storm, and without oars we 
can never make any way in a calm.” 

‘**’Fore God! I had no choice. I was obliged to take what 
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I could get, and if it had not been the season for tunny-fishing 
I might not even have got this wretched pinnace, or rather I 
should have had to go into the harbour to find it, and they 
keep such a sharp look-out that I might well have gone in 
without coming out again.” 

** At least it is seaworthy,” said Blancard. 

‘ Pardieu, you know what nails and planks are when they 
have been soaked in sea-water for ten years. On any ordinary 
occasion, a man would rather not go in her from Marseilles to 
the Chateau d’If, but on an occasion like this one would willingly 
go round the world in a nutshell.” 

‘‘Hush!” said Donadieu. The sailors listened; a distant 
growl was heard, but it was so faint that only the experienced 
ear of a sailor could have distinguished it. 

“Yes, yes,” said Langlade, ‘it is a warning for those who 
have legs or wings to regain the homes and nests that they 
ought never to have left.” 

*‘ Are we far from the islands?” asked Donadieu quickly. 

‘** About a mile off.” 

** Steer for them.” 

‘What for?” asked Murat, looking up. 

“To put in there, sire, if we can.” 

‘*No, no,” cried Murat; “I will not land except in Corsica. 
I will not leave France again. Besides, the sea is calm and the 
wind is getting up again———” 

‘Down with the sails!” shouted Donadieu. Instantly 
Langlade and Blancard jumped forward to carry out the order. 
The sail slid down the mast and fell in a heap in the bottom 
of the boat. 

‘What are you doing?” cried Murat. ‘Do you forget that 
I am king and that I command you?” 

‘‘Sire,” said Donadieu, “there is a king more powerful than 
you—God ; there is a voice which drowns yours—the voice of 
the tempest: let us save your Majesty if possible, and demand 
nothing more of us.” 

Just then a flash of lightning quivered along the horizon, a 
clap of thunder nearer than the first one was heard, a light 
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foam appeared on the surface of the water, and the boat 
trembled like a living thing. Murat began to understand that 
danger was approaching, then he got up smiling, threw his hat 
behind him, shook back his long hair, and breathed in the storm 
like the smell of powder—the soldier was ready for the battle. 

‘‘ Sire,” said Donadieu, “ you have seen many a battle, but 
perhaps you have never watched a storm: if you are curious 
about it, cling to the mast, for you have a fine opportunity now.” 

‘* What ought I to do?” said Murat. “Can I not help you 
in any way?” 

“No, not ‘just now, sire; later you will be useful at the 
pumps.” 

During this dialogue the storm had drawn near ; it rushed on 
the travellers like a war-horse, breathing out fire and wind 
through its nostrils, neighing like thunder, and scattering the 
foam of the waves beneath its feet. 

Donadieu turned the rudder, the boat yielded as if it under- 
stood the necessity for prompt obedience, and presented 
the poop to the shock of wind ; then the squall passed, leaving 
the sea quivering, and everything was calm again. The storm 
took breath. 

“Will that gust be all?” asked Murat. 

“No, your Majesty, that was the advance-guard only; the 
body of the army will be up directly.” 

‘And are you not going to prepare for it?” asked the king 
gaily. 

‘What could we do?” said Donadieu. ‘‘ We have not an inch 
of canvas to catch the wind, and as long as we do not make too 
much water, we shall float like a cork. Look out—sire!” 

Indeed, a second hurricane was on its way, bringing rain and 
lightning ; it was swifter than the first. Donadieu endeavoured 
to repeat the same manceuvre, but he could not turn before the 
wind struck the boat, the mast bent like a reed; the boat 
shipped a wave. 

“To the pumps !” cried Donadieu. ‘Sire, now is the moment 
to help us Z 

Blancard, Langlade, and Murat seized their hats and began 
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to bale out the boat. The position of the four men was 
terrible—it lasted three hours. 

At. dawn the wind fell, but the sea was still high. They 
began to feel the need of food: all the provisions had been 
spoiled by sea-water, only the wine had been preserved from 
its contact. 

The king took a bottle and swallowed a little wine first, then 
he passed it to his companions, who drank in their turn: 
necessity had overcome etiquette. By chance Langlade had 
on him a few chocolates, which he offered to the king. Murat 
divided them into four equal parts, and forced his companions 
to take their shares ; then, when the meal was over, they steered 
for Corsica, but the boat had suffered so much that it was im- 
probable that it would reach Bastia. 

The whole day passed without making ten miles; the boat 
was kept under the jib, as they dared not hoist the mainsail, 
and the wind was so variable that much time was lost in 
humouring its caprices. 

By evening the boat had drawn a considerable amount of 
water, it penetrated between the boards, the handkerchiefs of 
the crew served to plug up the leaks, and night, which was 
descending in mournful gloom, wrapped them a second time in 
darkness. Prostrated with fatigue, Murat fell asleep, Blancard 
and Langlade took their places beside Donadieu, and the three 
men, who seemed insensible to the calls of sleep and fatigue, 
watched over his slumbers. 

The night was calm enough apparently, but low grumblings 
were heard now and then. 

The three sailors looked at each other strangely and then at 
the king, who was sleeping at the bottom of the boat, his cloak 
soaked with sea-water, sleeping as soundly as he had slept on 
the sands of Egypt or the snows of Russia. 

Then one of them got up and went to the other end of the 
boat, whistling between his teeth a Provengal air; then, after 
examining the sky, the waves, and the boat, he went back to his 
comrades and sat down, muttering, ‘“‘Impossible! Except by 
a miracle, we shall never make the land.” 
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The night passed through all its phases. At dawn there was 
a vessel in sight. 

‘¢ A sail!” cried Donadieu,—‘“‘a sail!” 

At this cry the king awoke; and soon a little trading brig 
hove in sight, going from Corsica to Toulon. 

Donadieu steered for the brig, Blancard hoisted enough sail to 
work the boat, and Langlade ran to the prow and held up the 
king’s cloak on the end of asort of harpoon. Soon the voyagers 
perceived that they had been sighted, the brig went about to 
approach them, and in ten minutes they found themselves 
within fifty yards of it. The captain appeared in the bows. 
Then the king hailed him and offered him a substantial reward 
if he would receive them on board and take them to Corsica. 
The captain listened to the proposal ; then immediately turning 
to the crew, he gave an order in an undertone which Donadieu 
could not hear, but which he understood probably by the 
gesture, for he instantly gave Langlade and Blancard the 
order to make away from the schooner. They obeyed with 
the unquestioning promptitude of sailors ; but the king stamped 
his foot. 

“What are you doing, Donadieu? What are you about? 
Don’t you see that she is coming up to us?” 

** Yes—upon my soul—so:she is. . . . Doas Isay, Langlade ; 
ready, Blancard. Yes, she is coming upon us, and perhaps I 
was too late in seeing this. That's all right—that’s all right: 
my part now.” 

Then he forced over the rudder, giving it so violent a jerk that 
the boat, forced to change her course suddenly, seemed to rear 
and plunge like a horse struggling against the curb; finally she 
obeyed. A huge wave, raised by the giant bearing down on 
the pinnace, carried it on like a leaf, and the brig passed 
within a few feet of the stern. 

“Ah! ... traitor!” cried the king, who had only just 
begun to realise the intention of the captain. At the 
same time, he pulled a pistol from his belt, crying ‘“ Board 
her! board her!” and tried to fire on the brig, but 
the powder was wet and would not catch. The king was 
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furious, and went on shouting “Board her! board 
her!” 

‘SYes, the wretch, or rather the imbecile,” said Donadieu, 
“he took us for pirates, and wanted to sink us—as if we needed 
him to do that!” 

Indeed, a single glance at the boat showed that she was 
beginning to make water. 

The effort to escape which Donadieu had made had strained 
the boat terribly, and the water was pouring in by a number of 
leaks between the planks; they had to begin again baling out 
with their hats, and went on at it for ten hours. Then for the 
second time Donadieu heard the consoling cry, “A sail! a 
sail!” The king and his companions immediately left off baling ; 
they hoisted the sails again, and steered for the vessel which 
was coming towards them, and neglected to fight against the 
water, which was rising rapidly. 

From that time forth it was a question of time, of minutes, 
of seconds ; it was a question of reaching the ship before the 
boat foundered. 

The vessel, however, seemed to understand the desperate 
position of the men imploring help; she was coming up at full 
speed. Langlade was the first to recognise her; she was a 
Government felucca plying between Toulon and Bastia. Lan- 
glade was a friend of the captain, and he called his name with 
the penetrating voice of desperation, and he was heard. It was 
high time: the water kept on rising, and the king and his com- 
panions were already up to their knees; the boat groaned in 
its death-strnggle ; it stood still, and began to go round and 
round. 

Just then two or three ropes thrown from the felucca fell 
upon the boat; the king seized one, sprang forward, and reached 
the rope-ladder : he was saved. 

Blancard and Langlade immediately followed. Donadieu 
waited until the last, as was his duty, and as he put his foot 
on the ladder he felt the other boat begin to go under; he 
turned round with all a sailor’s calm, and saw the gulf open its 
jaws beneath him, and then the shattered boat capsized, and 
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immediately disappeared. Five seconds more, and the four 
men who were saved would have been lost beyond recall ! 4 

Murat had hardly gained the deck before a man came,and 
fell at his feet: it was a Mameluke whom he had taken to Egypt 
in former years, who had since married at Castellamare ; 
business affairs had taken him to Marseilles, where by a 
miracle he had escaped the massacre of his comrades, and in 
spite of his disguise and fatigue he had recognised his former 
master. 

His exclamations of joy prevented the king from keeping 
up his incognito. Then Senator Casabianca, Captain Oletta, 
a nephew of Prince Baciocchi, a staff-paymaster called Boérco, 
who were themselves fleeing from the massacres of the South, 
were all on board the vessel, and improvising a little court, they 
greeted the king with the title of “your Majesty.” It had been 
a sudden embarkation, it brought about a swift change: he was 
no longer Murat the exile ; he was Joachim 1, the King of Naples. 
The exile’s refuge disappeared with the foundered boat; in its 
place Naples and its magnificent gulf appeared on the horizon 
like a marvellous mirage, and no doubt the primary idea of the 
fatal expedition of Calabria was originated in the first days of 
exultation which followed those hours of anguish. The king, 
however, still uncertain of the welcome which awaited him in 
Corsica, took the name of the Count of Campo Melle, and it 
was under this name that he landed at Bastia on the 25th 
August. But this precaution was useless; three days after his 
arrival, not a soul but knew of his presence in the town. 

Crowds gathered at once, and cries of ‘‘ Long live Joachim !” 
were heard, and the king, fearing to disturb the public peace, 
left Bastia the same evening with his three companions and his 
Mameluke. Two hours later he arrived at Viscovato, and 
knocked at the door of General Franceschetti, who had been 
in his service during his whole reign, and who, leaving Naples 


1 These details are well known to the people of Toulon, and I have heard 
them myself a score of times during the two stays that I made in that town 
during 1834.and 1835. Some of the people who related them had them first- 
hand from Langlade and Donadieu themselves. 
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at the same time as the king, had gone to Corsica with his wife, 
to live with his father-in-law, M. Colonna Cicaldi. 

He was in the middle of supper when a servant told him 
that a stranger was asking to speak to him: he went out, and 
found Murat wrapped in a military greatcoat, a sailor’s cap 
drawn down on his head, his beard grown long, and wearing 
a soldier’s trousers, boots, and gaiters. 

The general stood still in amazement ; Murat fixed his great 
dark eyes on him, and then, folding his arms— 

“ Franceschetti,” said he, ‘Shave you room at your table for 
your general, who is hungry? Have you a shelter under your 
roof for your king, who is an exile?” 

Franceschetti looked astonished as he recognised Joachim, 
and could only answer'him by falling on his knees and kissing 
his hand. From that moment the general’s house was at 
Murat’s disposal. 

The news of the king’s arrival had hardly been handed about 
the neighbourhood before officers of all ranks hastened to 
Viscovato, veterans who had fought under him, Corsican hunters 
who were attracted by his adventurous character; in a few 
days the general’s house was turned into a palace, the village 
into a royal capital, the island into a kingdom. 

Strange rumours were heard concerning Murat’s intentions. 
An army of nine hundred men helped to give them some 
amount of confirmation. It was then that Blancard, Donadieu, 
and Langlade took leave of him ; Murat wished to keep them, 
but they had been vowed to the rescue of the exile, not to the 
fortunes of the king. 

We have related how Murat had met one of his former 
Mamelukes, a man called Othello, on board the Bastia mail- 
boat. Othello had followed him to Viscovato, and the ex-King 
of Naples considered how to make use of him. Family 
relations recalled him naturally to Castellamare, and Murat 
ordered him to return there, entrusting to him letters for 
persons on whose devotion he could depend. Othello started, 
and reached his father-in-law’s safely, and thought he could 
confide in him ; but the latter was horror-struck, and alarmed the 
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police, who made a descent on Othello one night, and seized 
the letters. 

The next day each man to whom a letter was addressed 
was arrested and ordered to answer Murat as if all was well, 
‘and to point out Salerno as the best place for disembarking : 
five out of seven were dastards enough to obey; the two 
remaining, who were two Spanish brothers, absolutely refused ; 
they were thrown into a dungeon. 

However, on the 17th September, Murat left Viscovato ; 
General Franceschetti and several Corsican officers served as 
escort ; he took the road to Ajaccio by Cotone, the mountains of 
Serra and Bosco, Venaco and Vivaro, by the gorges of the forest 
of Vezzanovo and Bogognone ; he was received and féted like a 
king everywhere, and at the gates of the towns he was met by 
deputations who made him speeches and saluted him with the 
title of ‘“‘ Majesty” ; at last, on the 23rd September, he arrived at 
Ajaccio. The whole population awaited him outside the walls, 
and his entry into the town was a triumphal procession ; he was 
taken to the inn which had been fixed upon beforehand by 
the quartermasters. It was enough to turn the head of a 
man less impressionable than Murat; as for him, he was 
intoxicated with it. As he went into the inn he held out his 
hand to Franceschetti. 

‘““You see,” he said, “what the Neapolitans will do for me 
by the way the Corsicans receive me.” 

It was the first mention which had escaped him of his 
plans for the future, and from that very day he began to give 
orders for his departure. 

They collected ten little feluccas : a Maltese, named Barbara, 
former captain of a frigate of the Neapolitan navy, was appointed 
commander-in-chief of the expedition ; two hundred and fifty 
men were recruited and ordered to hold themselves in readi- 
ness for the first signal. 

Murat was only waiting for the answers to Othello’s letters : 
they arrived on the afternoon of the 28th. Murat invited all 
his officers to a grand dinner, and ordered double pay and 
double rations to the men. 
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The king was at dessert when the arrival of M. Maceroni 
was announced to him: he was the envoy of the foreign powers 
whorbrought Murat the answer which he had been awaiting so 
long at Toulon. Murat left the table and went into another 
room. M. Maceroni introduced himself as charged with 
an official mission, and handed the king the Emperor of 
Austria’s ultimatum. It was couched in the following terms :— 


‘‘Monsieur Maceroni is authorised by these presents to 
announce to King Joachim that His Majesty the Emperor of 
Austria will afford him shelter in his States on the following 
terms : 

‘*y, The king is to take a private name. The queen having 
adopted that of Lipano, it is proposed that the king should 
do likewise. 

“2. It will be permitted to the king to choose a town in 
Bohemia, Moravia, or the Tyrol, as a place of residence. He 
could even inhabit a country house in one of these same 
provinces without inconvenience. 

© 3. The king is to give his word of honour to His Imperial 
and Royal Majesty that he will never leave the States of 
Austria without the express permission of the Emperor, 
and that he is to live like a private gentleman of distinc- 
tion, but submitting to the laws in force in the States of 
Austria. 

“In attestation whereof, and to guard against abuse, the 
undersigned has received the order of the Emperor to sign the 


present declaration. 
““(Stgned) PRINCE OF METTERNICH 
**PaRIS, Ist Sept, 1815” 


Murat smiled as he finished reading, then he signed to 
M. Maceroni to follow him. 

He led him on to the terrace of the house, which looked over 
the whole town, and over which a banner floated as it might on 
a royal castle. From thence they could see Ajaccio, all gay 
and illuminated, the port with its little fleet, and the streets 
crowded with people, as if it were a féte-day. 
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Hardly had the crowd set eyes on Murat before a universal 
cry arose, “ Long live Joachim, brother of Napoleon! Long live 
the King of Naples!” Murat bowed, and the shouts Were 
redoubled, and the garrison band played the national airs. 

M. Maceroni did not know how to believe his own eyes 
and ears. 

When the king had enjoyed his astonishment, he invited him 
to go down to the drawing-room. His staff were there, all 
in full uniform: one might have been at Caserte or at Capo 
di Monte. At last, after a moment’s hesitation, Maceroni 
approached Murat. 

‘‘Sir,” he said, “‘ what is my answer to be to His Majesty the 
Emperor of Austria?” 

‘‘ Sir,” answered Murat, with the lofty dignity which sat so 
well on his fine face, ‘‘tell my brother Francis what you have 
seen and heard, and add that I am setting out this very night 
to reconquer my kingdom of Naples.” 


II! 


PIZZO 


HE letters which had made Murat resolve to leave 
Corsica had been brought to him by a Calabrian 
named Luidgi. He had presented himself to the king as the 
envoy of the Arab, Othello, who had been thrown into prison 
in Naples, as we have related, as well as the seven recipients 
of the letters. 

The answers, written by the head of the Neapolitan police, 
indicated the port of Salerno as the best place for Joachim to 
land; for King Ferdinand had assembled three thousand 
Austrian troops at that point, not daring to trust the Nea- 
politan soldiers, who cherished a brilliant and enthusiastic 
memory of Murat. 

Accordingly the flotilla was directed for the Gulf of Salerno, 
but within sight of the island of Capri a violent storm broke 
over it, and drove it as far as Paola, a little seaport situated 
ten miles from Cosenza. Consequently the vessels were 
anchored for the night of the 5th of October in a little indenta- 
tion of the coast not worthy of the name of a roadstead. The 
king, to remove all suspicion from the coastguards and the 
Sicilian scorridori,: ordered that all lights should be extinguished 
and |that the vessels should tack about during the night ; but 
towards one o’clock such a violent land-wind sprang up that 
the expedition was driven out to sea, so that on the 6th at 
dawn the king’s vessel was alone. 

During the morning they overhauled Captain Cicconi’s 
felucca, and the two ships dropped anchor at four o’clock in 

1 Small vessels BueI Up as ships-of-war. 


392 CELEBRATED CRIMES 


sight of Santo-Lucido. In the evening the king commanded 
Ottoviani, a staff officer, to go ashore and _ reconnoitre. 
Luidgi offered to accompany him. Murat accepted shis 
services. So Ottoviani and his guide went ashore, whilst 
Cicconi and his felucca put out to sea in search of the rest of 
the fleet. 

Towards eleven o’clock at night the lieutenant of the watch 
descried a man in the waves swimming to the vessel. As 
soon as he was within hearing the lieutenant hailed him. 
The swimmer immediately made himself known: it was Luidgi. 
They put out the boat, and he came on board. Then he 
told them that Ottoviani had been arrested, and he had only 
escaped himself by jumping into the sea. Murat’s first idea 
was to go to the rescue of Ottoviani; but Luidgi made the king 
realise the danger and uselessness of such an attempt; never- 
theless, Joachim remained agitated and irresolute until two 
o’clock in the morning. 

At last he gave the order to put out to sea again. During 
the manceuvre which effected this a sailor fell overboard and 
disappeared before they had time to help him. Decidedly 
these were ill omens. 

On the morning of the 7th two vessels were in sight. The 
king gave the order to prepare for action, but Barbara recog- 
nised them as Cicconi’s felucca and Courrand’s lugger, which 
had joined each other and were keeping each other company. 
They hoisted the necessary signals, and the two captains 
brought up their vessels alongside the admiral’s. 

While they were deliberating as to what route to follow, a 
boat came up to Murat’s vessel. Captain Pernice was on 
board with a lieutenant. They came to ask the king’s per- 
mission to board his ship, not wishing to remain on Courrand’s, 
for in their opinion he was a traitor. 

Murat sent to fetch him, and in spite of his protestations he 
was made to descend into a boat with fifty men, and the boat 
was moored to the vessel. The order was carried out at once, 
and the little squadron advanced, coasting along the shores of 
Calabria without losing sight of them; but at ten o’clock in 
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the evening, just as they came abreast of the Gulf of Santa- 
Eufemia, Captain Courrand cut the rope which moored his 
boat to the vessel, and rowed away from the fleet. 

Murat had thrown himself on to his bed without undressing ; 
they brought him the news. 

He rushed up to the deck, and arrived in time to see the 
boat, which was fleeing in the direction of Corsica, grow small 
and vanish in the distance. He remained motionless, not 
uttering a cry, giving no signs of rage; he only sighed and let 
his head fall on his breast: it was one more leaf falling from 
the exhausted tree of his hopes. 

General Franceschetti profited by this hour of discourage- 
ment to advise him not to land in Calabria, and to go direct 
to Trieste, in order to claim from Austria the refuge which 
had been offered. 

The king was going through one of those periods of extreme 
exhaustion, of mortal depression, when courage quite gives 
way: he refused flatly at first, and then at last agreed to do it. 

Just then the general perceived a sailor lying on some coils 
of ropes, within hearing of all they said ; he interrupted himself, 
and pointed him out to Murat. 

The latter got up, went to see the man, and recognised Luidgi ; 
overcome with exhaustion, he had fallen asleep on deck. 
The king satisfied himself that the sleep was genuine, and 
besides he had full confidence in the man. The conversation, 
which had been interrupted for a moment, was renewed: it 
was agreed that without saying anything about the new plans, 
they would clear Cape Spartivento and enter the Adriatic ; 
then the king and the general went below again to the lower 
deck. 

The next day, the 8th October, they found themselves 
abreast of Pizzo, when Joachim, questioned by Barbara as to 
what he proposed to do, gave the order to steer for Messina. 
Barbara answered that he was ready to obey, but that they were 
in need of food and water; consequently he offered to go on 
board Cicconi’s vessel and to land with him to get stores. The 
king agreed ; Barbara asked for the passports which he had 
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received from the allied powers, in order, he said, not to be 
molested by the local authorities. 

These documents were too important for Murat to c6nsent 
to part with them ; perhaps the king was beginning to suspect : 
he refused. Barbara insisted: Murat ordered him to land 
without the papers; Barbara flatly refused. 

The king, accustomed to being obeyed, raised his riding- 
whip to strike the Maltese, but, changing his resolution, he 
ordered the soldiers to prepare their arms, the officers to put 
on full uniform ; he himself set the example. The disembark- 
ation was decided upon, and Pizzo was to become the Golfe 
Juan of the new Napoleon. 

Consequently the vessels were steered for land. The king 
got down into a boat with twenty-eight soldiers and three 
servants, amongst whom was Luidgi. As they drew near the 
shore General Franceschetti made a movement as if to land, 
but Murat stopped him. 

‘Tt is for me to land first,” he said, and he sprang on shore. 

He was dressed in a general’s coat, white breeches and 
riding-boots, a belt carrying two pistols, a gold-embroidered hat 
with a cockade fastened in with a clasp made of fourteen 
brilliants, and lastly he carried under his arm the banner round 
which he hoped to rally his partisans. The town clock of 
Pizzo struck ten. Murat went straight up to the town, from 
which he was hardly a hundred yards distant. He followed 
the wide stone staircase which led up to it. 

It was Sunday. Mass was about to be celebrated, and the 
whole population had assembled in the Great Square when he 
arrived. No one recognised him, and everyone gazed with 
astonishment at the fine officer. Presently he saw amongst 
the peasants a former sergeant of his who had served in his 
guard at Naples. He walked straight up to him and put his 
hand on the man’s shoulder. 

** Tavella,” he said, “don’t you recognise me?” But as the 
man made no answer— 

**T am Joachim Murat, I am your king,” he said. ‘‘ Yours 
be the honour to shout ‘ Long live Joachim !’ first.” 
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Murat’s suite instantly made the air ring with acclamations, 
but the Calabrians remained silent, and not one of his comrades 
took fip the cry for which the king himself had given the signal ; 
on the contrary, a low murmur ran through the crowd. Murat 
well understood this forerunner of the storm. 

“Well,” he said to Tavella, “Sif you won’t cry ‘Long live 
Joachim !’ you can at least fetch me a horse, and from sergeant 
I will promote you to be captain.” 

Tarella walked away without answering, but instead of carrying 
out the king’s behest, went into his house, and did not appear 
again. 

In the meantime the people were massing together without 
evincing any of the sympathy that the king had hoped for. 
He felt that he was lost if he did not act instantly. 

‘To Monteleone !” he cried, springing forward towards the 
road which led to that town. 

“To Monteleone!” shouted his officers and men, as they 
followed him. 

And the crowd, persistently silent, opened to let them pass. 

But they had hardly left the square before a great disturb- 
ance broke out. A man named Giorgio Pellegrino came out 
of his house with a gun and crossed the square, shouting, 
‘To your arms!” 

He knew that Captain Trenta Capelli commanding the 
Cosenza garrison was just then in Pizzo, and he was going to 
warn him. 

The cry “To arms!” had more effect on the crowd than the 
cry ‘‘ Long live.Joachim !” 

Every Calabrian possesses a gun, and each one ran to fetch 
his, and when Trenta Capelli and Giorgio Pellegrino came back 
to the square they found nearly two hundred armed men there. 

They placed themselves at the head of the column, and 
hastened forward in pursuit of the king; they came up with 
him about ten minutes from the square, where the bridge is 
nowadays. Seeing them, Murat stopped and waited for them. 

Trenta Capelli advanced, sword in hand, towards the king. 

“Sir,” said the latter, “will you exchange your captain’s 
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epaulettes for a general’s? Cry ‘Long live Joachim!’ and 
follow me with these brave fellows to Monteleone.” 

“‘ Sire,” said Trenta Capelli, ‘‘ we are the faithful subjects of 
King Ferdinand, and we come to fight you, and not to bear you 
company. Give yourself up, if you would prevent bloodshed.” 

Murat looked at the captain with an expression which it 
would be impossible to describe; then, without deigning to 
answer, he signed to Capelli to move away, while his other hand 
went to his pistol. Giorgio Pellegrino perceived the move- 
ment. 

‘‘Down, captain, down!” he cried. The captain obeyed. 
Immediately a bullet whistled over his head and brushed past 
Murat’s head. 

“Fire!” commanded Franceschetti. 

“ Down with your arms!” cried Murat. 

Waving his handkerchief in his right hand, he made a step 
towards the peasants, but at the same moment a number of 
shots were fired, an officer and two or three men fell. Ina 
case like this, when blood has begun to flow, there is no 
stopping it. Murat knew this fatal truth, and his course of 
action was rapidly decided on. Before him he had five hundred 
armed men, and behind him a precipice thirty feet high: he 
sprang from the jagged rock on which he was standing, and 
alighting on the sand, jumped up safe and sound. General 
Franceschetti and his aide-de-camp Campana were able to 
accomplish the jump in the same way, and all three went 
rapidly down to the sea through the little wood which lay 
within a hundred yards of the shore, and which hid them 
for a few moments from their enemies. 

As they came out of the wood a fresh discharge greeted 
them, bullets whistled round them, but no one was hit, and the 
three fugitives went on down to the beach. 

It was only then that the king perceived that the boat which 
had brought them to land had gone off again. The three ships 
which composed the fleet, far from remaining to guard his land- 
ing, were sailing away at full speed into the open sea. 

The Maltese, Barbara, was going off not only with Murat’s 
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fortune, but with his hopes likewise, his salvation, his very life. 
They could not believe in such treachery, and the king took it 
for sqme manceuvre of seamanship, and seeing a fishing-boat 
drawn up on the beach on some nets, he called to his two 
companions, “ Launch that boat!” 

They all began to push it down to the sea with the energy 
of despair, the strength of agony. 

No one had dared to leap from the rock in pursuit of them ; 
their enemies, forced to make a détour, left them a few moments 
of liberty. 

But soon shouts were heard: Giorgio Pellegrino, Trenta 
Capelli, followed by the whole population of Pizzo, rushed out 
about a hundred and fifty paces from where Murat, Franceschetti, 
and Campana were straining themselves to make the boat glide 
down the sand. 

These cries were immediately followed by a volley. Campana 
fell, with a bullet through his heart. 

The boat, however, was launched. Franceschetti sprang into 
it, Murat was about to follow, but he had not observed that 
the spurs of his riding-boots had caught in the meshes of the 
net. The boat, yielding to the push he gave it, glided away, 
and the king fell head foremost, with his feet on land and his 
face in the water. Before he had time to pick himself up, the 
populace had fallen on him: in one instant they had torn away 
his epaulettes, his banner, and his coat, and would have torn 
him to bits himself, had not Giorgio Pellegrino and Trenta 
Capelli taken him under their protection, and giving him an 
arm on each side, defended him in their turn against the 
people. ThuShe crossed the square as a prisoner where an 
hour before he had walked as a king. 

His captors took him to the castle: he was pushed into the 
common prison, the door was shut upon him, and the king 
found himself among thieves and murderers, who, not knowing 
him, took him for a companion in crime, and greeted him with 
foul language and hoots of derision. 

A quarter of an hour later the door of the gaol opened and 
Commander Mattei came in: he found Murat standing with 
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head proudly erect and folded arms. There was an expression 
of indefinable loftiness in this half-naked man whose face was 
stained with blood and bespattered with mud. Mattei bowed 
before him. 

‘* Commander,” said Murat, recognising his rank by his 
epaulettes, “look round you and tell me whether this is a 
prison for a king.” 

Then a strange thing happened : the criminals, who, believing 
Murat their accomplice, had welcomed him with vociferations 
and laughter, now bent before his royal majesty, which had not 
overawed Pellegrino and Trenta Capelli, and retired silently to 
the depths of their dungeon. 

Misfortune had invested Murat with a new power. 

Commander Mattei murmured some excuse, and invited 
Murat to follow him to a room that he had had prepared for 
him; but before going out, Murat put his hand in his pocket 
and pulled out a handful of gold and let it fall in a shower in 
the midst of the gaol. 

** See,” he said, turning towards the prisoners, ‘it shall not 
be said that you have received a visit from a king, prisoner 
and crownless as he is, without having received largesse.” 

‘* Long live Joachim !” cried the prisoners. 

Murat smiled bitterly. Those same words repeated by the 
same number of voices an hour before in the public square, 
instead of resounding in the prison, would have made him King 
of Naples. 

The most important events proceed sometimes from such 
mere trifles, that it seems as if God and the devil must throw 
dice for the life or death of men, for the rise or-fall of empires. 

Murat followed Commander Mattei: he led him to a little 
room which the porter had put at his disposal. Mattei was 
going to retire when Murat called him back. 

‘* Commander,” he said, ‘“‘ I want a scented bath.” 

‘* Sire, it will be difficult to obtain.” 

‘““Here are fifty ducats; let someone buy all the eau de 
Cologne that can be obtained. Ah—and let some tailors be 
sent to me.” 


MURAT 399 


‘It will be impossible to find anyone here capable of making 
anything but a peasant’s clothes.” 

‘Send someone to Monteleone to fetch them from there.” 

The commander bowed and went out. 

Murat was in his bath when the Cavaliere Alcala was 
announced, a General and Governor of the town. He had 
sent damask coverlets, curtains, and arm-chairs. Murat was 
touched by this attention, and it gave him fresh composure. 
At two o’clock the same day General Nunziante arrived 
from Santa-Tropea with three thousand men. Murat greeted 
his old acquaintance with pleasure; but at the first word the 
king perceived that he was before his judge, and that he had 
not come for the purpose of making a visit, but to make an 
official inquiry. 

Murat contented himself with stating that he had been on his 
way from Corsica to Trieste with a passport from the Emperor 
of Austria when stormy weather and lack of provisions had forced 
him to put into Pizzo. All other questions Murat met with a 
stubborn silence ; then at last, wearied by his importunity— 

*‘ General,” he said, ‘can you lend me some clothes after 
my bath?” 

The general understood that he could expect no more in- 
formation, and, bowing to the king, he went out. Ten minutes 
later, a complete uniform was brought to Murat; he put it on 
immediately, asked for a pen and ink, wrote to the commander- 
in-chief of the Austrian troops at Naples, to the English 
ambassador, and to his wife, to tell them of his detention at Pizzo. 
These letters written, he got up and paced his room for some 
time in eviden@wggitation ; at last, needing fresh air, he opened 
the window. There was a view of the very beach where he 
had been captured. 

Two men were digging a hole in the sand at the foot of the 
little redoubt. Murat watched them mechanically. When the 
two men had finished, they went into a neighbouring house and 
soon came out, bearing a corpse in their arms. 

The king searched his memory, and indeed it seemed to him 
that in the midst of that terrible scene he had seen someone 
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fall, but who it was he no longer remembered. The corpse 
was quite without covering, but by the long black hair and 
youthful outlines the king recognised Campana, the ajde-de- 
camp he had always loved best. 

This scene, watched from a prison window in the twilight, 
this solitary burial on the shore, in the sand, moved Murat more 
deeply than his own fate. Great tears filled his eyes and fell 
silently down the leonine face. At that moment General 
Nunziante came in and surprised him with outstretched arms 
and face bathed with tears. Murat heard him enter and turned 
round, and seeing the old soldier’s surprise— 

‘Yes, general,” he said, ‘I weep; I weep for that boy, just 
twenty-four, entrusted to me by his parents, whose death I have 
brought about. I weep for that vast, brilliant future which is 
buried in an unknown grave, in an enemy’s country, on a hostile 
shore. Oh, Campana! Campana! if ever I am king again, I 
will raise you a royal tomb.” 

The general had had dinner served in an adjacent room. 
Murat followed him and sat down to table, but he could not eat. 
The sight which he had just witnessed had made him heart- 
broken, and yet without a line on his brow that man had been 
through the battles of Aboukir, Eylau, and Moscow! After 
dinner, Murat went into his room again, gave his various letters 
to General Nunziante, and begged to be left alone. The general 
went away. 

Murat paced round his room several times, walking with long 
steps, and pausing from time to time before the window, but 
without opening it. 

At last he overcame a deep reluctance, pu#4his hand on the 
bolt and drew the lattice towards him. 

It was a calm, clear night: one could see the whole shore. 
He looked for Campana’s grave. Two dogs scratching the sand 
showed him the spot. 

The king shut the window violently, and without undressing 
threw himself onto his bed. At last, fearing that his agitation 
would be attributed to personal alarm, he undressed and went 
to bed, to sleep, or seem to sleep all night. 
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On the morning of the gth the tailors whom Murat had asked 
for arrived. He ordered a great many clothes, taking the trouble 
to explain all the details suggested by his fastidious taste. He 
was thus employed when General Nunziante came in. He 
listened sadly to the king’s commands. He had just received 
telegraphic despatches ordering him to try the King of Naples 
by court-martial as a public enemy. But he found the king so 
confident, so tranquil, almost cheerful indeed, that he had not 
the heart to announce his trial to him, and took upon himself 
to delay the opening of operations until he received written in- 
structions. These arrived on the evening of the 12th. They 
were couched in the following terms :— 


*S NAPLES, October 9, 1815 


‘“‘ Ferdinand, by the grace of God, etc. . . . wills and decrees 
the following :— 

** Art. 1. General Murat is to be tried by court-martial, the 
members whereof are to be nominated by our Minister of War. 

‘‘ Art. 2. Only half an hour is to be accorded to the con- 


demned for the exercises of religion. 
(Signed) FERDINAND” 


Another despatch from the minister contained the names of 
the members of the commission. They were :— 


Giuseppe Fosculo, adjutant, commander-in-chief of the staff, 
president. 

Laffaello Scalfaro, chief of the legion of Lower Calabria. 

Latereo Natal#heutenant-colonel of the Royal Marines. 

Gennaro Lanzetta, lieutenant-colonel of the Engineers. 

W. T., captain of Artillery. 

Francois de Vengé, ditto. 

Francesco Martellari, lieutenant of Artillery. 

Francesco Froio, lieutenant in the 3rd regiment of the line. 

Giovanni della Camera, Public Prosecutor to the Criminal 
Courts of Lower Calabria. 


Francesco Papavassi, registrar. 
11,—76 
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The commission assembled that night. 

On the 13th October, at six o’clock in the morning, Captain 
Stratti came into the king’s prison; he was sound asleep. 
Stratti was going away again, when he stumbled against a chair ; 
the noise awoke Murat. 

‘What do you want with me, captain?” asked the king. 

Stratti tried to speak, but his voice failed him. 

“Ah ha!” said Murat, “you must have had news from 
Naples.” 

“Yes, sire,” muttered Stratti. 

‘What are they?” said Murat. 

‘* Your trial, sire.” 

“‘ And by whose order will sentence be pronounced, if you 
please? Where will they find peers to judge me? If they 
consider me as a king, I must have a tribunal of kings; if I 
am a marshal of France, I must have a court of marshals ; if I 
am a general, and that is the least I can be, I must have a 
jury of generals.” 

‘Sire, you are declared a public enemy, and as such you are 
liable to be judged by court-martial: it is the law which you 
instituted yourself for rebels.” 

*‘ That law was made for brigands, and not for crowned heads, 
sir,” said Murat scornfully. ‘“ I am ready ; let them butcher me 
if they like. I did not think King Ferdinand capable of such 
an action.” 

‘Sire, will you not hear the names of your judges P ” 

** Yes, sir, I will. It must be a curious list. Read it: I am 
listening.” 

Captain Stratti read out the names that wé! fave enumerated. 
Murat listened with a disdainful smile. 

‘* Ah,” he said, as the captain finished, “it seems that every 
precaution has been taken.” 

‘* How, sirer” 

“Yes. Don’t you know that all these men, with the exception 
of Francesco Froio, the reporter, owe their promotion to me? 
They will be afraid of being accused of sparing me out of gratitude, 
and save one voice, perhaps, the sentence will be unanimous.” 
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‘Sire, suppose you were to appear before the court, to 
plead your own cause ?” 

‘* Silence, sir, silence!” said Murat. “I could not officially 
recognise the judges you have named without tearing too 
many pages of history. Such a tribunal is quite incompetent ; 
I should be disgraced if I appeared before it. I know I 
could not save my life, let me at least preserve my royal 
dignity.” 

At this moment Lieutenant Francesco Froio came in to 
interrogate the prisoner, asking his name, his age, and his 
nationality. Hearing these questions, Murat rose with an ex- 
pression of sublime dignity. 

“JT am Joachim Napoleon, King of the Two Sicilies,” he 
answered, ‘‘and I order you to leave me.” 

The registrar obeyed. 

Then Murat partially dressed himself, and asked Stratti if he 
could write a farewell to his wife and children. The Captain 
no longer able to speak, answered by an affirmative sign ; then 
Joachim sat down to the table and wrote this letter :— 


1° Dear CAROLINE OF MY HEART,—The fatal moment has 
come: I am to suffer the death penalty. In an hour you 
will be a widow, our children will be fatherless: remember 
me ; never forget my memory. I die innocent ; my life is taken 
from me unjustly. 

“Good-bye, Achille ; good-bye, Laetitia; good-bye, Lucien ; 
good-bye, Louise. 

‘*‘ Show yourselves worthy of me; I leave you in a world and 
in a kingdom ff of my enemies. Show yourselves superior 
to adversity, and remember never to think yourselves better 
than you are, remembering what you have been. 

“Farewell. I bless you all. Never curse my memory. 
Remember that the worst pang of my agony is in dying far 
from my children, far from my wife, without a friend to close 
my eyes. Farewell, my own Caroline. Farewell, my children. 


1 We can guarantee the authenticity of this letter, having copied it our- 
selves at Pizzo, from the Cavaliere Alcala’s copy of the original. 
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I send you my blessing, my most tender tears, my last kisses. 
Farewell, farewell. Never forget your unhappy father, 
“ JoacHIM MuRat 
‘* Pizzo, Oct. 13, 1815” 


Then he cut off a lock of his hair and put it in his letter. 
Just then General Nunziante came in; Murat went to him and 
held out his hand. 

** General,” he said, ‘you are a father, you are a husband, 
one day you will know what it is to part from your wife and 
sons. Swear to me that this letter shall be delivered.” 

‘On my epaulettes,” said the general,! wiping his eyes. 

‘‘Come, come, courage, general,” said Murat; “we are 
soldiers, we know how to face death. One favour—you will 
let me give the order to fire, will you not?” 

The general signed acquiescence: just then the registrar 
came in with the king’s sentence in his hand. 

Murat guessed what it was. 

** Read, sir,” he said coldly ; “I am listening.” 

The registrar obeyed. Murat was right. 

The sentence of death had been carried with only one 
dissentient voice. 

When the reading was finished, the king turned again to 
Nunziante. 

*‘ General,” he said, “believe that I distinguish in my mind 
the instrument which strikes me and the hand that wields 
that instrument. I should never have thought that Ferdinand 
would have had me shot like a dog; he does not hesitate 
apparently before such infamy. Very well“ We will say no 
more about it. I have challenged my judges, but not my exe- 
cutioners. What time have you fixed for my execution?” 

‘Will you fix it yourself, sire?” said the general. 

Murat pulled out a watch on which there was a portrait of 
his wife; by chance he turned up the portrait, and not the face 
of the watch ; he gazed at it tenderly. 

“See, general,” he said, showing it to Nunziante; “it 

1} Madame Murat never received this letter. 
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is a portrait of the queen. You know her; is it not like 
her?” 

The general turned away his head. Murat sighed and put 
away the watch. 

‘“‘ Well, sire,” said the registrar, ‘“‘ what time have you fixed ?” 

‘¢ Ah yes,” said Murat, smiling, “I forgot why I took out my 
watch when I saw Caroline’s portrait.” 

Then he looked at his watch again, but this time at its face. 

‘Well, it shall be at four o’clock, if you like; it is past three 
o’clock. I ask for fifty minutes. Is that too much, sir?” 

The registrar bowed and went out. The general was about 
to follow him. 

‘‘ Shall I never see you again, Nunziante?” said Murat. 

‘My orders are to be present at your death, sire, but I 
cannot do it.” 

“Very well, general. I will dispense with your presence at 
the last moment, but I should like to say farewell once more 
and to embrace you.” 

‘‘T will be near, sire.” 

“Thank you. Now leave me alone.” 

‘‘Sire, there are two priests here.” 

Murat made an impatient movement. 

“Will you receive them ?” continued the general. 

“Yes; bring them in.” 

The general went out. A moment later, two priests appeared 
in the doorway. One of them was called Francesco Pellegrino, 
uncle of the man who had caused the king’s death; the other 
was Don Antonio Masdea. 

‘* What do you Want here?” asked Murat. 

*“We come to ask you if you are dying a Christian?” 

‘*T am dying asa soldier. Leave me.” 

Don Francesco Pellegrino retired. No doubt he felt ill at 
ease before Joachim. But Antonio Masdea remained at the 
door. 

‘Did you not hear me?” asked the king. 

“Yes, indeed,” answered the old man; ‘but permit me, sire, 
to hope that it was not your last word to me. It is not the 
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first time that I see you or beg something of you. I have 
already had occasion to ask a favour of you.” 

‘What was that ?” e 

When your Majesty came to Pizzo in 1810, I asked you 
for 25,000 francs to enable us to finish our church. Your 
Majesty sent me 40,000 francs.” 

‘‘T must have foreseen that I should be buried there,” said 
Murat, smiling. 

“Ah, sire, I should like to think that you did not refuse my 
second boon any more than my first. Sire, I entreat you on 
my knees.” 

The old man fell at Murat’s feet. 

‘Die as a Christian !” 

‘‘That would give you pleasure, then, would it?” said the 
king. 

‘Sire, I would give the few short days remaining to me if 
God would grant that His Holy Spirit should fall upon you in 
your last hour.” 

“Well,” said Murat, “hear my confession. I accuse 
myself of having been disobedient to my parents as a child. 
Since I reached manhood I have done nothing to reproach 
myself with.” 

‘¢Sire, will you give me an attestation that you die in the 
Christian faith ?” 

“Certainly,” said Murat. 

And he took a pen and wrote: “I, Joachim Murat, die a 
Christian, believing in the Holy Catholic Church, Apostolic 
and Roman.” 

He signed it. 

‘*Now, father,” continued the king, “if you have a third 
favour to ask of me, make haste, for in half an hour it will be 
too late.” 

Indeed, the castle clock was striking half-past three. The 
priest signed that he had finished. 

‘‘Then leave me alone,” said Murat; and the old man went 
out. 

Murat paced his room for a few moments, then he sat down 
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on his bed and let his head fall into his hands. Doubtless, 
during the quarter of an hour he remained thus absorbed in 
his thoughts, he saw his whole life pass before him, from the 
inn where he had started to the palace he had reached; no 
doubt his adventurous career unrolled itself before him like 
some golden dream, some brilliant fiction, some tale from the 
Arabian Nights. 

His life had gleamed athwart the storm like a rainbow, and 
like a rainbow’s, its two extremities were lost in clouds—the 
clouds of birth and death. At last he roused himself from this 
inward contemplation, and lifted a pale but tranquil face. Then 
he went to the glass and arranged his hair. His strange 
characteristics never left him. The affianced of Death, he was 
adorning himself to meet his bride. 

Four o’clock struck. 

Murat went to the door himself and opened it. 

General Nunziante was waiting for him. 

““Thank you, general,” said Murat. ‘You have kept your 
word. Kiss me, and go at once, if you like.” 

The general threw himself into the king’s arms, weeping, 
and utterly unable to speak. 

** Courage,” said Murat. ‘“ Yousee Zam calm.” It was this 
very calmness which broke the general’s heart. He dashed 
out of the corridor, and left the castle, running like a madman. 

Then the king walked out into the courtyard. 

Everything was ready for the execution. 

Nine men and a corporal were ranged before the door of the 
council chamber. Opposite them was a wall twelve feet high. 
Three feet aftgy from the wall was a stone block: Murat 
mounted it, thus raising himself about a foot above the soldiers 
who were to execute him. Then he took out his watch, kissed 
his wife’s portrait, and fixing his eyes on it, gave the order to 
fire. At the word of command five out of the nine men fired : 
Murat remained standing. The soldiers had been ashamed to 
fire on their king, and had aimed over his head. That moment 
perhaps displayed most gloriously the lion-like courage which 
was Murat’s special attribute. His face never changed, he 
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did not move a muscle; only gazing at the soldiers with an 
expression of mingled bitterness and gratitude, he said— 

‘Thank you, my friends. Since sooner or later you will be 
obliged to aim true, do not prolong my death-agonies. All I 
ask you is to aim at the heart and spare the face. Now M 

With the same voice, the same calm, the same expression, 
he repeated the fatal words one after another, without lagging, 
without hastening, as if he were giving an accustomed 
command ; but this time, happier than the first, at the word 
“Fire!” he fell pierced by eight bullets, without a sigh, 
without a movement, still holding the watch! in his left hand. 

The soldiers took up the body and laid it on the bed where 
ten minutes before he had been sitting, and the captain put 
a guard at the door. 

In the evening a man presented himself, asking to go into 
the death-chamber: the sentinel refused to let him in, and he 
demanded an interview with the governor of the prison. 
Led before him, he produced an order. The commander read 
it with surprise and disgust, but after reading it he led the man 
to the door where he had been refused entrance. 

‘Pass the Signor Luidgi,” he said to the sentinel. 

Ten minutes had hardly elapsed before he came out again, 
holding a bloodstained handkerchief containing something to 
which the sentinel could not give a name. 

An hour later, the carpenter brought the coffin which was to 
contain the king’s remains. The workman entered the room, 
but instantly called the sentinel in a voice of indescribable terror. 

The sentinel half opened the door to see what had caused 
the man’s panic. es. 

The carpenter pointed to a headless corpse ! 

At the death of King Ferdinand, that head, preserved in spirits 
of wine, was found in a secret cupboard in his bedroom. 

A week after the execution of Pizzo everyone had received 
his reward: Trenta Capelli was made a colonel, General 
Nunziante a marquis, and Luidgi died from the effects of 
poison. 

1 Madame Murat recovered this watch at the price of 200 louis, 
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N the 22nd of March 1819, about nine o’clock in the 
morning, a young man, some twenty-three or twenty- 

four years old, wearing the dress of a German student, which con- 
sists of a short frock-coat with silk braiding, tight trousers, and 
high boots, paused upon a little eminence that stands upon the 
road between Kaiserthal and Mannheim, at about three-quarters 
of the distance from the former town, and commands a view of 
the latter. Mannheim is seen rising calm and smiling amid 
gardens which once were ramparts, and which now surround 
and embrace it like a girdle of foliage and flowers. Having 
reached this spot, he lifted his cap, above the peak of which 
were embroidered three interlaced oak leaves in silver, and 
uncovering his brow, stood bareheaded for a moment to feel the 
fresh air that rose from the valley of the Neckar. At first sight 
his irregular features produced a strange impression ; but before 
long the pallor of his face, deeply marked by smallpox, the 
infinite gentleness of his eyes, and the elegant framework of his 
long and flowing black hair, which grew in an admirable curve 
around a broad, high forehead, attracted towards him that 
emotion of sad sympathy to which we yield without inquiring 
its reason or dreaming of resistance. Though it was still early, 
he seemed already to have come some distance, for his boots 
were covered with dust; but no doubt he was nearing his 
destination, for, letting his cap drop, and hooking into his belt 
his long pipe, that inseparable companion of the German 
Bursch, he drew from his pocket a little note-book, and wrote 
in it with a pencil: “ Left Wanheim at five in the morning, 
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came in sight of Mannheim at a quarter-past nine.” Then 
putting his note-book back into his pocket, he stood motionless 
for a moment, his lips moving as though in mental psayer, 
picked up his hat, and walked on again with a firm step towards 
Mannheim. 

This young student was Karl-Ludwig Sand, who was coming 
from Jena, by way of Frankfort and Darmstadt, in order to 
assassinate Kotzebue. 

Now, as we are about to set before our readers one of those 
terrible actions for the true appreciation of which the conscience 
is the sole judge, they must allow us to make them fully ac- 
quainted with him whom kings regarded as an assassin, judges 
as a fanatic, and the youth of Germany as a hero. Charles 
Louis Sand was born on the sth of October 1795 at Wonsiedel, 
in the Fichtel Wald; he was the youngest son of Godfrey 
Christopher Sand, first president and councillor of justice to 
the King of Prussia, and of Dorothea Jane Wilhelmina Schapf, 
his wife. Besides two elder brothers, George, who entered 
upon a commercial career at St. Gall, and Fritz, who was an 
advocate in the Berlin court of appeal, he had an elder sister 
named Caroline, and a younger sister called Julia. 

While still in the cradle he had been attacked by smallpox 
of the most malignant type. The virus having spread through 
all his body, laid bare his ribs, and almost ate away his skull. 
For several months he lay between life and death ; but life at 
last gained the upper hand. He remained weak and sickly, 
however, up to his seventh year, at which time a brain fever 
attacked him, and again put his life in danger. As a compensa- 
tion, however, this fever, when it left him, ¢¢emed to carry 
away with it all vestiges of his former illness. From that 
moment his health and strength came into existence; but 
during these two long illnesses his education had remained 
very backward, and it was not until the age of eight that he 
could begin his elementary studies; moreover, his physical 
sufferings having retarded his intellectual development, he 
needed to work twice as hard as others to reach the same result. 

Seeing the efforts that young Sand made, even while still 
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quite a child, to conquer the defects of his organisation, 
Professor Salfranck, a learned and distinguished man, rector of 
the Hof gymnasium, conceived such an affection for him, that 
when, at a later time, he was appointed director of the 
gymnusium at Ratisbon, he could not part from his pupil, and 
took him with him. In this town, and at the age of eleven years, 
he gave the first proof of his courage and humanity. One day, 
when he was walking with some young friends, he heard cries 
for help, and ran in that direction: a little boy, eight or nine 
years old, had just fallen into a pond. Sand immediately, 
without regarding his best clothes, of which, however, he was 
very proud, sprang into the water, and, after unheard-of efforts 
for a child of his age, succeeded in bringing the drowning boy 
to land. 

At the age of twelve or thirteen, Sand, who had become 
more active, skilful, and determined than many of his elders, 
often amused himself by giving battle to the lads of the town 
and of the neighbouring villages. The theatre of these childish 
conflicts, which in their pale innocence reflected the great 
battles that were at that time steeping Germany in blood, was 
generally a plain extending from the town of Wonsiedel to the 
mountain of St. Catherine, which had ruins at its top, and amid 
the ruins a tower in excellent preservation. Sand, who was 
one of the most eager fighters, seeing that his side had several 
times been defeated on account of its numerical inferiority, 
resolved, in order to make up for this drawback, to fortify the 
tower of St. Catherine, and to retire into it at the next battle, if 
its issue proved unfavourable to him. He communicated this 
plan to his @&:apanions, who received it with enthusiasm. A 
week was spent, accordingly, in collecting all possible weapons 
of defence in the tower and in repairing its doors and stairs. 
These preparations were made so secretly that the army of the 
enemy had no knowledge of them. 

Sunday came: the holidays were the days of battle. Whether 
because the boys were ashamed of having been beaten last time, 
or for some other reason, the band to which Sand belonged was 

1 Transiator’s note. —‘‘ Gymnasium ” in German means “‘ college.” 
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even weaker than usual. Sure, however, of a means of retreat, 
he accepted battle, notwithstanding. The struggle was not a 
long one; the one party was too weak in numbers to make 
a prolonged resistance, and began to retire in the best order 
that could be maintained to St. Catherine’s tower, which was 
reached before much damage had been felt. Having arrived 
there, some of the combatants ascended to the ramparts, and 
while the others defended themselves at the foot of the wall, 
began to shower stones and pebbles upon the conquerors. 
The latter, surprised at the new method of defence which was 
now for the first time adopted, retreated a little; the rest of 
the defenders took advantage of the moment to retire into the 
fortress and shut the door. Great was the astonishment on 
the part of the besiegers: they had always seen that door 
broken down, and lo! all at once it was presenting to them a 
barrier which preserved the besieged from their blows. Three 
or four went off to find instruments with which to break it 
down, and meanwhile the rest of the attacking force kept the 
garrison blockaded. 

At the end of half an hour the messengers returned, not only 
with levers and picks, but also with a considerable reinforce- 
ment composed of lads from the village to which they had been 
to fetch tools. Then began the assault: Sand and his com- 
panions defended themselves desperately; but it was soon 
evident that, unless help came, the garrison would be forced to 
capitulate. It was proposed that they should draw lots, and 
that one of the besieged should be chosen, who in spite of the 
danger should leave the tower, make his way as best he might 
through the enemy’s army, and go to summon t& other lads of 
Wonsiedel, who had faint-heartedly remained athome. The tale 
of the peril in which their comrades actually were, the disgrace of 
a surrender, which would fall upon all of them, would no doubt 
overcome their indolence and induce them to make a diversion 
that would allow the garrison to attempt a sortie. This sugges- 
tion was adopted ; but instead of leaving the decision to chance, 
Sand proposed himself as the messenger. As everybody knew 
his courage, his skill, and his lightness of foot, the proposition 
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was unanimously accepted, and the new Decius prepared to 
execute his act of devotion. The deed was not free from 
danger: there were but two means of egress, one by way of 
the door, which would lead to the fugitive’s falling immediately 
into the hands of the enemy; the other by jumping from a 
rampart so high that the enemy had not set a guard there. 
Sand without a moment’s hesitation went to the rampart, where, 
always religious, even in his childish pleasures, he made a short 
prayer ; then, without fear, without hesitation, with a confidence 
that was almost superhuman, he sprang to the ground: the 
distance was twenty-two feet. Sand flew instantly to Wonsiedel, 
and reached it, although the enemy had despatched their best 
runners in pursuit. Then the garrison, seeing the success of 
their enterprise, took fresh courage, and united their efforts 
against the besiegers, hoping everything from Sand’s eloquence, 
which gave him a great influence over his young companions. 
And, indeed, in half an hour he was seen reappearing at the 
head of some thirty boys of his own age, armed with slings and 
crossbows. The besiegers, on the point of being attacked 
before and behind, recognised the disadvantage of their position 
and retreated. The victory remained with Sand’s party, and all 
the honours of the day were his. 

We have related this anecdote in detail, that our readers may 
understand from the character of the child what was that of the 
man. Besides, we shall see him develop, always calm and 
superior amid small events as amid large ones. 

About the same time Sand escaped almost miraculously from 
two dangers. One day a hod full of plaster fell from a scaffold 
and broke at4i:.s feet. Another day the Prince of Coburg, who 
during the King of Prussia’s stay at the baths of Alexander, 
was living in the house of Sand’s parents, was galloping home 
with four horses when he came suddenly upon young Karl in a 
gateway ; he could not escape either on the right or the left, 
without running the risk of being crushed between the wall and 
the wheels, and the coachman could not, when going at such a 
pace, hold in his horses: Sand flung himself on his face, and 
the carriage passed over him without his receiving so much as 
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a single scratch either from the horses or the wheels. From 
that moment many people regarded him as predestined, and 
said that the hand of God was upon him. 

Meanwhile political events were developing themselves 
around the boy, and their seriousness made him a man before 
the age of manhood. Napoleon weighed upon Germany like 
another Sennacherib. Staps had tried to play the part of 
Mutius Sczevola, and had died a martyr. Sand was at Hof at 
that time, and was a student of the gymnasium of which his 
good tutor Salfranck was the head. He learned that the man 
whom he regarded as the antichrist was to come and review 
the troops in that town; he left it at once and went home to 
his parents, who asked him for what reason he had left the 
gymnasium. 

‘Because I could not have been in the same town with 
Napoleon,” he answered, ‘‘ without trying to kill him, and I do 
not feel my hand strong enough for that yet.” 

This happened in 1809 ; Sand was fourteen years old. Peace, 
which was signed on the 15th of October, gave Germany some 
respite, and allowed the young fanatic to resume his studies 
without being distracted by political considerations; but in 
1811 he was occupied by them again, when he learned that the 
gymnasium was to be dissolved and its place taken by a primary 
school. To this the rector Salfranck was appointed as a teacher, 
but instead of the thousand florins which his former appoint- 
ment brought him, the new one was worth only five hundred. 
Karl could not remain in a primary school where he could not 
continue his education ; he wrote to his mother to announce 
this event and to tell her with what equanimity atte old German 
philosopher had borne it. Here is the answer of Sand’s mother ; 
it will serve to show the character of the woman whose mighty 
heart never belied itself in the midst of the severest suffering ; 
the answer bears the stamp of that German mysticism of which 
we have no idea in France :— 


““My DEAR Kar1L,—You could not have given me a more 
grievous piece of news than that of the event which has just 
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fallen upon your tutor and father by adoption; nevertheless, 
terrible though it may be, do not doubt that he will resign 
himself to it, in order to give to the virtue of his pupils a great 
example of that submission which every subject owes to the 
king whom God has set over him. Furthermore, be well 
assured that in this world there is no other upright and well 
calculated policy than that which grows out of the old precept, 
‘Honour God, be just and fear not.’ And reflect also that 
when injustice against the worthy becomes crying, the public 
voice makes itself heard, and uplifts those who are cast down. 

‘‘ But if, contrary to all probability, this did not happen,—if 
God should impose this sublime probation upon the virtue of 
our friend, if the world were to disown him and Providence 
were to become to that degree his debtor,—yet in that case 
there are, believe me, supreme compensations: all the things 
and all the events that occur around us and that act upon us 
are but machines set in motion by a Higher Hand, so as to 
complete our education for a higher world, in which alone we 
shall take our true place. Apply yourself, therefore, my dear 
child, to watch over yourself unceasingly and always, so that 
you may not take great and fine isolated actions for real virtue, 
and may be ready every moment to do all that your duty may 
require of you. Fundamentally nothing is great, you see, and 
nothing small, when things are looked at apart from one 
another, and it is only the putting of things together that 
produces the unity of evil or of good. 

** Moreover, God only sends the trial to the heart where He 
has put strength, and the manner in which you tell me that 
your master h&s borne the misfortune that has befallen him is 
a fresh proof of this great and eternal truth. You must form 
yourself upon him, my dear child, and if you are obliged to 
leave Hof for Bamberg you must resign yourself to it courage- 
ously. Man has three educations: that which he receives from 
his parents, that which circumstances impose upon him, and 
lastly that which he gives himself; if that misfortune should 
occur, pray to God that you may yourself worthily complete that 
last education, the most important of all. 

11.—27 
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“‘T will give you as an example the life and conduct of my 
father, of whom you have not heard very much, for he died 
before you were born, but whose mind and likeness are yepro- 
duced in you only among all your brothers and sisters. The 
disastrous fire which reduced his native town to ashes destroyed 
his fortune and that of his relatives ; grief at having lost every- 
thing—for the fire broke out in the next house to his—cost his 
father his life; and while his mother, who for six years had 
been stretched on a bed of pain where horrible convulsions held 
her fast, supported her three little girls by the needlework that 
she did in the intervals of suffering, he went as a mere clerk 
into one of the leading mercantile houses of Augsburg, where 
his lively and yet even temper made him welcome; there he 
learned a calling, for which, however, he was not naturally 
adapted, and came back to the home of his birth with a pure 
and stainless heart, in order to be the support of his mother 
and his sisters. 

‘*A man can do much when he wishes to do much: join 
your efforts to my prayers, and leave the rest in the hands 
of God.” 


The prediction of this Puritan woman was fulfilled: a little 
time afterwards rector Salfranck was appointed professor at 
Richembourg, whither Sand followed him ; it was there that the 
events of 1813 found him. In the month of March he wrote 
to his mother :— 


**I can scarcely, dear mother, express to you how calm and 
happy I begin to feel since I am permitted t& believe in the 
enfranchisement of my country, of which I hear on every side 
as being so near at hand,—of that country which, in my faith in 
God, I see beforehand free and mighty, that country for whose 
happiness I would undergo the greatest sufferings, and even 
death. Take strength for this crisis. If by chance it should 
reach our good province, lift your eyes to the Almighty, then 
carry them back to beautiful rich nature. The goodness 
of God which preserved and protected so many men 
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during the disastrous Thirty Years’ War can do and will do 
now what it could and did then. As for me, I believe and 


hopé&” 


Leipzig came to justify Sand’s presentiments ; then the year 
1814 arrived, and he thought Germany free. 

On the 1oth of December in the same year he left Richem- 
bourg with this certificate from his masters :— 


*‘ Karl Sand belongs to the small number of those elect young 
men who are distinguished at once by the gifts of the mind and 
the faculties of the soul; in application and work he surpasses 
all his fellow-students, and this fact explains his rapid progress 
in all the philosophical and philological sciences ; in mathe- 
matics only there are still some further studies which he might 
pursue. The most affectionate wishes of his teacher follow him 
on his departure. Jj. A. KEeyYn 

“ Rector, and master of the first class 


** RICHEMBOURG, Sept. 15, 1814” 


But it was really the parents of Sand, and in particular his 
mother, who had prepared the fertile soil in which his teachers 
had sowed the seeds of learning; Sand knew this well, for 
at the moment of setting out for the university of Tubingen, 
where he was about to complete the theological studies necessary 
for becoming a pastor, as he desired to do, he wrote to 
them :— 


“JT confess that, like all my brothers and sisters, I owe to 
you that beautiful and great part of my education which I have 
seen to be lacking to most of those around me. Heaven alone 
can reward you by a conviction of having so nobly and grandly 
fulfilled your parental duties, amid many others.” 


After having paid a visit to his brother at St. Gall, Sand 
reached Tubingen, to which he had been principally attracted 
by the reputation of Eschenmayer ; he spent that winter quietly, 
and no other incident befell than his admission into an associa- 
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tion of Burschen, called the Zeutonia; then came Easter of 
1815, and with it the terrible news that Napoleon had landed 
in the Gulf of Juan. Immediately all the youth of Geymany 
able to bear arms gathered once more around the banners of 
1813 and 1814. Sand followed the general example; but the 
action, which in others was an effect of enthusiasm, was in him 
the result of calm and deliberate resolution. He wrote to 
Wonsiedel on this occasion :— 
** April 22, 1813 

“My DEAR PARENTs,—Until now you have found me sub- 
missive to your parental lessons and to the advice of my 
excellent masters; until now I have made efforts to render 
myself worthy of the education that God has sent me through 
you, and have applied myself to become capable of spreading 
the word of the Lord through my native land; and for this 
reason I can to-day declare to you sincerely the decision that 
I have taken, assured that as tender and affectionate parents 
you will calm yourselves, and as German parents and patriots 
you will rather praise my resolution than seek to turn me from it. 

‘The country calls once more for help, and this time the call 
is addressed to me too, for now I have courage and strength. 
It cost me a great inward struggle, believe me, to abstain when 
in 1813 she gave her first cry, and only the conviction held 
me back that thousands of others were then fighting and 
conquering for Germany, while I had to live for the peaceful 
calling to which I was destined. Now it is a question of 
preserving our newly re-established liberty, which in so many 
places has already brought in so rich a harvest. The all- 
powerful and merciful Lord reserves for us this great trial, which 
will certainly be the last ; it is for us, therefore, to show that we 
are worthy of the supreme gift which He has given us, and 
capable of upholding it with strength and firmness. 

‘‘The danger of the country has never been so great as it is 
now, that is why, among the youth of Germany, the strong 
should support the wavering, that all may rise together. Our 
brave brothers in the north are already assembling from all 
parts under their banners; the State of Wurtemburg is pro- 
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claiming a general levy, and volunteers are coming in from 
every quarter, asking to die for their country. I consider it 
my dyity, too, to fight for my country and for all the dear ones 
whom I love. If I were not profoundly convinced of this truth, 
I should not communicate my resolution to you; but my family 
is one that has a really German heart, and that would consider 
me as a coward and an unworthy son if I did not follow this 
impulse. I certainly feel the greatness of the sacrifice ; it costs 
me something, believe me, to leave my beautiful studies and 
go to put myself under the orders of vulgar, uneducated people, 
but this only increases my courage in going to secure the 
liberty of my brothers; moreover, when once that liberty is 
secured, if God deigns to allow, I will return to carry them His 
word. 

‘“‘I take leave, therefore, for a time of you, my most worthy 
parents, of my brothers, my sisters, and all who are dear to me. 
As, after mature deliberation, it seems the most suitable thing 
for me to serve with the Bavarians, I shall get myself enrolled, 
for as long as the war may last, with a company of that nation. 
Farewell, then ; live happily ; far away from you as I shall be, I 
shall follow your pious exhortations. In this new track I shall 
still, I hope, remain pure before God, and I shall always try to 
walk in the path that rises above the things of earth and leads 
to those of heaven, and perhaps in this career the bliss of saving 
some souls from their fall may be reserved for me. 

“Your dear image will always be about me; I will always 
have the Lord before my eyes and in my heart, so that I may 
endure joyfully the pains and fatigues of this holy war. Include 
me in your prayers ; God will send you the hope of better times 
to help you ir bearing the unhappy time in which we now are. 
We cannot see one another again soon, unless we conquer ; and 
if we should be conquered (which God forbid !), then my last 
wish, which I pray you, I conjure you, to fulfil, my last and 
supreme wish would be that you, my dear and deserving German 
relatives, should leave an enslaved country for some other not 
yet under the yoke. 

** But why should we thus sadden one another’s hearts? Is 
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not our cause just and holy, and is not God just and holy? 
How then should we not be victors? You see that sometimes 
I doubt, so, in your letters, which I am impatiently expecting, 
have pity on me and do not alarm my soul, for in any case we 
shall meet again in another country, and that one will always 
be free and happy. 
“T am, until death, your dutiful and grateful son, 
“ KARL SAND” 


These two lines of Korner’s were written as a postscript :— 


‘¢ Perchance above our foemen lying dead 
We may behold the star of liberty.” 


With this farewell to his parents, and with Korner’s poems 
on his lips, Sand gave up his books, and on the roth of May 
we find him in arms among the volunteer chasseurs enrolled 
under the command of Major Falkenhausen, who was at that 
time at Mannheim ; here he found his second brother, who had 
preceded him, and they underwent all their drill together. 

Though Sand was not accustomed to great bodily fatigues, 
he endured those of the campaign with surprising strength, 
refusing all the alleviations that his superiors tried to offer him ; 
for he would allow no one to outdo him in the trouble that he 
took for the good of the country. On the march he invariably 
shared anything that he possessed fraternally with his comrades, 
helping those who were weaker than himself to carry their 
burdens, and, at once priest and soldier, sustaining them by his 
words when he was powerless to do anything more. 

On the 18th of June, at eight o’clock in the evet.ing, he arrived 
upon the field of battle at Waterloo. On the 14th of July he 
entered Paris. 

On the 18th of December 1815, Karl Sand and his brother 
were back at Wonsiedel, to the great joy of their family. He 
spent the Christmas holidays and the end of the year with them, 
but his ardour for his new vocation did not allow him to remain 
longer, and on the 7th of January he reached Erlangen. Then, 
to make up for lost time, he resolved to subject his day to fixed 
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and uniform rules, and to write down every evening what he 
had done since the morning. It is by the help of this journal 
that we are able to follow the young enthusiast, not only in all 
the Actions of his life, but also in all the thoughts of his mind 
and all the hesitations of his conscience. In it we find his 
whole self, simple to naiveté, enthusiastic to madness, gentle 
even to weakness towards others, severe even to asceticism 
towards himself. One of his great griefs was the expense that 
his education occasioned to his parents, and every useless and 
costly pleasure left a remorse in his heart. Thus, on the oth 
of February 1816, he wrote :— 

‘‘T meant to go and visit my parents. Accordingly I went 
to the Commers-haus, and there I was much amused. N. and 
T. began upon me with the everlasting jokes about Wonsiedel ; 
that went on until eleven o’clock. But afterwards N. and T. 
began to torment me to go to the wine-shop; I refused as long 
as I could. But as, at last, they seemed to think that it was 
from contempt of them that I would not go and drink a glass 
of Rhine wine with them, I did not dare resist longer. Un- 
fortunately, they did not stop at Braunberger; and while my 
glass was still half full, N. ordered a bottle of champagne. 
When the first had disappeared, T. ordered a second; then, 
even before this second bottle was drunk, both of them ordered 
a third in my name and in spite of me. I returned home quite 
giddy, and threw myself on the sofa, where I slept for about an 
hour, and only went to bed afterwards. 

‘Thus passed this shameful day, in which I have not thought 
enough of my kind and worthy parents, who are leading a poor 
and hard life, and in which I suffered myself to be led away by 
the example of people who have money into spending four 
florins—an expenditure which was useless, and which would have 
kept the whole family for two days. Pardon me, my God, 
pardon me, I beseech Thee, and receive the vow that I make 
never to fall into the same fault again. In future I will live even 
more abstemiously than I usually do, so as to repair the fatal 
traces in my poor cash-box of my extravagance, and not to be 
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obliged to ask money of my mother before the day when she 
thinks of sending me some herself.” 


Then, at the very time when the poor young man reproaches 
himself as if with a crime with having spent four florins, one of 
his cousins, a widow, dies and leaves three orphan children. 
He runs immediately to carry the first consolations to the un- 
happy little creatures, entreats his mother to take charge of the 
youngest, and overjoyed at her answer, thanks her thus :— 


‘For the very keen joy that you have given me by your 
letter, and for the very dear tone in which your soul speaks to 
me, bless you,O my mother! As I might have hoped and 
been sure, you have taken little Julius, and that fills me afresh 
with the deepest gratitude towards you, the rather that, in my 
constant trust in your goodness, I had already in her lifetime 
given our good little cousin the promise that you are fulfilling 
for me after her death.” 


About March, Sand, though he did not fall ill, had an indis- 
position that obliged him to go and take the waters ; his mother 
happened at the time to be at the ironworks of Redwitz, some 
twelve or fifteen miles from Wonsiedel, where the mineral 
springs are found. Sand established himself there with his 
mother, and notwithstanding his desire to avoid interrupting his 
work, the time taken up by baths, by invitations to dinners, 
and even by the walks which his health required, disturbed 
the regularity of his usual existence and awakened his 
remorse. Thus we find these lines written in his journal for 
April 13th :— : 


** Life, without some high aim towards which all thoughts 
and actions tend, is an empty desert: my day yesterday is a 
proof of this ; I spent it with my own people, and that, of course, 
was a great pleasure to me; but how did I spend it? In con- 
tinual eating, so that when I wanted to work I could do nothing 
worth doing. Full of indolence and slackness, I dragged 
myself into the company of two or three sets of people, and 
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came from them in the same state of mind as I went to 
them.” 


Fot these expeditions Sand made use of a little chestnut 
horse which belonged to his brother, and of which he was very 
fond. This little horse had been bought with great difficulty ; 
for, as we have said, the whole family was poor. The following 
note, in relation to the animal, will give an idea of Sand’s 
simplicity of heart :— 

‘10th Aprel 

“To-day I have been very happy at the ironworks, and very 
industrious beside my kind mother. In the evening I came 
home on the little chestnut. Since the day before yesterday, 
when he got a strain and hurt his foot, he has been very restive 
and very touchy, and when he got home he refused his food. 
I thought at first that he did not fancy his fodder, and gave him 
some pieces of sugar and sticks of cinnamon, which he likes 
very much; he tasted them, but wouid not eat them. The 
poor little beast seems to have some other internal indisposi- 
tion besides his injured foot. If by ill luck he were to become 
foundered or ill, everybody, even my parents, would throw the 
blame on me, and yet I have been very careful and considerate 
of him. My God, my Lord, Thou who canst do things both 
great and small, remove from me this misfortune, and let him 
recover as quickly as possible. If, however, Thou hast willed 
otherwise, and if this fresh trouble is to fall upon us, I will try 
to bear it with courage, and as the expiation of some sin. 
Meanwhile, O my God, I leave this matter in Thy hands, as I 
leave my life and my soul.” 


On the 2oth of April he wrote :— 
‘The little horse is well ; God has helped me.” 


German manners and customs are so different from ours, and 
contrasts occur so frequently in the same man, on the other 
side of the Rhine, that anything less than all the quotations 
which we have given would have been insufficient to place 
before our readers a true idea of that character made up of 
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artlessness and reason, childishness and strength, depression 
and enthusiasm, material details and poetic ideas, which 
renders Sand a man incomprehensible to us. We will now 
continue the portrait, which still wants a few finishing toufches. 

When he returned to Erlangen, after the completion of his 
“cure,” Sand read Faust for the first time. At first he was 
amazed at that work, which seemed to him an orgy of genius ; 
then, when he had entirely finished it, he reconsidered his first 
impression, and wrote :— 

6 ath May. 

“Oh, horrible struggle of man and devil! What Mephis- 
topheles is in me I feel for the first time in this hour, and I 
feel it, O God, with consternation ! 

‘* About eleven at night I finished reading the tragedy, and I 
felt and saw the fiend in myself, so that by midnight, amid my 
tears and despair, I was at last frightened at myself.” 


Sand was falling by degrees into a deep melancholy, from 
which nothing could rouse him except his desire to purify and 
preach morality to the students around him. To anyone who 
knows university life such a task will seem superhuman. Sand, 
however, was not discouraged, and if he could not gain an 
influence over everyone, he at least succeeded in forming 
around him a considerable circle of the most intelligent and 
the best ; nevertheless, in the midst of these apostolic labours 
strange longings for death would overcome him ; he seemed to 
recall heaven and want to return to it; he called these tempta- 
tions ‘“‘ homesickness for the soul’s country.” 

His favourite authors were Lessing, Schiller’, Herder, and 
Goethe ; after re-reading the two last for the twentieth time, 
this is what he wrote :— 


‘Good and evil touch each other; the woes of the young 
Werther and Weisslingen’s seduction are almost the same 
story; no matter, we must not judge between what is good and 
what is evil in others ; for that is what God will do. I have 
just been spending much time over this thought, and have 
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become convinced that in no circumstances ought we to allow 
ourselves to seek for the devil in others, and that we have no 
right to judge ; the only creature over whom we have received 
the power to judge and condemn is ourself, and that gives us 
enough constant care, business, and trouble. 

‘“‘T have again to-day felt a profound desire to quit this world 
and enter a higher world; but this desire is rather dejection 
than strength, a lassitude than an upsoaring.” 


The year 1816 was spent by Sand in these pious attempts 
upon his young comrades, in this ceaseless self-examination, and 
in the perpetual battle which he waged with the desire for death 
that pursued him ; every day he had deeper doubts of himself, 
and on the 1st of January 1817 he wrote this prayer in his 
diary :— 

‘Grant to me, O Lord, to me whom Thou hast endowed, in 
sending me on earth, with free will, the grace that in this year 
which we are now beginning I may never relax this constant 
attention, and not shamefully give up the examination of my 
conscience which I have hitherto made. Give me strength to 
increase the attention which I turn upon my own life, and to 
diminish that which I turn upon the life of others; strengthen 
my will that it may become powerful to command the desires 
of the body and the waverings of the soul; give me a pious 
conscience entirely devoted to Thy celestial kingdom, that I 
may always belong to Thee, or after failing, may be able to 
return to Thee.” 


Sand was ght in praying to God for the year 1817, and his 
fears were a presentiment: the skies of Germany, lightened by 
Leipzig and Waterloo, were once more darkened; to the 
colossal and universal despotism of Napoleon succeeded the 
individual oppression of those little princes who made up the 
Germanic Diet, and all that the nations had gained by over- 
throwing the giant was to be governed by dwarfs. This was 
the time when secret societies were organised throughout 
Germany ; let us say a few words about them, for the history 
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that we are writing is not only that of individuals, but also that 
of nations, and every time that occasion presents itself we will 
give our little picture a wide horizon. 

The secret societies of Germany, of which, without knowing 
them, we have all heard,seem, when we follow them up, like rivers, 
to originate in some sort of affiliation to those famous clubs of 
the ://uminés and the freemasons which made so much stir in 
France at the close of the eighteenth century. At the time of 
the revolution of ’89 these different philosophical, political, and 
religious sects enthusiastically accepted the republican doctrines, 
and the successes of our first generals have often been attributed 
to the secret efforts of the members. When Bonaparte, who 
was acquainted with these groups, and was even said to have 
belonged to them, exchanged his general’s uniform for an 
emperor’s cloak, all of them, considering him as a renegade 
and traitor, not only rose against him at home, but tried to 
raise enemies against him abroad ; as they addressed themselves 
to noble and generous passions, they found a response, and 
princes to whom their results might be profitable seemed for a 
moment to encourage them. Among others, Prince Louis of 
Prussia was grandmaster of one of these societies. 

The attempted murder by Staps, to which we have already 
referred, was one of the thunderclaps of the storm; but its 
morrow brought the peace of Vienna, and the degradation of 
Austria was the death-blow of the old Germanic organisation. 
These societies, which had received a mortal wound in 1806 
and were now controlled by the French police, instead of 
continuing to meet in public, were forced to seek new members 
in the dark. In 1811 several agents of these gocieties were 
arrested in Berlin, but the Prussian authorities, following secret 
orders of Queen Louisa, actually protected them, so that they 
were easily able to deceive the French police about their inten- 
tions. About February 1815 the disasters of the French army 
revived the courage of these societies, for it was seen that God 
was helping their cause: the students in particular joined 
enthusiastically in the new attempts that were now begun ; 
many colleges enrolled themselves almost entire, and chose 
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their principals and professors as captains; the poet Korner, 
killed on the 18th of October at Leipzig, was the hero of this 
campaign. 

The triumph of this national movement, which twice carried 
the Prussian army—largely composed of volunteers—to Paris, 
was followed, when the treaties of 1815 and the new Germanic 
constitution were made known, by a terrible reaction in 
Germany. All these young men who, exiled by their princes, 
had risen in the name of liberty, soon perceived that they had 
been used as tools to establish European despotism; they 
wished to claim the promises that had been made, but the 
policy of Talleyrand and Metternich weighed on them, and 
repressing them at the first words that they uttered, compelled 
them to shelter their discontent and their hopes in the 
universities, which, enjoying a kind of constitution of their 
own, more easily escaped the investigations made by the spies 
of the Holy Alliance; but, repressed as they were, these 
societies continued nevertheless to exist, and kept up com- 
munications by means of travelling students, who, bearing verbal 
messages, traversed Germany under the pretence of botanising, 
and, passing from mountain to mountain, sowed broadcast 
those luminous and hopeful words of which peoples are always 
greedy and kings always fear. 

We have seen that Sand, carried away by the general move- 
ment, had gone through the campaign of 1815 as a volunteer, 
although he was then only nineteen years old. On his return, 
he, like others, had found his golden hopes deceived, and it 
is from this period that we find his journal assuming the tone 
of mysticism and sadness which our readers must have remarked 
in‘it. He soon entered one of these associations, the Zeutonza ; 
and from that moment, regarding the great cause which he had 
taken up as a religious one, he attempted to make the con- 
spirators worthy of their enterprise, and thus arose his attempts 
to inculcate moral doctrines, in which he succeeded with some, 
but failed with the majority. Sand had succeeded, however, 
in forming around him a certain circle of Puritans, composed 
of about sixty to eighty students, all belonging to the group 
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of the Burschenschaft which continued its political and religious 
course despite all the jeers of the opposing group—the ZLand- 
manschaft. One of his friends called Dittmar and heewere 
pretty much the chiefs, and although no election had given 
them their authority, they exercised so much influence upon 
what was decided that in any particular case their fellow-adepts 
were sure spontaneously to obey any impulse that they might 
choose to impart. The meetings of the Burschen took place 
upon a little hill crowned by a ruined castle, which was situated 
at some distance from Erlangen, and which Sand and Dittmar 
had called the Ruttli, in memory of the spot where Walter 
Fiirst, Melchthal, and Stauffacher had made their vow to deliver 
their country ; there, under the pretence of students’ games, 
while they built up a new house with the ruined fragments, 
they passed alternately from symbol to action and from action 
to symbol. 

Meanwhile the association was making such advances 
throughout Germany that not only the princes and kings of 
the German confederation, but also the great European powers, 
began to be uneasy. France sent agents to bring home reports, 
Russia paid agents on the spot, and the persecutions that 
touched a professor and exasperated a whole university often 
arose from a note sent by the Cabinet of the Tuileries or of 
St. Petersburg. 

It was amid the events that began thus that Sand, after 
commending himself to the protection of God, began the year 
1817, in the sad mood in which we have just seen him, and 
in which he was kept rather by a disgust for things as they were 
than by a disgust for life. On the 8th of May, preyed upon 
by this melancholy, which he cannot conquer, and which comes 
from the disappointment of all his political hopes, he writes 
in his diary :— 


‘*T still find it impossible to set seriously to work, and this 
idle temper, this humour of hypochondria which casts its black 
veil over everything in life, continues and grows in spite of the 
moral activity which I imposed on myself yesterday.” 
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In the holidays, fearing to burden his parents with any 
additional expense, he will not go home, and prefers to make 
a walking tour with his friends. No doubt this tour, in 
addition to its recreative side, had a political aim. Be that 
as it may, Sand’s diary, during the period of the journey, shows 
nothing but the names of the towns through which he passed. 
That we may have a notion of Sand’s dutifulness to his parents, 
it should be said that he did not set out until he had obtained 
his mother’s permission. On their return, Sand, Dittmar, 
and their friends the Burscken, found their Ruttli sacked 
by their enemies of the Zandmannschaft; the house that 
they had built was demolished and its fragments dispersed. 
Sand took this event for an omen, and was greatly depressed 
by it. 

“It seems to me, O my God!” he says in his journal, “ that 
everything swims and turns around me. My soul grows darker 
and darker; my moral strength grows less instead of greater ; 
I work and cannot achieve ; walk towards my aim and do not 
reach it; exhaust myself, and do nothing great. The days of 
life flee one after another; cares and uneasiness increase ; I see 
no haven anywhere for our sacred German cause. The end 
will be that we shall fall, for I myself waver. O Lord and 
Father! protect me, save me, and lead me to that land from 
which we are for ever driven back by the indifference of 
wavering spirits.” 

About this time a terrible event struck Sand to the heart: 
his friend Dittmar was drowned. This is what he wrote in his 
diary on the very morning of the occurrence :— 


“Oh, almighty God! What is going to become of me? 
For the last fortnight I have been drawn into disorder, and have 
not been able to compel myself to look fixedly either backward 
or forward in my life, so that from the 4th of June up to the 
present hour my journal has remained empty. Yet every day 
I might have had occasion to praise Thee, O my God, but 
my soul is in anguish. Lord, do not turn from me; the more 
are the obstacles the more need is there of strength.” 
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In the evening he added these few words to the lines that 
he had written in the morning :— 


*‘ Desolation, despair, and death over my friend, over mg very 
deeply loved Dittmar.” 


This letter which he wrote to his family contains the account 
of the tragic event :— 


‘You know that when my best friends, A., C., and Z., were 
gone, I became particularly intimate with my well-beloved 
Dittmar of Anspach ; Dittmar, that is to say a true and worthy 
German, an evangelical Christian, something more, in short, 
than aman! An angelic soul, always turned toward the good, 
serene, pious, and ready for action; he had come to live in a 
room next to mine in Professor Grunler’s house ; we loved each 
other, upheld each other in our efforts, and, well or ill, bore our 
good or evil fortune in common. On this last spring evening, 
after having worked in his room and having strengthened our- 
selves anew to resist all the torments of life and to advance 
towards the aim that we desired to attain, we went, about seven 
in the evening, to the baths of Redwitz. A very black storm 
was rising in the sky, but only as yet appeared on the horizon. 
E., who was with us, proposed to go home, but Dittmar persisted, 
saying that the canal was but a few steps away. God permitted 
that it should not be I who replied with these fatal words. So 
we went on. ‘The sunset was splendid: I see it still; its violet 
clouds all fringed with gold, for I remember the smallest details 
of that evening. 

* Dittmar went down first ; he was the only Sne of us who 
knew how to swim ; so he walked before us to show us the depth. 
The water was about up to our chests, and he, who preceded 
us, was up to his shoulders, when he warned us not to go 
farther, because he was ceasing to feel the bottom. He 
immediately gave up his footing and began to swim, but scarcely 
had he made ten strokes when, having reached the place where 
the river separates into two branches, he uttered a cry, and as 
he was trying to get a foothold, disappeared. We ran at once 
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to the bank, hoping to be able to help him more easily; but 
we had neither poles nor ropes within reach, and, as I have 
told you, neither of us could swim. Then we called for help 
with all our might. At that moment Dittmar reappeared, and 
by an unheard-of effort seized the end of a willow branch that 
was hanging over the water; but the branch was not strong 
enough to resist, and our friend sank again, as though he had been 
struck by apoplexy. Can you imagine the state in which we were, 
we his friends, bending over the river, our fixed and haggard 
eyes trying to pierce its depths? My God, my God! how was 
it we did not go mad? 

‘‘ A great crowd, however, had run up at our cries. For two 
hours they sought for him with boats and drag-hooks ; and at 
last they succeeded in drawing his body from the gulf. Yester- 
day we bore it solemnly to the field of rest. 

“Thus with the end of this spring has begun the serious 
summer of my life. I greeted it in a grave and melancholy 
mood, and you behold me now, if not consoled, at least 
strengthened by religion, which, thanks to the merits of Christ, 
gives me the assurance of meeting my friend in heaven, from 
the heights of which he will inspire me with strength to support 
the trials of this life ; and now I do not desire anything more 
except to know you free from all anxiety in regard to me.” 


Instead of serving to unite the two groups of students in a 
common grief, this accident, on the contrary, did but intensify 
their hatred of each other. Among the first persons who ran 
up at the cries of Sand and his companion was a member of the 
Landmannsch®ft who could swim, but instead of going to 
Dittmar’s assistance he exclaimed, ‘‘ It seems that we shall get 
rid of one of these dogs of Burschen ; thank God!” Notwith- 
standing this manifestation of hatred, which, indeed, might be 
that of an individual and not of the whole body, the Burschen 
invited their enemies to be present at Dittmar’s funeral. A 
brutal refusal, and a threat to disturb the ceremony by insults 
to the corpse, formed their sole reply. The Burschen then 
warned the authorities, who took suitable measures, and all 

11.—78 


434 CELEBRATED CRIMES 


Dittmar’s friends followed his coffin sword in hand. -Beholding 
this calm but resolute demonstration, the Landmannschaft did 
not dare to carry out their threat, and contented themselves 
with insulting the procession by laughs and songs. 

Sand wrote in his journal :— 


“‘ Dittmar is a great loss to all of us, and particularly to me ; he 
gave me the overflow of his strength and life ; he stopped, as 
it were, with an embankment, the part of my character that is 
irresolute and undecided. From him it is that I have learned 
not to dread the approaching storm, and to know how to fight 
and die.” 


Some days after the funeral Sand had a quarrel about 
Dittmar with one of his former friends, who had passed over 
from the Burschen to the Landmannschafi, and who had made 
himself conspicuous at the time of the funeral by his indecent 
hilarity. It was decided that they should fight the next day, and 
on the same day Sand wrote in his journal :— 


** To-morrow I am to fight with P. G.; yet Thou knowest, O 
my God, what great friends we formerly were, except for a 
certain mistrust with which his coldness always inspired me ; 
but on this occasion his odious conduct has caused me to 
descend from the tenderest pity to the profoundest hatred. 

““My God, do not withdraw Thy hand either from him or 
from me, since we are both fighting like men! Judge only by 
our two causes, and give the victory to that which is the more 
just. If Thou shouldst call me before Thy supreme tribunal, I 
know very well that I should appear burdened with an eternal 
malediction ; and indeed it is not upon myself that I reckon 
but upon the merits of our Saviour Jesus Christ. 

“‘Come what may, be praised and blessed, O my God! 


‘‘ My dear parents, brothers, and friends, I commend you to 
the protection of God.” 


Sand waited in vain for two hours next day: his adversary 
did not come to the meeting-place. 


The loss of Dittmar, however, by no means produced the 
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result upon Sand that might have been expected, and that he 
himself seems to indicate in the regrets he expressed for him, 
Deprived of that strong soul upon which he rested, Sand 
understood that it was his task by redoubled energy to make 
the death of Dittmar less fatal to his party. And indeed he 
continued singly the work of drawing in recruits which they 
had been carrying on together, and the patriotic conspiracy was 
not for a moment impeded. 

The holidays came, and Sand left Erlangen to return no 
more. From Wonsiedel he was to proceed to Jena, in order to 
complete his theological studies there. Aftersome days spent 
with his family, and indicated in his journal as happy, Sand 
went to his new place of abode, where he arrived some time 
before the festival of the Wartburg. This festival, established 
to celebrate the anniversary of the battle of Leipzig, was 
regarded as a solemnity throughout Germany, and although the 
princes well knew that it was a centre for the annual renewal 
of affiliation to the various societies, they dared not forbid it. 
Indeed, the manifesto of the Teutonic Association was exhibited 
at this festival and signed by more than two thousand deputies 
from different universities of Germany. This was a day of joy 
for Sand; for he found in the midst of new friends a great 
number of old ones. 

The Government, however, which had not dared to attack 
the Association by force, resolved to undermine it by opinion. 
M. de Stauren published a terrible document, attacking the 
societies, and founded, it was said, upon information furnished 
by Kotzebue.e This publication made a great stir, not only at 
Jena, but throughout all Germany. Here is the trace of this 
event that we find in Sand’s journal :— 


“* 24th November 


“To-day, after working with much ease and assiduity, I went 
out about four with E. As we crossed the market-place 
we heard Kotzebue’s new and venomous insult read. By what 
a fury that man is possessed against the Burschen and against 
all who love Germany !” 
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Thus for the first time and in these terms Sand’s journal 
presents the name of the man whom, eighteen months later, he 
was to slay. 0 

On the 29th, in the evening, Sand writes again :— 


‘* To-morrow I shall set out courageously and joyfully from this 
place for a pilgrimage to Wonsiedel; there I shall find my 
large-hearted mother and my tender sister Julia; there I shall 
cool my head and warm my heart. Probably I shall be present 
at my good Fritz’s marriage with Louisa, and at the baptism of 
my very dear Durchmith’s first-born. God, O my Father, as 
Thou hast been with me during my sad course, be with me still 
on my happy road.” 


This journey did in fact greatly cheer Sand. Since Dittmar’s 
death his attacks of hypochondria had disappeared. While 
Dittmar lived he might die; Dittmar being dead, it was his 
part to live. 

On the 11th of December he left Wonsiedel, to return to 
Jena, and on the 31st of the same month he wrote this prayer 
in his journal :— 


*O merciful Saviour! I began this year with prayer, and 
in these last days I have been subject to distraction and ill- 
disposed. When I look backward, I find, alas! that I have not 
become better ; but I have entered more profoundly into life, 
and, should occasion present, I now feel strength to act. 

“It is because Thou hast always been with me, Lord, even 
when I was not with Thee.” 


“ 

If our readers have followed with some attention the different 
extracts from the journal that we have placed before them, they 
must have seen Sand’s resolution gradually growing stronger 
and his brain becoming excited. From the beginning of the 
year 1818, one feels his view, which long was timid and 
wandering, taking in a wider horizon and fixing itself on a 
nobler aim. He is no longer ambitious of the pastor’s simple 
life or of the narrow influence which he might gain in a little 
community, and which, in his juvenile modesty, had seemed 
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the height of good fortune and happiness ; it is now his native 
land, his German people, nay, all humanity, which he embraces 
in his gigantic plans of political regeneration. Thus, on the 
fiyleaf of his journal for the year 1818, he writes :— 


“Lord, let me strengthen myself in the idea that I have con- 
ceived of the deliverance of humanity by the holy sacrifice of 
Thy Son. Grant that I may be a Christ for Germany, and that, 
like and through Jesus, I may be strong and patient in suffering.” 


But the anti-republican pamphlets of Kotzebue increased in 
number and gained a fatal influence upon the minds of rulers. 
Nearly all the persons who were attacked in these pamphlets 
were known and esteemed at Jena; and it may easily be 
comprehended what effects were produced by such insults upon 
these young heads and noble hearts, which carried conviction 
to the point of blindness and enthusiasm to that of fanaticism. 

Thus, here is what Sand wrote in his diary on the 5th of 
May :— 


** Lord, what causes this melancholy anguish which has again 
taken possession of me? Buta firm and constant will surmounts 
everything, and the idea of the country gives joy and courage to 
the saddest and the weakest. When I think of that, Iam always 
amazed that there is none among us found courageous enough 
to drive a knife into the breast of Kotzebue or of any other 
traitor.” 


Still dominated by the same thought, he continues thus on 
the 18th of May :— 


vA man is nothing in comparison with a nation; he isa 
unity compared with millions, a minute compared with a 
century. A man, whom nothing precedes and nothing follows, 
is born, lives, and dies in a longer or shorter time, which, 
relatively to eternity, hardly equals the duration of a lightning 
flash. A nation, on the contrary, is immortal.” 


From time to time, however, amid these thoughts that bear 
the impress of that political fatality which was driving him 
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towards the deed of bloodshed, the kindly and joyous youth 
reappears. On the 24th of June he writes to his mother :— 


‘‘T have received your long and beautiful letter, accomparfted 
by the very complete and well-chosen outfit which you send 
me. The sight of this fine linen gave me back one of the joys 
of my childhood. These are fresh benefits. My prayers never 
remain unfulfilled, and I have continual cause to thank you and 
God. I receive, all at once, shirts, two pairs of fine sheets, a 
present of your work, and of Julia’s and Caroline’s work, 
dainties and sweetmeats, so that I am still jumping with joy 
and I turned three times on my heels when I opened the little 
parcel. Receive the thanks of my heart, and share, as giver, 
in the joy of him who has received. 

‘To-day, however, is a serious day, the last day of spring 
and the anniversary of that on which I lost my noble and 
good Dittmar. Iam a prey to a thousand different and con- 
fused feelings ; but I have only two passions left in me which 
remain upright and like two pillars of brass support this whole 
chaos—the thought of God and the love of my country.” 


During all this time Sand’s life remains apparently calm 
and equal; the inward storm is calmed; he rejoices in his 
application to work and his cheerful temper. However, from 
time to time, he makes great complaints to himself of his 
propensity to love dainty food, which he does not always 
find it possible to conquer. Then, in his self-contempt, he calls 
himself ‘‘ fig-stomach ” or “‘cake-stomach.” But amid all this 
the religious and political exaltation continues... He makes 
a propagandist journey with his friends to Leipzig, to Wittem- 
berg, and to Berlin, and visits all the battlefields near to the road 
that he follows. On the 18th of October he is back at Jena, 
where he resumes his studies with more application than ever. 
It is among such university studies that the year 1818 closes 
for him, and we should hardly suspect the terrible resolution 
which he has taken, were it not that we find in his journal this 
last note, dated the 31st of December :— 
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‘TI finish the last day of this year 1818, then, in a serious 
and solemn mood, and I have decided that the Christmas 
feast which has just gone by will be the last Christmas feast 
thdt I shall celebrate. If anything is to come of our efforts, if 
the cause of humanity is to assume the upper hand in our 
country, if in this faithless epoch any noble feelings can spring 
up afresh and make way, it can only happen if the wretch, the 
traitor, the seducer of youth, the infamous Kotzebue, falls! I 
am fully convinced of this, and until I have accomplished the 
work upon which I have resolved, I shall have no rest. Lord, 
Thou who knowest that I have devoted my life to this great 
action, I only need, now that it is fixed in my mind, to beg of 
Thee true firmness and courage of soul.” 


Here Sand’s diary ends; he had begun it to strengthen 
himself; he had reached his aim; he needed nothing more. 
From this moment he was occupied by nothing but this single 
idea, and he continued slowly to mature the plan in his head 
in order to familiarise himself with its execution; but all the 
impressions arising from this thought remained in his own 
mind, and none was manifested on the surface. To everyone 
else he was the same; but for some little time past, a complete 
and unaltered serenity, accompanied by a visible and cheerful 
return of inclination towards life, had been noticed in him. 
He had made no change in the hours or the duration of his 
studies ; but he had begun to attend the anatomical classes 
very assiduously. One day he was seen to give even more 
than his customary attention to a lesson in which the professor 
was demons®rating the various functions of the heart; he 
examined with the greatest care the place occupied by it in the 
chest, asking to have some of the demonstrations repeated two 
or three times, and when he went out, questioning some of the 
young men who were following the medical courses, about the 
susceptibility of the organ, which cannot receive ever so slight 
a blow without death ensuing from that blow: all this with so 
perfect an indifference and calmness that no one about him 
conceived any suspicion. 
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Another day, A. S., one of his friends, came into his room. 
Sand, who had heard him coming up, was standing by the 
table, with a paper-knife in his hand, waiting for him; directly 
the visitor came in, Sand flung himself upon him, struck him 
lightly on the forehead, and then, as he put up his hands to ward 
off the blow, struck him rather more violently in the chest; 
then, satisfied with his experiment, said— 

‘*'You see, when you want to kill a man, that is the way to 
do it; you threaten the face, he puts up his hands, and while 
he does so you thrust a dagger into his heart.” 

The two young men laughed heartily over this murderous 
demonstration, and A. S. related it that evening at the wine- 
shop as one of the peculiarities of character that were common 
in his friend. After the event, the pantomime explained itself. 

The month of March arrived. Sand became day by day 
calmer, more affectionate, and kinder ; it might be thought that 
in the moment of leaving his friends for ever he wished to 
leave them an ineffaceable remembrance of him. At last he 
announced that on account of several family affairs he was 
about to undertake a little journey, and set about all his 
preparations with his usual care, but with a serenity never 
previously seen in him. Up to that time he had continued to 
work as usual, not relaxing for an instant; for there was a 
possibility that Kotzebue might die or be killed by somebody 
else before the term that Sand had fixed to himself, and in that 
case he did not wish to have lost time. On the 7th of March 
he invited all his friends to spend the evening with him, and 
announced his departure for the next day but one, the goth. 
Allof them then proposed to him to escort him for some leagues, 
but Sand refused ; he feared lest this demonstration, innocent 
though it were, might compromise them later on. He set 
forth alone, therefore, after having hired his lodgings for 
another half-year, in order to obviate any suspicion, and went 
by way of Erfurt and Eisenach, in order to visit the Wartburg. 
From that place he went to Frankfort, where he slept on the 
17th, and on the morrow he continued his journey by way of 
Darmstadt. At last, on the 23rd, at nine in the morning, he 
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arrived at the top of the little hill where we found him at the 
beginning of this narrative. Throughout the journey he had 
been the amiable and happy young man whom no one could 
see Without liking. 

Having reached Mannheim, he took a room at the Weinberg, 
and wrote his name as “‘ Henry” in the visitors’ list. He imme- 
diately inquired where Kotzebue lived. The councillor dwelt 
near the church of the Jesuits ; his house was at the corner of 
a street, and though Sand’s informants could not tell him 
exactly the letter, they assured him it was not possible to 
mistake the house.} 

Sand went at once to Kotzebue’s house: it was about ten 
o’clock ; he was told that the councillor went to walk for an 
hour or two every morning in the park of Mannheim. Sand 
inquired about the path in which he generally walked, and 
about the clothes he wore, for never having seen him he could 
only recognise him by the description. Kotzebue chanced to 
take another path. Sand walked about the park for an hour, 
but seeing no one who corresponded to the description given 
him, went back to the house. Kotzebue had come in, but was 
at breakfast and could not see him. 

Sand went back to the Weinberg, and sat down to the midday 
table d’héte, where he dined with an appearance of such calm- 
ness, and even of such happiness, that his conversation, which 
was now lively, now simple, and now dignified, was remarked 
by everybody. At five in the afternoon he returned a third 
time to the house of Kotzebue, who was giving a great dinner 
that day; but orders had been given to admit Sand. He 
was shown irfto a little room opening out of the anteroom, and 
a moment after, Kotzebue came in. 

Sand then performed the drama which he had rehearsed 
upon his friend A. S. Kotzebue, finding his face threatened, 
put his hands up to it, and left his breast exposed ; Sand at 
once stabbed him to the heart; Kotzebue gave one cry, 
staggered, and fell back into an arm-chair: he was dead. 

At the cry a little girl of six years old ran in, one of those charm. 

1 At Mannheim houses are marked by letters, not by numbers. 
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ing German children, with the faces of cherubs, blue-eyed, with 
long flowing hair. She flung herself upon the body of Kotzebue, 
calling her father with piercing cries. Sand, standing at the 
door, could not endure this sight, and without going farthlr, he 
thrust the dagger, still covered with Kotzebue’s blood, up to 
the hilt into his own breast. Then, seeing to his surprise 
that notwithstanding the terrible wound he had just given 
himself he did not feel the approach of death, and not wishing 
to fall alive into the hands of the servants who were running 
in, he rushed to the staircase. The persons who were invited 
were just coming in; they, seeing a young man, pale and 
bleeding and with a knife in his breast, uttered loud cries, and 
stood aside, instead of stopping him. Sand therefore passed 
down the staircase and reached the street door; ten paces off, 
a patrol was passing, on the way to relieve the sentinels at the 
castle ; Sand thought these men had been summoned by the 
cries that followed him ; he threw himself on his knees in the 
middle of the street, and said, ‘‘ Father, receive my soul!” 

Then, drawing the knife from the wound, he gave himself a 
second blow below the former, and fell insensible. ; 

Sand was carried to the hospital and guarded with the 
utmost strictness ; the wounds were serious, but, thanks to the 
skill of the physicians who were called in, were not mortal ; 
one of them even healed eventually ; but as to the second, the 
blade having gone between the costal pleura and the pulmonary 
pleura, an effusion of blood occurred between the two layers, so 
that, instead of closing the wound, it was kept carefully open, in 
order that the blood extravasated during the night might be drawn 
off every morning by means of a pump, as it done in the 
operation for empyzemia. Notwithstanding these cares, Sand 
was for three months between life and death. 

When, on the 26th of March, the news of Kotzehue’s assassina- 
tion came from Mannheim to Jena, the academic senate caused 
Sand’s room to be opened, and found two letters—one addressed 
to his friends of the Burschenscha/ft, in which he declared that 
he no longer belonged to their society, since he did not wish 
that their brotherhood should include a man about to die on 
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the scaffold. The other letter, which bore this superscription, 
“To my nearest and dearest,” was an exact account of what he 
meant to do, and of the motives which had made him deter- 
mine®upon this act. Though the letter is a little long, it is so 
solemn and so antique in spirit, that we do not hesitate to 
present it in its entirety to our readers :— 


“To all my own 
‘‘ Loyal and eternally cherished souls : 

‘Why .add still further to your sadness? I asked myself, 
and I hesitated to write to you; but my silence would have 
wounded the religion of the heart ; and the deeper a grief the 
more it needs, before it can be blotted out, to drain to the 
dregs its cup of bitterness. Forth from my agonised breast, 
then; forth, long and cruel torment of a last conversation, 
which alone, however, when sincere, can alleviate the pain of 
parting. 

** This letter brings you the last farewell of your son and your 
brother. 

“The greatest misfortune of life for any generous heart is 
to see the cause of God stopped short in its developments 
by our fault; and the most dishonouring infamy would be to 
suffer that the fine things acquired bravely by thousands of 
men, and for which thousands of men have joyfully sacrificed 
themselves, should be no more than a transient dream, without 
real and positive consequences. ‘The resurrection of our Ger- 
man life was begun in these last twenty years, and particularly 
in the sacred year 1813, with a courage inspired by God. But 
now the house of our fathers is shaken from the summit to the 
base. Forward! let us raise it, new and fair, and such as the 
true temple of the true God should be. 

“Small is the number of those who resist, and who wish 
to oppose themselves as a dyke against the torrent of the pro- 
gress of higher humanity among the German people. Why 
should vast whole masses bow beneath the yoke of a perverse 
minority? And why, scarcely healed, should we fall back into 
a worse disease than that which we are leaving behind? 
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‘Many of these seducers, and those are the most infamous, 
are playing the game of corruption with us; among them is 
Kotzebue, the most cunning and the worst of all, a real talking 
machine emitting all sorts of detestable speech and perrficious 
advice. His voice is skilful in removing from us all anger and 
bitterness against the most unjust measures, and is just such 
as kings require to put us to sleep again in that old lazy 
slumber which is the death of nations. Every day he odiously 
betrays his country, and nevertheless, despite his treason, 
remains an idol for half Germany, which, dazzled by him, accepts 
unresisting the poison poured out by him in his periodic pam- 
phlets, wrapped up and protected as he is by the seductive 
mantle of a great poetic reputation. Incited by him, the 
princes of Germany, who have forgotten their promises, will 
allow nothing free or good to be accomplished ; or if anything 
of the kind is accomplished in spite of them, they will league 
themselves with the French to annihilate it. That the history 
of our time may not be covered with eternal ignominy, it is 
necessary that he should fall. 

‘I have always said that if we wish to find a great and 
supreme remedy for the state of abasement in which we are, 
none must shrink from combat nor from suffering; and the 
real liberty of the German people will only be assured when the 
good citizen sets himself or some other stake upon the game, 
and when every true son of the country, prepared for the 
struggle for justice, despises the good things of this world, 
and only desires those celestial good things which death holds 
in charge. 

‘Who then will strike this miserable hireling, this venal 
traitor? 

‘*‘T have long been waiting in fear, in prayer, and in tears—I 
who am not born for murder—for some other to be beforehand 
with me, to set me free, and suffer me to continue my way 
along the sweet and peaceful path that I had chosen for myself. 
Well, despite my prayers and my tears, he who should strike 
does not present himself; indeed, every man, like myself, has 
a right to count upon some other, and everyone thus counting, 
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every hour’s delay, but makes our state worse ; for at any moment 
—-and how deep a shame would that be for us !—Kotzebue may 
leave, Germany, unpunished, and go to devour in Russia the 
treasures for which he has exchanged his honour, his conscience, 
and his German name. Who can preserve us from this shame, 
if every man, if I myself, do not feel strength to make myself 
the chosen instrument of God’s justice? Therefore, forward ! 
It shall be I who will courageously rush upon him (do not be 
alarmed), on him, the loathsome seducer; it shall be I who will 
kill the traitor, so that his misguiding voice, being extinguished, 
shall cease to lead us astray from the lessons of history and 
from the Spirit of God. An irresistible and solemn duty impels 
me to this deed, ever since I have recognised to what high 
destinies the German nation may attain during this century, 
and ever since I have come to know the dastard and hypocrite 
who alone prevents it from reaching them ; for me, as for every 
German who seeks the public good, this desire has become 
a strict and binding necessity. May I, by this national venge- 
ance, indicate to all upright and loyal consciences where the 
true danger lies, and save our vilified and calumniated societies 
from the imminent danger that threatens them! May I, in 
short, spread terror among the cowardly and wicked, and 
courage and faith among the good! Speeches and writings 
lead to nothing ; only actions work. 

“I will act, therefore; and though driven violently away 
from my fair dreams of the future, I am none the less full of 
trust in God; I even experience a celestial joy, now that, like 
the Hebrews when they sought the promised land, I see traced 
before me, through darkness and death, that road at the end 
of which I shall have paid my debt to my country. 

“ Farewell, then, faithful hearts: true, this early separation 
is hard; true, your hopes, like my wishes, are disappointed ; 
but let us be consoled by the primary thought that we have 
done what the voice of our country called upon us to do; that, 
you know, is the principle according to which I have always 
lived. You will doubtless say among yourselves, ‘ Yet, thanks 
to our sacrifices, he had learned to know life and to taste the 
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joys of earth, and he seemed deeply to love his native country 
and the humble estate to which he was called.’ Alas, yes, that 
is true! Under your protection, and amid your numbgrless 
sacrifices, my native land and life had become profoundly dear 
tome. Yes, thanks to you, I have penetrated into the Eden 
of knowledge, and have lived the free life of thought; thanks 
to you, I have looked into history, and have then returned to 
my own conscience to attach myself to the solid pillars of faith 
in the Eternal. 

‘Yes, I was to pass gently through this life as a preacher 
of the gospel; yes, in my constancy to my calling I was to 
be sheltered from the storms of this existence. But would 
that suffice to avert the danger that threatens Germany? And 
you yourselves, in your infinite love, should you not rather 
push me on to risk my life for the good of all? So many 
modern Greeks have fallen already to free their country from 
the yoke of the Turks, and have died almost without any result 
and without any hope; and yet thousands of fresh martyrs keep 
up their courage and are ready to fall in their turn ; and should 
I, then, hesitate to die? 

** That I do not recognise your love, or that your love is but 
a trifling consideration with me, you will not believe. What 
else should impel me to die if not my devotion to you and to 
Germany, and the need of proving this devotion to my family 
and my country ? 

‘You, mother, will say, ‘Why have I brought up a son 
whom I loved and who loved me, for whom I have undergone 
a thousand cares and toils, who, thanks to my prayers and my 
example, was impressionable to good influences, and from whom, 
after my long and weary course, I hoped to receive attentions 
like those which I had given him? Why does he now aban- 
don me?’ 

“Oh, my kind and tender mother! Yes, you will perhaps 
say that; but could not the mother of anyone else say the 
same, and everything go off thus in words when there is need 
to act for the country? And if no one would act, what would 
become of that mother of us all who is called Germany ? 
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‘But no; such complaints are far from you, you noble 
woman! [I understood your appeal once before, and at this 
present hour, if no one came forward in the German cause, you 
yours@if would urge me to the fight. I have two brothers and 
two sisters before me, all noble and loyal. They will remain to 
you, mother ; and besides, you will have for sons all the children 
of Germany who love their country. 

‘““Every man has a destiny which he has to accomplish: 
mine is devoted to the action that I am about to undertake ; 
if I were to live another fifty years, I could not live more 
happily than I have done lately. Farewell, mother: I commend 
you to the protection of God; may He raise you to that joy 
which misfortunes can no longer trouble! Take your grand- 
children, to whom I should so much have liked to be a loving 
friend, to the top of our beautiful mountains soon. There, on 
that altar raised by the Lord Himself in the midst of Germany, 
let them devote themselves, swearing to take up the sword as 
soon as they have strength to lift it, and to lay it down only when 
our brethren are all united in liberty, when all Germans, having 
a liberal constitution, are great before the Lord, powerful against 
their neighbours, and united among themselves. 

‘‘May my country ever raise her happy gaze to Thee, 
Almighty Father! May Thy blessing fall abundantly upon her 
harvests ready to be cut and her armies ready for battle, and 
recognising the blessings that Thou hast showered upon us, may 
the German nation ever be first among nations to rise and 
uphold the cause of humanity, which is Thy image upon 
earth ! 

“Your eterffally attached son, brother, and friend, 


“ KARL LuDWIG SAND 


‘* JENA, the beginning of March 1819” 


Sand, who, as we have said, had at first been taken to the 
hospital, was removed at the end of three months to the prison 
at Mannheim, where the governor, Mr. G , had caused a 
room to be prepared for him. There he remained two months 
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longer in a state of extreme weakness: his left arm was 
completely paralysed ; his voice was very weak; every move- 
ment gave him horrible pain, and thus it was not until the 
11th of August—that is to say, five months after the everft that 
we have narrated—that he was able to write to his family 
the following letter :— 


‘“My VERY DEAR PARENTS,—The grand-duke’s commission 
of inquiry informed me yesterday that it might be possible I 
should have the intense joy of a visit from you, and that I might 
perhaps see you here and embrace you—you, mother, and some 
of my brothers and sisters. 

‘“‘ Without being surprised at this fresh proof of your motherly 
love, I have felt an ardent remembrance reawaken of the happy 
life that we spent gently together. Joy and grief, desire and 
sacrifice, agitate my heart violently, and I have had to weigh 
these various impulses one against the other, and with the force 
of reason, in order to resume mastery of myself and to take a 
decision in regard to my wishes. 

“The balance has inclined in the direction of sacrifice. 

“You know, mother, how much joy and courage a look from 
your eyes, daily intercourse with you, and your pious and high- 
minded conversation, might bring me during my very short 
time. But you also know my position, and you are too well 
acquainted with the natural course of all these painful inquiries, 
not to feel as I do, that such annoyance, continually recurring, 
would greatly trouble the pleasure of our companionship, if it 
did not indeed succeed in entirely destroying it. Then, 
mother, after the long and fatiguing journey that you would 
be obliged to make in order to see me, think of the terrible 
sorrow of the farewell when the moment came to part in this 
world. Let us therefore abide by the sacrifice, according to 
God’s will, and let us yield ourselves only to that sweet 
community of thought which distance cannot interrupt, in 
which I find my only joys, and which, in spite of men, will 
always be granted us by the Lord, our Father. 

** As for my physical state, I know nothing about it. You see, 
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however, since at last I am writing to you myself, that I have 
come past my first uncertainties. As for the rest, I know too 
little of the structure of my own body to give any opinion as to 
whit my wounds may determine for it. Except that a little 
strength has returned to me, its state is still the same, and I 
endure it calmly and patiently ; for God comes to my help, 
and gives me courage and firmness. He will help me, believe 
me, to find all the joys of the soul and to be strong in 
mind. Amen. 
‘** May you live happy !—Your deeply respectful son, 
** KaRL-LUDWIG SAND” 


A month after this letter came tender answers from all the 
family. We will quote only that of Sand’s mother, because it 
completes the idea which the reader may have formed already 
of this great-hearted woman, as her son always calls her. 


‘* DEAR, INEXPRESSIBLY DEAR KarL,—How sweet it was 
to me to see the writing of your beloved hand after so long a 
time! No journey would have been so painful and no road so 
long as to prevent me from coming to you, and I would go, in 
deep and infinite love, to any end of the earth in the mere 
hope of catching sight of you. 

‘But, as I well know both your tender affection and your 
profound anxiety for me, and as you give me, so firmly and 
upon such manly reflection, reasons against which I can say 
nothing, and which I can but honour, it shall be, my well- 
beloved Karl, as you have wished and decided. We will 
continue, without speech, to communicate our thoughts; but 
be satisfied, nothing can separate us; I enfold you in my 
soul, and my maternal thoughts watch over you. 

*‘ May this infinite love which upholds us, strengthens us, and 
leads us all to a better life, preserve, dear Karl, your ccurage 
and firmness. 

‘‘ Farewell, and be invariably assured that I shall never cease 
to love you strongly and deeply. 

‘Your faithful mother, who loves you to eternity.” 
11.—29 
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‘* January 1820, from my isle of Patmos 


“My pDEAR PARENTS, BROTHERS, AND SISTERS,—In the 
middle of the month of September last year I received, 
through the grand-duke’s special commission of inquiry, 
whose humanity you have already appreciated, your dear letters 
of the end of August and the beginning of September, 
which had such magical influence that they inundated me 
with joy by transporting me into the inmost circle of your 
hearts. 

‘You, my tender father, you write to me on the sixty-seventh 
anniversary of your birth, and you bless me by the outpouring 
of your most tender love. 

“You, my well-beloved mother, you deign to promise the 
continuance of your maternal affection, in which I have at all 
times constantly believed; and thus I have received the 
blessings of both of you, which, in my present position, will 
exercise a more beneficent influence upon me than any of 
the things that all the kings of the earth, united together, 
could grant me. Yes, you strengthen me abundantly by your 
blessed love, and I render thanks to you, my beloved parents, 
with that respectful submission that my heart will always 
inculcate as the first duty of a son. 

‘But the greater your love and the more affectionate your 
letters, the more do I suffer, I must acknowledge, from the 
voluntary sacrifice that we have imposed upon ourselves in not 
seeing one another; and the only reason, my dear parents, 
why I have delayed to reply to you, was to give myself time to 
recover the strength which I had lost. 

** You too, dear brother-in-law and dear sister, assure me of 
your sincere and uninterrupted attachment. And yet, after the 
fright that I have spread among you all, you seem not to 
know exactly what to think of me; but my heart, full of grati- 
tude for your past kindness, comforts itself; for your actions 
speak and tell me that, even if you wished no longer to love me 
as I love you, you would not be able to do otherwise. These 
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actions mean more to me at this hour than any possible pro- 
testations, nay, than even the tenderest words. 

‘‘ And you also, my kind brother, you would have consented 
to Aurry with our beloved mother to the shores of the Rhine, 
to this place where the real links of the soul were welded 
between us, where we were doubly brothers ;! but tell me, are 
you not really here, in thought and in spirit, when I consider 
the rich fountain of consolation brought me by your cordial and 
tender letter ? 

“‘And you, kind sister-in-law, as you showed yourself from 
the first, in your delicate tenderness, a true sister, so I find you 
again at present. There are still the same tender relations, 
still the same sisterly affection; your consolations, which emanate 
from a deep and submissive piety, have fallen refreshingly into 
the depths of my heart. But, dear sister-in-law, I must tell you, 
as well as the others, that you are too liberal towards me in 
dispensing your esteem and praises, and your exaggeration has 
cast me back face to face with my inmost judge, who has shown 
me in the mirror of my conscience the image of my every 
weakness. 

“You, kind Julia, you desire nothing else but to save me 
from the fate that awaits me, and you assure me in your own 
name and in that of you all, that you, like the others, would 
rejoice to endure it in my place; in that I recognise you fully, 
and I recognise, too, those sweet and tender relations in which 
we have been brought up from childhood. Oh, be comforted, 
dear Julia ; thanks to the protection of God, I promise you that 
it will be easy to me, much easier than I should have thought, 
to bear what falls to my lot. 

*‘ Receive, then, all of you, my warm and sincere thanks for 
having thus rejoiced my heart. 

‘* Now that I know from these strengthening letters that, like 
the prodigal son, the love and goodness of my family are 
greater on my return than at my departure, I will, as carefully 
as possible, paint for you my physical and moral state, and I 


1It was in the neighbourhood of Mannheim that Karl and his brother 
met under the same banner in 1815. 


452 CELEBRATED CRIMES 


pray God to supplement my words by. His strength, so that 
my letter may contain an equivalent of what yours brought 
to me, and may help you to reach that state of calm and serenity 
to which I have myself attained. 

‘‘ Hardened, by having gained power over myself, against the 
good and the ill of this earth, you know already that of late 
years I have lived only for moral joys, and I must say that, 
touched by my efforts, doubtless, the Lord, who is the sacred 
fount of all that is good, has rendered me apt in seeking them 
and in tasting them to the full. God is ever near me, as 
formerly, and I find in Him the sovereign principle of the 
creation of all things; in Him, our holy Father, not only con- 
solation and strength, but an unalterable Friend, full of the 
holiest love, who will accompany me in all places where I may 
need His consolations. Assuredly, if He had turned from me, 
or if I had turned away my eyes from Him, I should now find 
myself very unfortunate and wretched; but by His grace, on 
the contrary, lowly and weak creature as I am, He makes me 
strong and powerful against whatever can befall me. 

‘What I have hitherto revered as sacred, what I have desired 
as good, what I have aspired to as heavenly, has in no respect 
changed now. And I thank God for it, for I should now be 
in great despair if I were compelled to recognise that my heart 
had adored deceptive images and enwrapped itself in fugitive 
chimeras. Thus my faith in these ideas and my pure love for 
them, guardian angels of my spirit as they are, increase moment 
by moment, and will go on increasing to my end, and I hope 
that I may pass all the more easily from this world into eternity. 
I pass my silent life in Christian exaltation and humility, and I 
sometimes have those visions from above through which I have, 
from my birth, adored heaven upon earth, and which give me 
power to raise myself to the Lord upon the eager wings of my 
prayers. My illness, though long, painful, and cruel, has always 
been sufficiently mastered by my will to let me busy myself to 
some result with history, positive sciences, and the finer parts of 
religious education, and when my suffering became more violent 
and for a time interrupted these occupations, I struggled success- 
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fully, nevertheless, against enxnsz# ; for the memories of the past, my 
resignation to the present, and my faith in the future were rich 
enough and strong enough in me and round me to prevent my 
faMing from my terrestrial paradise. According to my principles, 
I would never, in the position in which I am and in which I 
have placed myself, have been willing to ask anything for my 
own comfort; but so much kindness and care have been 
lavished upon me, with so much delicacy and humanity,— which, 
alas !I am unable to return,—by every person with whom I have 
been brought into contact, that wishes which I should not have 
dared to frame in the most private recesses of my heart have been 
more than exceeded. I have never been so much overcome by 
bodily pains that I could not say within myself, while I lifted 
my thoughts to heaven, ‘Come what may of this ray.’ And 
great as these pains have been, I could not dream of comparing 
them with those sufferings of the soul that we feel so profoundly 
and poignantly in the recognition of our weaknesses and 
faults. 

‘* Moreover, these pains seldom now cause me to lose con- 
sciousness ; the swelling and inflammation never made great 
headway, and the fever has always been moderate, though for 
nearly ten months I have been forced to remain lying on my 
back, unable to raise myself, and although more than forty 
pints of matter have come from my chest at the place where 
the heart is. No, on the contrary, the wound, though still 
open, is in a good state; and I owe that not only to the 
excellent nursing around me, but also to the pure blood that 
I received from you, my mother. Thus I have lacked neither 
earthly assi8tance nor heavenly encouragement. Thus, on the 
anniversary of my birth, I had every reason—oh, not to curse 
the hour in which I was born, but, on the contrary, after serious 
contemplation of the world, to thank God and you, my dear 
parents, for the life that you have given me! I celebrated it, on 
the'18th of October, by a peaceful and ardent submission to the 
holy will of God. On Christmas Day I tried to put myself 
into the temper of children who are devoted to the Lord; and 
with God’s help the new year will pass like its predecessor, in 
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bodily pain, perhaps, but certainly in spiritual joy. And with 
this wish, the only one that I form, I address myself to you, 
my dear parents, and to you and yours, my dear brothers and 
sisters. 6 

“T cannot hope to see a twenty-fifth new year; so may the 
prayer that I have just made be granted! May this picture 
of my present state afford you some tranquillity, and may this 
letter that I write to you from the depths of my heart not only 
prove to you that I am not unworthy of the inexpressible love 
that you all display, but, on the contrary, ensure this love to 
me for eternity. 

‘Within the last few days I have also received your dear 
letter of the 2nd of December, my kind mother, and the grand- 
duke’s commission has deigned to let me also read my kind 
brother’s letter which accompanied yours. You give me the 
best of news in regard to the health of all of you, and send me 
preserved fruits from our dear home. [I thank you for them 
from the bottom of my heart. What causes me most joy in 
the matter is that you have been solicitously busy about me 
in summer as in winter, and that you and my dear Julia 
gathered them and prepared them for me at home, and I 
abandon my whole soul to that sweet enjoyment. 

“IT rejoice sincerely at my little cousin’s coming into the 
world ; I joyfully congratulate the good parents and the grand- 
parents ; I transport myself, for his baptism, into that beloved 
parish, where I offer him my affection as his Christian brother, 
and call down on him all the blessings of heaven. 

**We shall be obliged, I think, to give up this correspond- 
ence, so as not to inconvenience the grand-duke’s commission. 
I finish, therefore, by assuring you once more, but for the last 
time, perhaps, of my profound filial submission and of my 
fraternal affection.—Your most tenderly attached 

* KaRL-LUDWIG SAND” 


Indeed, from that moment all correspondence between Karl 
and his family ceased, and he only wrote to them, when he 
knew his fate, one more letter, which we shall see later on. 
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We have seen by what attentions Sand was surrounded ; their 
humanity never flagged for an instant. It is the truth, too, 
that no one saw in him an ordinary murderer, that many 
pited him under their breath, and that some excused him 
alotd. The very commission appointed by the grand-duke 
prolonged the affair as much as possible; for the severity of 
Sand’s wounds had at first given rise to the belief that there 
would be no need of calling in the executioner, and the 
commission was well pleased that God should have under- 
taken the execution of the judgment. But these expectations 
were deceived: the skill of the doctor defeated, not indeed the 
wound, but death. Sand did not recover, but he remained 
alive ; and it began to be evident that it would be needful to 
kill him. 

Indeed, the Emperor Alexander, who had appointed Kotzebue 
his councillor, and,;who was under no misapprehension as to the 
cause of the murder, urgently demanded that justice should 
take its course. The commission of inquiry was therefore 
obliged to set to work; but as its members were sincerely 
desirous of having some pretext to delay their proceedings, 
they ordered that a physician from Heidelberg should visit 
Sand and make an exact report upon his case; as Sand was 
kept lying down and as he could not be executed in his bed, 
they hoped that the physician’s report, by declaring it impossible 
for the prisoner to rise, would come to their assistance and 
necessitate a further respite. 

The chosen doctor came accordingly to Mannheim, and 
introducing himself to Sand as though attracted by the 
interest tha® he inspired, asked him whether he did not feel 
somewhat better, and whether it would be impossible to rise. 
Sand looked at him for an instant, and then said, with a 
smile— 

**T¥ understand, sir; they wish to know whether I am strong 
enough to mount a scaffold: I know nothing about it myself, 
but we will make the experiment together.” 

With these words he rose, and accomplishing, with super- 
human courage, what he had not attempted for fourteen 


456 CELEBRATED CRIMES 


months, walked twice round the room, came back to his bed, 
upon which he seated himself, and said— 

‘You see, sir, I am strong enough; it would therefore be 
wasting precious time to keep my judges longer about émy 
affair; so let them deliver their judgment, for nothing how 
prevents its execution.” 

The doctor made his report; there was no way of retreat; 
Russia was becoming more and more pressing, and on the 5th 
of May 1820 the high court of justice delivered the following 
judgment, which was confirmed on the 12th by His Royal 
Highness the Grand-Duke of Baden :— 


“Tn the matters under investigation, and after administration 
of the interrogatory and hearing the defences, and considering 
the united opinions of the court of justice at Mannheim and 
the further consultations of the court of justice which declare 
the accused, Karl Sand of Wonsiedel, guilty of murder, even 
on his own confession, upon the person of the Russian 
imperial Councillor of State, Kotzebue; it is ordered accord- 
ingly, for his just punishment and for an example that may 
debtor other people, that he is to be put from life to death by 
the sword. 

‘All the costs of these investigations, including those occa- 
sioned by his public execution, will be defrayed from the funds of 
the law department, on account of his want of means.” 


We see that, though it condemned the accused to death, 
which indeed could hardly be avoided, the sentence was both 
in form and substance as mild as possible, since, though Sand 
was convicted, his poor family was not reduced by thie expenses 
of a long and costly trial to complete ruin. 

Five days were still allowed to elapse, and the verdict was 
not announced until the 17th. When Sand was informed that 
two councillors of justice were at the door, he guessed that 
they were coming to read his sentence to him; he asked a 
moment to rise, which he had done but once before, in the 
instance already narrated, during fourteen months. And 
indeed he was so weak that he could not stand to hear the 
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sentence, and after having greeted the deputation that death 
sent to him, he asked to sit down, saying that he did so 
not from cowardice of soul but from weakness of body; then 
he aflded, “‘ You are welcome, gentlemen ; for I have suffered 
so much for fourteen months past that you come to me as 
angels of deliverance.” 

He heard the sentence quite unaffectedly and with a gentle 
smile upon his lips; then, when the reading was finished, he 
said— 

“I look for no better fate, gentlemen, and when, more 
than a year ago, I paused on the little hill that overlooks the 
town, I saw beforehand the place where my grave would be; 
and so I ought to thank God and man for having prolonged 
my existence up to to-day.” 

The councillors withdrew ; Sand stood up a second time to 
greet them on their departure, as he had done on their 
entrance ; then he sat down again pensively in his chair, by 
which Mr. G——, the governor of the prison, was standing. After 
a moment of silence, a tear appeared at each of the condemned 
man’s eyelids, and ran down his cheeks ; then turning suddenly 
to Mr.G » whom he liked very much, he said, “‘ I hope that 
my parents would rather see me die by this violent death than 
of some slow and shameful disease. As for me, I am glad that 
I shall soon hear the hour strike in which my death will satisfy 
those who hate me, and those whom, according to my principles, 
I ought to hate.” 

Then he wrote to his family :— 





” ‘*‘ MANNHEIM 
**17th of the month of spring, 1820 
‘DEAR PARENTS, BROTHERS, AND SISTERS,—You should 
have received my last letters through the grand-duke’s 
commission; in them I answered yours, and tried to con- 
sole you for my position by describing the state of my soul 
as it is, the contempt to which I have attained for everything 
fragile and earthly, and by which one must necessarily be over- 
come when such matters are weighed against the fulfilment of 


458 CELEBRATED CRIMES 


an idea, or that intellectual liberty which alone can nourish 
the soul; in a word, I tried to console you by the assurance 
that the feelings, principles, and convictions of which I formerly 
spoke are faithfully preserved in me and have remained exactly 
the same; but I am sure all this was an unnecessary pfecau- 
tion on my part, for there was never a time when you asked 
anything else of me than ¢o have God before my eyes and in 
my heart; and you have seen how, under your guidance, this 
precept so passed into my soul that it became my sole object 
of happiness for this world and the next; no doubt, as He 
was in and near me, God will be in and near you at the 
moment when this letter brings you the news of my sentence. 
I die willingly, and the Lord will give me strength to die as 
one ought to die. 

‘I write to you perfectly quiet and calm about all things, 
and I hope that your lives too will pass calmly and tranquilly 
until the moment when our souls meet again full of fresh force 
to love one another and to share eternal happiness together. 

** As for me, such as I have lived as long as I have known 
myself—that is to say, in a serenity full of celestial desires and 
a courageous and indefatigable love of liberty, such I am 
-about to die. 

** May God be with you and with me !—Your son, brother, 
and friend, KaRL-LUDWIG SAND” 


From that moment his serenity remained untroubled ; 
during the whole day he talked more gaily than usual, slept 
well, did not awake until half-past seven, said that he felt 
stronger, and thanked God for visiting him thus. “ 

The nature of the verdict had been known since the day 
before, and it had been learned that the execution was fixed 
for the 2oth of May—that 1s to say, three full days after the 
sentence had been read to the accused. 

Henceforward, with Sand’s permission, persons who wished 
to speak to him and whom he was not reluctant to see, were 
admitted : three among these paid him long and noteworthy 
visits. 
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One was Major Holzungen, of the Baden army, who was in 
command of the patrol that had arrested him, or rather picked 
him up, dying, and carried him to the hospital. He asked 
him f#hether he recognised him, and Sand’s head was so clear 
when “he stabbed himself, that although he saw the major 
only for a moment and had never seen him again since, he 
remembered the minutest details of the costume which he had 
been wearing fourteen months previously, and which was the 
full-dress uniform. When the talk fell upon the death to 
which Sand was to submit at so early an age, the major pitied 
him; but Sand answered, with a smile, ‘There is only one 
difference between you and me, major; it is that I shall die 
for my convictions, and you will die for someone else’s 
convictions.” 

After the major came a young student from Jena whom 
Sand had known at the university. He happened to be in 
the duchy of Baden and wished to visit him. Their recog- 
nition was touching, and the student wept much; but Sand 
consoled him with his usual calmness and serenity. 

Then a workman asked to be admitted to see Sand, on the 
plea that he had been his schoolfellow at Wonsiedel, and 
although he did not remember his name, he ordered him to 
be let in: the workman reminded him that he had been one 
of the little army that Sand had commanded on the day of 
the assult of St. Catherine’s tower. This indication guided 
Sand, who recognised him perfectly, and then spoke with 
tender affection of his native place and his dear mountains. 
He further. charged him to greet his family, and to beg his 
mother, fathef, brothers, and sisters once more not to be 
grieved on his account, since the messenger who undertook 
to deliver his last words could testify in how calm and joyful 
a temper he was awaiting death. 

To this workman succeeded one of the guests whom Sand 
had met on the staircase directly after Kotzebue’s death. 
He asked him whether he acknowledged his crime and 
whether he felt any repentance. Sand replied, “I had 
thought about it during a whole year. I have been thinking 
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of it for fourteen months, and my opinion has never varied in 
any respect: I did what I should have done.” 

After the departure of this last visitor, Sand sent for Mr. 
G——., the governor of the prison, and told him that he should 
like to talk to the executioner before the execution, since he 
wished to ask for instructions as to how he should hold him- 
self so as to render the operation most certain and easy. Mr. 
G—— made some objections, but Sand insisted with his usual 
gentleness, and Mr. G at last promised that the man in 
question should be asked to call at the prison as soon as he 
arrived from Heidelberg, where he lived. 

The rest of the day was spent in seeing more visitors and 
in philosophical and moral talks, in which Sand developed 
his social and religious theories with a lucidity of expression 
and an elevation of thought such as he had, perhaps, never 
before shown. The governor of the prison, from whom I 
heard these details, told me that he should all his life regret 
that he did not know shorthand, so that he might have noted 
all these thoughts, which would have formed a pendant to the 
Phzedo. 

Night came. Sand spent part of the evening writing; it is 
thought that he was composing a poem; but no doubt he 
burned it, for no trace of it was found. At eleven he went 
to bed, and slept until six in the morning. Next day he bore 
the dressing of his wound, which was always very painful, with 
extraordinary courage, without fainting, as he sometimes did, 
and without suffering a single complaint to escape him: he 
had spoken the truth; in the presence of death God gave him 
the grace of allowing his strength to return. ‘Che operation 
was over; Sand was lying down as usual, and Mr. G——— was 
sitting on the foot of his bed, when the door opened and a 
man came in and bowed to Sand and to Mr. G——. The 
governor of the prison immediately stood up, and said to 
Sand in a voice the emotion of which he could not conceal, 
‘“The person who is bowing to you is Mr. Widemann of 
Heidelberg, to whom you wished to speak.” 

Then Sand’s face was lighted up by a strange joy; he sat 
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up and said, “Sir, you are welcome.” Then, making his 
visitor sit down by his bed, and taking his hand, he began to 
thank him for being so obliging, and spoke in so intense a 
tone And so gentle a voice, that Mr. Widemann, deeply moved, 
could® not answer. Sand encouraged him to speak and to 
give him the details for which he wished, and in order to re- 
assure him, said, ‘Be firm, sir; for I, on my part, will not 
fail you: I will not move; and even if you should need two 
or three strokes to separate my head from my body, as I am 
told is sometimes the case, do not be troubled on that 
account.” 

Then Sand rose, leaning on Mr. G , to go through with the 
executioner the strange and terrible rehearsal of the drama in 
which he was to play the leading part on the morrow. Mr. 
Widemann made him sit in a chair and take the required 
position, and went into all the details of the execution with 
him. Then Sand, perfectly instructed, begged him not to 
hurry and to take his time. Then he thanked him before- 
hand; “for,” added he, “afterwards I shall not be able.” 
Then Sand returned to his bed, leaving the executioner paler 
and more trembling than himself. All these details have been 
preserved by Mr. G ; for as to the executioner, his emotion 
was so great that he could remember nothing. 

After Mr. Widemann, three clergymen were introduced, with 
whom Sand conversed upon religious matters: one of them 
stayed six hours with him, and on leaving him told him that 
he was commissioned to obtain from him a promise of not 
speaking to the people at the place of execution. Sand gave 
the promise, "and added, “Even if I desired to do so, my 
voice has become so weak that people could not hear it.” 

Meanwhile the scaffold was being erected in the meadow 
that extends on the left of the road to Heidelberg. It wasa 
platform five to six feet high and ten feet wide each way. As it 
was expected that, thanks to the interest inspired by the 
prisoner and to the nearness to Whitsuntide, the crowd would 
be immense, and as some movement from the universities was 
apprehended, the prison guards had been trebled, and General 
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Neustein had been ordered to Mannheim from Carlsruhe, with 
twelve hundred infantry, three hundred and fifty cavalry, and a 
company of artillery with guns. 

On the afternoon of the roth there arrived, as had@been 
foreseen, so many students, who took up their abode fn the 
neighbouring villages, that it was decided to put forward the hour 
of the execution, and to let it take place at five in the morning 
instead of at eleven, as had been arranged. But Sand’s consent 
was necessary for this ; for he could not be executed until three 
full days after the reading of his sentence, and as the sentence 
had not been read to him till half-past ten Sand had a right 
to live till eleven o'clock. 

Before four in the morning the officials went into the 
condemned man’s room ; he was sleeping so soundly that they 
were obliged to awaken him. He opened his eyes with a smile, 
as was his custom, and guessing why they came, asked, “ Can 
I have slept so well that it is already eleven in the morning?” 
They told him that it was not, but that they had come to ask 
his permission to put forward the time; for, they told him, 
some collision between the students and the soldiers was feared, 
and as the military preparations were very thorough, such a 
collision could not be otherwise than fatal to his friends. Sand 
answered that he was ready that very moment, and only asked 
time enough to take a bath, as the ancients were accustomed 
to do before going into battle. But as the verbal authorisation 
which he had given was not sufficient, a pen and paper were 
given to Sand, and he wrote, with a steady hand and in his 
usual writing :— 


“TI thank the authorities of Mannheim for anticipating my 
most eager wishes by making my execution six hours earlier. 
‘Sit nomen Domini benedictum.} 
‘From the prison room, May 2oth, day of my deliverance. 
“* KaRL-LUDWIG SAND ” 


When Sand had given these two lines to the recorder, the 
physician came to him to dress his wound, as usual. Sand 
1 ** Blessed be the name of the Lord.” 
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looked at him with a smile, and then asked, “Is it really worth 
the trouble ?” 

‘You will be stronger for it,” answered the physician. 

““ Shen do it,” said Sand. 

A Bath was brought. Sand lay down in it, and had his long 
and beautiful hair arranged with the greatest care; then his 
toilet being completed, he put on a frock-coat of the German 
shape—that is to say, short and with the shirt collar turned 
back over the shoulders, close white trousers, and high boots. 
Then Sand seated himself on his bed and prayed some time 
in a low voice with the clergy ; then, when he had finished, he 
said these two lines of Korner’s :— 


** All that is earthly is ended, 
And the life of heaven begins.” 


He next took leave of the physician and the priests, saying to 
them, “ Do not attribute the emotion of my voice to weakness 
but to gratitude.” Then, upon these gentlemen offering to 
accompany him to the scaffold, he said, ‘There is no need; 
I am perfectly prepared, at peace with God and with my 
conscience. Besides, am I not almost a Churchman myself?” 
And when one of them asked whether he was not going out of 
life in a spirit of hatred, he returned, ‘Why, good heavens ! 
have I ever felt any?” 

An increasing noise was audible from the street, and Sand 
said again that he was at their disposal and that he was ready. 
At this moment the executioner came in with his two 
assistants ; he was dressed in a long wadded black coat, beneath 
which he hid ‘his sword. Sand offered him his hand affection- 
ately ; and as Mr. Widemann, embarrassed by the sword which 
he wished to keep Sand from seeing, did not venture to come 
forward, Sand said to him, ‘‘Come along and show me your 
sword ; I have never seen one of the kind, and am curious to 
know what it is like.” 

Mr. Widemann, pale and trembling, presented the weapon 
to him; Sand examined it attentively, and tried the edge with 
his finger. 
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*‘ Come,” said he, “the blade is good; do not tremble, and 
all will go well.” Then, turning to Mr. G , who was weeping, 
he said to him, “You will be good enough, will you not, to 
do me the service of leading me to the scaffold ?” 6 

Mr. G—— made a sign of assent with his head, for he could 
not answer. Sand took his arm, and spoke for the third time, 
saying once more, ‘‘ Well, what are you waiting for, gentlemen? 
I am ready.” 

When they reached the courtyard, Sand saw all the prisoners 
weeping at their windows. Although he had never seen them, 
they were old friends of his; for every time they passed his 
door, knowing that the student who had killed Kotzebue lay 
within, they used to lift their chains, that he might not be 
disturbed by the noise. 

All Mannheim was in the streets that led to the place of 
execution, and many patrols were passing up and down. On 
the day when the sentence was announced the whole town 
had been sought through for a chaise in which to convey Sand 
to the scaffold, but no one, not even the coachbuilders, would 
either let one out or sell one; and it had been necessary, there- 
fore, to buy one at Heidelberg without saying for what purpose. 

Sand found this chaise in the courtyard, and got into it with 
Mr. G Turning to him, he whispered in his ear, ‘Sir, 
if you see me turn pale, speak my name to me, my name only, 
do you hear? That will be enough.” 

The prison gate was opened, and Sand was seen ; then every 
voice cried with one impulse, ‘‘ Farewell, Sand, farewell !” 

And at the same time flowers, some of which fell into the 
carriage, were thrown by the crowd that thronged the street, 
and from the windows. At these friendly cries and at this 
spectacle, Sand, who until then had shown no moment of 
weakness, felt tears rising in spite of himself, and while he 
returned the greetings made to him on all sides, he murmured 
in a low voice, “‘O my God, give me courage!” 

This first outburst over, the procession set out amid deep 
silence ; only now and again some single voice would call out, 
‘Farewell, Sand!” and a handkerchief waved by some hand 
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that rose out of the crowd would show from what point the 
last call came. On each side of the chaise walked two of the 
prison officials, and behind the chaise came a second con- 
veyance with the municipal authorities. 

The air was very cold: it had rained all night, and the dark 
and cloudy sky seemed to share in the general sadness. Sand, 
too weak to remain sitting up, was half lying upon the shoulder 
of Mr. G——-, his companion ; his face was gentle, calm, and 
full of pain; his brow free and open; his features, interesting 
though without regular beauty, seemed to have aged by several 
years during the fourteen months of suffering that had just 
elapsed. The chaise at last reached the place of execution, 
which was surrounded by a battalion of infantry ; Sand lowered 
his eyes from heaven to earth and saw the scaffold. At this 
sight he smiled gently, and as he left the carriage he said, 
‘Well, God has given me strength so far.” 

The governor of the prison and the chief officials lifted him 
that he might go up the steps. During that short ascent pain 
kept him bowed, but when he had reached the top he stood 
erect again, saying, “‘ Here then is the place where I am to 
die!” 

Then before he came to’the chair on which he was to be 
seated for the execution, he turned his eyes towards Mannheim, 
and his gaze travelled over all the throng that surrounded him ; 
at that moment a ray of sunshine broke through the clouds. 
Sand greeted it with a smile and sat down. 

Then, as, according to the orders given, his sentence was to 
be read to him a second time, he was asked whether he felt 
strong enough to hear it standing. Sand answered that he 
would try, and that if his physical strength failed him, his moral 
strength would uphold him. He rose immediately from the 
fatal chair, begging Mr. G to stand near enough to support 
him if he should chance to stagger. The precaution was un- 
necessary, Sand did not stagger. 

After the judgment had been read, he sat down again and 
said in a loud voice, ‘I die trusting in God.” 

But at these words Mr. G interrupted him. 

11.—30 
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“ Sand,” said he, “‘ what did you promise ?” 

“True,” he answered; ‘‘I had forgotten.” He was silent, 
therefore, to the crowd ; but raising his right hand and extend- 
ing it solemnly in the air, he said in a low voice, so thm he 
might be heard only by those who were around him, “I°take 
God to witness that I die for the freedom of Germany.” 

Then, with these words, he did as Conradin did with his 
glove; he threw his rolled-up handkerchief over the line of 
soldiers around him, into the midst of the people. 

Then the executioner came to cut off his hair; but Sand at 
first objected. 

“Tt is for your mother,” said Mr. Widemann. 

“‘On your honour, sir?” asked Sand. 

' On my honour.” 

“Then do it,” said Sand, offering his hair to the executioner. 

Only a few curls were cut off, those only which fell at the 
back, the others were tied with a ribbon on the top of the 
head. The executioner then tied his hands on his breast, but 
as that position was oppressive to him and compelled him on 
account of his wound to bend his head, his hands were laid 
flat on his thighs and fixed in that position with ropes. Then, 
when his eyes were about to be bound, he begged Mr. Wide- 
mann to place the bandage in such a manner that he could see 
the light to his last moment. His wish was fulfilled. 

Then a profound and mortal stillness hovered over the 
whole crowd and surrounded the scaffold. The executioner 
drew his sword, which flashed like lightning and fell. Instantly 
a terrible cry rose at once from twenty thousand bosoms ; the 
head had not fallen, and though it had sunk towards the breast 
still held to the neck. The executioner struck a second time, 
and struck off at the same blow the head and a part of the 
hand. 

In the same moment, notwithstanding the efforts of the 
soldiers, their line was broken through ; men and women rushed 
upon the scaffold, the blood was wiped up to the last drop -with 
handkerchiefs ; the chair upon which Sand had sat was broken 
and divided into pieces, and those who could not obtain 
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one, cut fragments of bloodstained wood from the scaffold 
itself. 

The head and body were placed in a coffin draped with 
blaek, and carried back, with a large military escort, to the 
prison. At midnight the body was borne silently, without 
torches or lights, to the Protestant cemetery, in which Kotzebue 
had been buried fourteen months previously. A grave had been 
mysteriously dug ; the coffin was lowered into it, and those who 
were present at the burial were sworn upon the New Testament 
not to reveal the spot where Sand was buried until such time 
as they were freed from their oath. Then the grave was 
covered again with the turf, that had been skilfully taken off, 
and that was relaid on the same spot, so that no new grave 
could be perceived ; then the nocturnal gravediggers departed, 
leaving guards at the entrance. 

There, twenty paces apart, Sand and Kotzebue rest: Kotze- 
bue opposite the gate in the most conspicuous spot of the 
cemetery, and beneath a tomb upon which is engraved this 
inscription :— 

‘*The world persecuted him without pity, 
Calumny was his sad portion, 

He found no happiness save in the arms of his wife, 
And no repose save in the bosom of death. 
Envy dogged him to cover his path with thorns, 
Love bade his roses blossom ; 

May Heaven pardon him 
As he pardons earth!” 

In contrast with this tall and showy monument, standing, as 
we have said, in the most conspicuous spot of the cemetery, 
Sand’s grave must be looked for in the corner to the extreme 
left of the entrance gate; and a wild plum tree, some leaves of 
which every passing traveller carries away, rises alone upon the 
grave, which is devoid of any inscription. 

As for the meadow in which Sand was executed, it is still 
called by the people “ Sand’s Himelfartsweise,” which signifies 
“The meadow of Sand’s ascension.” 


Towards the end of September 1838 we were at Mannheim 
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where I had stayed three days in order to collect all the details 
I could find about the life and death of Karl-Ludwig Sand. 
But at the end of these three days, in spite of my active in- 
vestigations, these details still remained extremely incomplete, 
either because I applied in the wrong quarters, or because, Being 
a foreigner, I inspired some distrust in those to whom I applied. 
I was leaving Mannheim, therefore, somewhat disappointed, 
and after having visited the little Protestant cemetery where 
Sand and Kotzebue are buried at twenty paces from each 
other, I had ordered my driver to take the road to Heidelberg, 
when, after going a few yards, he, who knew the object of my 
inquiries, stopped of himself and asked me whether I should 
not like to see the place where Sand was executed. At the 
same time he pointed to a little mound situated in the middle 
of a meadow and a few steps from a brook. I assented 
eagerly, and although the driver remained on the highroad 
with my travelling companions, I soon recognised the spot 
indicated, by means of some relics of cypress branches, immor- 
telles, and forget-me-nots scattered upon the earth. It will 
readily be understood that this sight, instead of diminishing 
my desire for information, increased it. I was feeling, then, 
more than ever dissatisfied at going away, knowing so little, 
when I saw a man of some five-and-forty to fifty years old, who 
was walking at a little distance from the place where I myself 
was, and who, guessing the cause that drew me thither, was 
looking at me with curiosity. I determined to make a last 
effort, and going up to him, I said, ‘Oh, sir, I am a stranger ; 
I am travelling to collect all the rich and poetic traditions of 
your Germany. By the way in which you look at'me, I guess 
that you know which of them attracts me to this meadow. 
Could you give me any information about the life and death 
of Sand?” 

‘With what object, sir?” the person to whom I spoke asked 
me in almost unintelligible French. 

“With a very German object, be assured, sir,” I replied. 
‘* From the little I have learned, Sand seems to me to be one 
of those ghosts that appear only the greater and the more 
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poetic for being wrapped in a shroud stained with blood. But 
he is not known in France ; he might be put on the same level 
there with a Fieschi or a Meunier, and I wish, to the best of 
my @bility, to enlighten the minds of my countrymen about him.” 

“It would be a great pleasure to me, sir, to assist in 
such an undertaking; but you see that I can scarcely speak 
French ; you do not speak German at all; so that we shall find 
it difficult to understand each other.” 

Tf that is all,” I returned, “I have in my carriage yonder 
an interpreter, or rather an interpretress, with whom you will, 
I hope, be quite satisfied, who speaks German like Goethe, 
and to whom, when you have once begun to speak to her, I 
defy you not to tell everything.” 

‘‘ Let us go, then, sir,” answered the pedestrian. ‘I ask no 
better than to be agreeable to you.” 

We walked towards the carriage, which was still waiting on 
the highroad, and I presented to my travelling companion the 
new recruit whom I had just gained. The usual greetings 
were exchanged, and the dialogue began in the purest Saxon. 
Though I did not understand a word that was said, it was easy 
for me to see, by the rapidity of the questions and the length 
of the answers, that the conversation was most interesting. At 
last, at the end of half an hour, growing desirous of knowing 
to what point they had come, I said, “‘ Well?” 

Well,” answered my interpreter, “you are in luck’s way, 
and you could not have asked a better person.” 

‘“The gentleman knew Sand, then?” 

“The gentleman is the governor of the prison in which 
Sand was confined.” 

“Indeed ?” 

‘For nine months—that is to say, from the day he left the 
hospital—this gentleman saw him every day.” 

‘* Excellent !” 

** But that is not all: this gentleman was with him in the 
carriage that took him to execution ; this gentleman was with 
him on the scaffold; there’s only one portrait of Sand in all 
Mannheim, and this gentleman has it.” 
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I was devouring every word; a mental alchemist, I was 

ing my crucible and finding gold in it. 

‘Just ask,” I resumed eagerly, “whether the gentleman will 
allow us to take down in writing the particulars that hescan 
give me.” 

My interpreter put another question, then turning towards 
me, said, ‘‘ Granted.” 

Mr. G——— got into the carriage with us, and instead of going 
on to Heidelberg, we returned to Mannheim, and alighted at 
the prison. 

Mr. G——— did not once depart from the ready kindness that 
he had shown. In the most obliging manner, patient over the 
minutest trifles, and remembering most happily, he went over 
every circumstance, putting himself at my disposal like a pro- 
fessional guide. At last, when every particular about Sand 
had been sucked dry, I began to ask him about the manner 
in which executions were performed. ‘‘As to that,” said he, “I 
can offer you an introduction to someone at Heidelberg who 
can give you all the information you can wish for upon the 
subject.” 

I accepted gratefully, and as I was taking leave of Mr. G-——, 
after thanking him a thousand times, he handed me the offered 
letter. It bore this superscription: ‘To Herr-doctor Widemann, 
No. 111 High Street, Heidelberg.’ 

I turned to Mr. G once more. 

“‘Is he, by chance, a relation of the man who executed 
Sand?” I asked. 

‘He is his son, and was standing by when the head fell.” 

‘* What is his calling, then?” 

‘The same as that of his father, whom he succeeded.” 

‘“* But you call him ‘doctor’ ?” 

‘Certainly ; with us, executioners have that title.” 

‘‘ But, then, doctors of what?” 

‘Of surgery.” 

“ Really?” said I. ‘‘ With us it is just the contrary : surgeons 
are called executioners.” 

‘** You will find him, moreover,” added Mr. G——, “a very 
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distinguished young man, who, although he was very young 
at that time, has retained a vivid recollection of that event. 
As for his poor father, I think he would as willingly have cut 
off ais own right hand as have executed Sand; but if he had 
refu8ed, someone else would have been found. So he had to 
do what he was ordered to do, and he did his best.” 

I thanked Mr. G——,, fully resolving to make use of his letter, 
and we left for Heidelberg, where we arrived at eleven in the 
evening. 

My first visit next day was to Dr. Widemann. It was not 
without some emotion, which, moreover, I saw reflected upon 
the faces of my travelling companions, that I rang at the door 
of the last judge, as the Germans call him. An old woman 
opened the door to us, and ushered us into a pretty little study, 
on the left of a passage and at the foot of a staircase, where we 
waited while Mr. Widemann finished dressing. This little room 
was full of curiosities, madrepores, shells, stuffed birds, and dried 
plants ; a double-barrelled gun, a powder-flask, and a game-bag 
showed that Mr. Widemann was a hunter. 

After a moment we heard his footstep, and the door opened. 
Mr. Wideman was a very handsome young man, of thirty or 
thirty-two, with black whiskers entirely surrounding his manly 
and expressive face; his morning dress showed a certain rural 
elegance. He seemed at first not only embarrassed but pained 
by our visit. The aimless curiosity of which he seemed to be 
the object was indeed odd. I hastened to give him Mr. G——’s 
letter and to tell him what reason brought me. Then he 
gradually recovered himself, and at last showed himself no less 
hospitable afid obliging towards us than he to whom we owed 
the introduction had been, the day before. 

Mr. Widemann then gathered together all his remem- 
brances ; he too had retained a vivid recollection of Sand, 
and he told us among other things that his father, at the risk 
of bringing himself into ill odour, had asked leave to have a 
new scaffold made at his own expense, so that no other criminal 
might be executed upon the altar of the martyr’s death. Per- 
mission had been given, and Mr. Widemann had used the wood 
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of the scaffold for the doors and windows of a little country 
house standing in a vineyard. Then for three or four years 
this cottage became a shrine for pilgrims; but after a time, 
little by little, the crowd grew less, and at the present day, 
when some of those who wiped the blood from the scdifold 
with their handkerchiefs have become public functionaries, 
receiving salaries from Government, only foreigners ask, now 
and again, to see these strange relics. 

Mr. Widemann gave me a guide ; for, after hearing everything, 
I wanted to see everything. The house stands half a league 
away from Heidelberg, on the left of the road to Carlsruhe, 
and half-way up the mountain-side. It is perhaps the only 
monument of the kind that exists in the world. 

Our readers will judge better from this anecdote than from 
anything more we could say, what sort of man he was who 
left such a memory in the hearts of his gaoler and his exe- 
cutioner. 
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STRANGE. 'SURVIVALS AND SUPER. 
STITIONS. Third Edition. Cv. 8v¢. 


as. 6a. set, 

YORKSHIRE ODDITIES AND 
STRANGE EVENTS. New and Revised 
Edition. Cr. 8ve. as. 6d. wat. 

See also Little Guides. 

Barker ae F.) See Textbooks of 
Technology 

Barker (E.), M.A. (Late) Fellow of Mer 
College xford. THE POLITICAL 
THO SIGHT OF PLATO AND ARIS. 
TOTLE. Demy 8ve. tos. 6d. net. 

Barnes (W. E.), D.D. See Churchman’s 

ible. 


Barnett (Mrs. P. A.). See Little Libr 


Baron (R. R.N.), M.A. FREN CH PRO iE 
as. 6d. Key, 35. 
See also unior "School wos 
Barron ae MM College, 
Oxford. atx S YOR’ Se NS ith 
a Preface b Picasa Scorr Houianp. 
Cr. 8v0. 35. 


gas Poesia G. G.), F.R.S.E. See C. G. 
Bastable (C. F.), M.A. THE COM- 


MERCE ad ATIONS. Fourth Ed. 
Cr. 8wo. Ch 
Bastian H. 


THE E LUTION i Live. ite 
trated. eee, 8v0. Meas 6d. re 

Batson (M 3.5 en) A CONCISE 
HANDBOOK OF GARDEN FLOWERS. 


ee S.T.D. OD i 


Bawtes Tt Hig W.) HET. Cr.8v0, 
TR a eng COMPLENE 


Bayley (RB (Re Chita. 
OGRAP over x90 
ne Second Edition. Demy bee. 


Beard 

Beard (W, 5. 5.) 3 hag tl EXERCISES IN 
ALG vo, 15. Gd. unior 
Examination ps and 8 Books. 


4 MESSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE 


‘and Illustrated ve a 


Edition, 
<a Mia osnee.of - 
: : MASTERY Dewi. ops. 


eet IALOBUES 61 ON THE 
SUPE on UAL rotcy oo by 
eemmaxo H OLLAND. hee # 6d. 
SGAEAL A.). THE SKIRTS OF THE 
REAT, ITY. Second Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Hlaire), M.P. PARIS, With 

tnd pr haga aa Second Edition, 


Cr. 
Hints ‘AND tit SEA. Second Edition. 


Crown 
Bellot ae WL) "M.A. THE INNER AND 
MIDDLE TEMPLE. With numerous 
Tllustrations. Crown 8e0. 6s. net. 
Bennett (W. H.), M.A. A PRIMER OF 
oon IBLE. Fourth Ed, Cr. 8vo0. 28. = 


PABIBLICAL, INTRODUCTION.  herith ourth 


Edition. Cr. 8v0. 
neaeee (A archbishops Gi GOD'S BOARD: 
: Communion Addresses. Feag. 8v0. 38. 6d 
ner. 
enews (A. ©.), M.A. See Oxford Bio- 
a 
Benson (R. M.), THE WAY OF HOLI- 
NESS: a erorvas! ee on the 


Pak Psalm. Cr. 8 Sf f Sal 
on Oo a isbury. 
“THE C ENGLISH S Ai Canon, Feag. 800. 


3. 6d. 
Bertou ch (Baroness de). THE LIFE 
yas FATHER ee Illustrated. 
8va. 108. 
Boruete (A: o, ScE Classics of Art. 
Betham-E rds (M.) HOME LIFE 
IN FRA ENCE Illustrated, Fourth and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Bethune-Baker (J - F.), M.A. See Hand- 
books of Theol ony. 
Bidex (M.). See Byzantine Texts, 
Big. C.R. greene D, See Churchman’ Era: 
ey »« Herbert 8. D. THE OECU 
ME AL ara; ENTS OF THE 
FAITH. With Introductions hee Notes. 
Second Edition. 
Binns (H. B.). THE t LIFE OF WALT 
butte, T™M highs - Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 


os. 6d. me 
hk Coloniat Ba La is also published. 
mae AM, ANDO THE DEATH OF 
ad OTHER POEMS. Cr. 8ve. 


on aie W. Blak 
Birosting! (Bthel. See Little Books on 


(Robert). See LP.L, 

4 jam) THE LETTERS OF 
WILLIAM BLAKE, rocstuer witH A 
Lire sy FREDERICK TatTHam, Edited 


eae: NEN Notes, by yee Gr itean OG, 
BOOK 
na oF THE BOOK OF 


N. Quarto. S15, uth; 
of 


M.A. SHAKE. 
RDEN. — 
» 44 


AD inuaee’s 
Blo Henri). See Be *s Books. 
boy Ho Mek” Gee Textbooks 


Sei B.C.) Author of ‘France.’ THE 
Boa ONATION OF EDWARD Vil. 
oo 215. net. Command of the 


dy 1G D, THE SOUL'S 
BeetL RIMAGE: Devotional Readings 
his writings. Selected by) Born, 


from 
B.D., F.R.S. beg Aouad 25. 6d. 
w (G corge). "Sal ee Little Li 
J. Ritzema). Behn 
ZOOLOGY. Tronslated by J. R. Arns- 
WORTH age M.A. With zss ilustrations. 
Cr. Third Edition. 3. 6d. 
Be ER CISE G.) BA. EASY GREEK 
. Cr. Bevo. 25. also 
jf unior Guess Series. 
Boulting (W.) TASSO AND HIS TIMES. 
we 24 Illustrations. Demy 8vo. xos. 6d. 


oultes (EB. 8.) M.A. GEOMETRY ON 
MODERN LINES. 26 8v0. 28. 

Boulton (William THOMAS 
GaN Ore ee vith, qo Illustra. 
tions. Remy poe Note 

SIR JOSHUA REY OLDS, BRA bhies 
49 Illustrations. wth 

Bowden Te M.) TH IMITATION ¢ OF 
BUDDHA: Being Quotations from 


Buddhist Literature for each Day in the 
at Fifth £. CMa Cr. pets 25. THE 


~Carpenter 
BUILD IN ant mllserate. Second 
Edstion. Lar, 6s. 
Boye (W.). Cifaist MASA AT THE ZQO. 
ith Verses by W. Boyie and 24 Coloured 
Pictures by H. B. Neizson. Super Royal 


160, 


Brabant (FG o), M.A. See Little Guides. 
Bradley { G. | ROUN D ABOUT WILT: 
Illustrations of 


x i in colour by #.C Gotcu. Second Ed. 
Bradley 7.8 W.). See Little Books on Art. 
Braid and Others. G 


James REAT 
GOL _ i Ste MAKING. B 
Thirty-Four Famous Players. Edited, wit 
= cae age by Loge rerriee A Wit 
s. net. 
are Colonial Edition is in also’ published, 


GENERAL LireraToRE $ 


Dealisterd "2 “AND gpg 


> Whastrated. ge 


onrean Maria SE OF OF ncvr. | Barsand 


SES nOLOGe: Illustrated, Cr. 
Broo ( ‘. B.), B.Sc. See Textbooks of 


nology. 
besa W.). See Byzantine Texts, 
Fraser Professor of 
at the Universi 
h. sone AND IN TH 
UEEN MARY. Demy 8v0. 
ys. Gd. wet. 


arewn (8, B.), M.A., Camb., BS B. 
London ; Senior Science rey at 

ham School, A PRACTICAL at Uppin € 
TRY NOTE-BOOK COR MATRICULA- 
TION AND ARMY CANDIDATES: 
Basten ExrerrmenTs ON THE CommMONER 
Supsrances. Cr. 4f0. 15. net, 


Bwee (Sir Thomas) See Standard 


Brownell (C. L.) THE HEART OF 
APAN. Iilustrated. TZhird Eadétion. 
7. Boo. 63.3 aiso Deney ve. 6d. 
Browning (Robert). See Little Library. 
Backiand is T.) CURIOSITIES 
OF NAT yi HISTORY. Illustrated 
Pi At H. B. Nertson. Cr. 800. 35. 6d. 
kton (A. Bal THE BURDEN OF 
MHNGELA: a ia Second Edition. 


Cr. 
KINGS iN} IN BABYLON. A Drains, “Crown 
EAGER } ‘HMART: A Mystery Play. Fifth 


“THE GODS OF 
With over roo 
Coloured Plates and many Illustrations. 
Two Volumes. Royal8vo. £3, 33. net. 
Bulst(H. Beery THE MOTOR YEAR 
BO ND AUTOMOBILISTS’ 
ANNUAL FOR 1906. Demy Bue. 73. 6¢. 


net. 
Chaplain. ND 
ris SOLDIERS _ ‘Stcond Edition. 


Buitey c oe 
seme "iene e ers iLGRIM'S PRO 
na nn , a 
CRE a Edited, with an Introduction, 
by C. H. Firtu, M.A. With 39 Illustra- 
es by R. ANNING Be Cr. Svea. ; 
ey ae of Devotion and 


Pe 
arch a. by LJ.) M A A. F.R.S. A MANUAL 
rae ERICAL SCIENCE. Iilus- 
. 


seria 1. GOOPS AND HOW TO 

Bovine T Hy aac Hrstated Small gto. 6s. 
See Standard Library. 

wale) er en Rector of Handsworth 
and of Lichfield. 

See Handbooks of Theology. 


BD. pte cH 


MANS fs OF 8&0 
Teas bee pies 
=e ger also Liteny of De 


OTE MIN ISCENCES. Hoe P 


H. v. Bereouee: Pe ats 
Chea 
A eat ‘Eaion in also ublished. 
SOF. Edited 


Barns (Robert), THE POE 
by ANDREW ot) TH W.A.Craiciz. With 
Portrait. Third Edition. Demy bve, gtit 


F 7) 6s. 
Buraside CW. F.), M.A. OLD TESTA- 
MENT HISTORY FOR USE IN 
SCHOOLS. Third Edition. Cr. 8ve. 


Burton (Alfred). See 1.P.L. 
Bassoli (PF. W.), D. 2D. Fellow and Vice 
of Bra College, Ox ‘ord. 
CHR! STIAN THEOLOGY WEN SO- 
CIAL PROGRESS: The Bampton 
Lectures for 1905. Demy 800 108. 6a. net. 
hiehpel or loeen ty See Standard Library. 


corer D.D. See Handbooks 

a eo 

Iderwood (D. S S.), Headmaster of the Nor- 

—_ School, Edin ugh. TEST CARDS 

IN EUCLID AND D ALGEBRA. In three 

_ pei of 40, with Answers. 1s. each. 
three Books, Lee ad., 2d., and 34, 


ty 


eon 


bridge (Ada Mrs. Cross}. THIRTY 
“NEAR I STRALIA. Demy 8ve. 
Cannin George). See Little Library. 
sae oe . Ses ee raced Biographies, 
n ee I.P 
ae, ie if THE FRENCH 
now Edited by L. 


FLETCHER, Fellow of Magdalen "College, 
Oxford. Three Volumes. Cr. 8 18s, 
THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF “OLIV R 
oe WELL. With an Introduction 

y C. H. Firrs, M.A., and Notes and 
. by Mra. S. C. Lomas. Three 
untes. Demy 8vo. 18s. net, 
- - e(R. M. and A. J.), M.A. See Leaders 
o ee py? n. 
er (C, C.) and Roberts B.). 
LACEMAKING “IN THE MID Mens. 
PAST AND PRESENT, With 36 full- 
page Illustrations. Cr. 80. as. 6d. 
Chapman (S. J.). See Books on Business. 


Chatterton (Thomas). See Standard 


Library. 

Chesterfield (Lord), THE LETTERS OF, 
TO HIS SON. ited, with an Introduc- 
tion by C. Srracney, and Notes by A. 
CaLturor, Two Volumes. Cr.800. 12%. 

Chesterton(G.K.). CHARLES DICKENS. 
With two Portraitsin cae, Papa Fourth 
fidition. Demy 8vo. 75. 6d. net. 

A poner Edition is also published, 
gar uaTayt Fr.» B B.A., F.R.C.S. THE 
orton ROL OF’ A SCOURGE On, 

How — 18 CuRABLz. Demy Soe. 

7% set. 


é 


Cirietian (F | wy THE CAROLINE 
fhe With many Illustrations and ; 


Damy 8vo. 128, Gd. net. 
gmat Bee Classical Ts i 
‘ds, George) 4 RW 3 Nine 
Caneen Sexes N ART :Ei 
delivered to the Students o 


ht Lectures 

the Royal 

Academ: Pos Arts, With 32 dilusteations: 
Post 8vo. 58. #é 


Second tion. Lar, 
sae Se OECTURES ON PAINTING. ess 


Sree With x19 Iiustrations. TZhird 


¢ Post 8vo. 3. 6a. net. 

ther th L.)._ See Wagner. 

(G.) See a Guides, 
= hh (W. T.) See Junior School Books 

ig of ee 

Clouston (T. 8.), M.D., CC.D., F.R.S.E., 
Lecturer on Mental Diseases in the Uni- 
versity of Edinburgh. THE HYGIENE 
OF MIND. With x0 ey Fourth 

Edition. Demy8ve. 7s. 6d. ne 
Coast ( « G.), B. A. EXAMINATION 
cote RS in WERGIL. Cr, 8v0. 25, 
da M.A. THE BOOK OF 
MS: rwhiha Commentary. Demy 8vo. 


os. 6d. ne 
Coleridge (S Ss. Lee POEMS OF. Selected 
and Arranged by ArTHuR Symons, we 
a Poo ostavare Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo. 


as. Gd. me 

Collingwood (W. G.), M.A. THE LIFE 
OF JOHN RUSKIN. With Portraits. 
Strath Edition. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. 

ser a (W. B.), M.A. See Churchman's 


ibrary. 

Colonna. HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLI- 
PHILI UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO- 
RAT. An edition limited to 350 copies on 
handmade paper. aol 43, 38 eb. 

ee Joseph). THE ‘MIRROR OF 
TH EA: Memories and Impressions. 
hed Edition. Cr. 8vo. 

cr {A ae M.A., and Marchant a 

SSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
MRANSLATION, Selected from Greek rea 
Latin Literature. Third Ed. Cr. Ai 

LATIN PASSAGES” FOR  UNSKEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Ea. Crs 8vo. 18.62. 

po te a Aa R. Paki THE FACTORY 


s. 6d, 
Corelli (Marte). THE PASSING OF THE 
Seana EEN. Second Ed. Feas. qto. 1s. 
CorkrantA AS GREETING, Cr. gto. 15. 
Alice). See Little Books on Art. 

Cates *(hvarsed). SIGNS AND POR- 
ENTS IN THE FAR EAST. With 24 
mgt ierriag Second Edition. Demy 8ve. 


s. 6d. ne 
Cotes s (Rosemary). DANTE’'S GARDEN. 
Mrs eae Second Edition. 
Fe. be 6d. ; leather, 33. 6d. net. 
aioe FLOWERS. With z "Frontispiece 
Plan. Feag. Boo. 25. 6d. net. 


Messrs. Mernuen’s CATALOGUE 


Cowley (Abeaban setle Libtaty. - 
Copper, Grima) THE FORME OF. 


jJ. C. Bairev, M.A. Lilustrated, 
wwe mupubiishes designs by 


zos. 6d. ne 
ox Ge Charles, 12 ILD. 1 F. SA. “ses Little 
Guides, The Antiquary’s , andgAncient 


Pica 
“ arold), B.A., M.P. LAND 

CoA IONALISATION AND LAND 
TAXATI tare Second Edition revised. 
Cr. 8v0. 35. 6d. set. 

Crabbe Gries” See Little Li 

Coie W. A.) A PRIMER OF BU S. 

7. 8v0. 

Craik (Mrs.). oot Little Library. 

Crane(Capt. C. P.). See Little Guides. 

Crane (Walter) AN ARTIST'S RE- 
MINISCENCES. Second Edition. 

Crashaw (Richard). er Little Library. 

canter (F. G;). See Mary C. Danson. 

Crofts (T. R. N.), M.A. See Simplified 
French Texts. 
wee ne int M.A. THE vata Pda 
LE, Fcap. Bue. as. 
Cratishank (G.) T ‘Ee LOVING "SAL. 
D OF LORD BATEMAN. With 1: 
Plates Cr. 160. 18. 6d. net. 

Crump (B.). See Wagner. 

Cunliffe ee He ne ES Fellow on ae Souls’ 
te ed HE RY OF 

HE BOER” WAR R. With» Abbe Iltus- 
Sato, Plans, and Portraits. in 2 vols, 
Quarto. 155. each, 

Venyneneme (H. H.), C.B. See Connois- 
seur's Library. 

Cutts(E.L.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 

a (Ge. W.), M.A. See Leaders of 

eligion. 

Danson (Mary C.) and Crawford (PF. G.) 
FATHERS IN THE FAITH. Fag. 
8vo. 18. 6d. 

Dante. LA COMMEDIA DI DANTE. 
The Italian Text edited ae Pacet TovNBEB, 
M.A., D.Litt. Cr. 8vo. 

THE BURGATORIO C OF DANTE. 
Translated into Spenserian Prose by C. 
Gorpon Wricut. With the Italian text. 
Feap. 8uo. 25. 6d. net. 

See also Paget Toynbee, Little Library, 
Standard Library, and Warren-Vernon. 

Darley (Geo Re). re Little Lib: 

D’A .A. A NEW TRIGON- 
OMETRY FOR BEGINNERS. With 
numerous ay rams. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Davenport yril). See Connoisseur's 

Library and ine Books on Art 

vere (Richard), THE PAGEANT OF 

With 4o Illustrations in 
Goleue’ op ae bested = I. InTwo 
Volumes. weave v0. cid 

Davis (H. W. C.), M.A., cllow and Fuse 
of Balliol Colle e, Author of § Charle 
ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS 
AND ANGEVINS : 1066-1272. With Maps 
and Illustrations. Pid 800. 108. 6d. net. 

Dawson (Nelson). See "s Library. 


ILLIAM 


GENERAL LITERATURE Fz 


Daween (Mrs. _Ne) See Little Books on 


A.C See Little Library. 

(A. ©. A CHILD'S LIFE OF 
oe » With 8 Iilustrations in Colour 
be Foxreicos-Exxepae, Lavge Cr. 


DelbowtLcon). THE METRIC SYSTEM. 
2s. 


Cr. 8vo. 
sthenes. AGAINST CONON AND 
CALLICLES. Edited by F. Darwin 
Swirr, M.A. Second Edition. Feap. 
es). 


Bvo, es. 
Dickens (C See Little L 
[elite ee 
Dickinson | (Emily). POEMS. Cr. 8v0. 
Dickinson (G. Ls), M. so Fellow of eae 
vinw” Cambridg THE 
Mi Ai LIFE. * Steth ition Cr. 
pile (nao ap d “a 
d ney ae age) a Cr. wie 


vidts saws 

ay Connoisseur’s Library 

are {Bawa Book son ative 
Ditchfield THE 
STORY FOU ENGLISH TOWNS. 
As an aetroduetion by Aucusrus 
gssorr, D.D. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo0. 65. 
OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS? Extant at 

the Present Time. Cr. 8vo 
ENGLISH pained Micawaied: Second 

Edition. Cr. da. net. 

THE PARISH CLERK. With 31 
ene Third Edition. Demy 8v0. 


$s. 6d. ne 
Dixon w. “M. M.A. A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 


as. 6d. 
ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 
BROWNING. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 


as, 6d 
Doney (May). oss OF THE REAL. 
Cr. 800. 36. 
A volume of poe: 
Douglas iJames), THE MAN IN THE 
Cr. 800. 25. 6d, net. 
Dewden (J.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin- 
burgh. See Churchman's Library. 
Drage(G.). See Books on Business, 
Driver(S. R.), D.®., D.C.L., Canon of Christ 
Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the 
University of Oxford. SERMONS ON 
SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
See also Westminster Commentaries. 
Dry (Wakeling). See Little Guides. 
Dryhurst (A. R.). See Little Books on Art. 
ve = Soe (J. €.), M.A. See Churchman’s 


Duputd (Charles). See Books on Business. 
Dumas (Alexander MY MEMOIRS. 
Translated by E. M. WaLier. With Por- 
traits. i. Sit Volumes. Cr. 8v0. 68. each. 


— J. T). 

ERALRLEMENTARY Any scuRNCE 
With 114 I 
Cr. Bee. ao 

Dunstan (A. E.), B.Sc. See Junior School 
Ms i and Textbooks of Science, 

Ream (The Ee rlof) A REPORT ON 
DAN With an ; sntmauaery Note. 
Deny 8vo. 45. 6d. ne 

Dutt(W. A.) THE NORFOLK BROADS. 
With coloured a otal a by Franx 
Sourucars, Cr, 6s. 

WILD LIFE IN EAST eg hehe a With 
16 cheek ora in aloes by Franx Souru- 
GaTE, R.B. dition. Demy 
8u0. 75. 6d. peg 

See Mo Little Guides. 


Rarie( GSMOGRAPHTE of Ballsbury. ae oe 


E WORLD EisCOVERED. oak 
ahi as net. 

Edmonds (Major J. B.). See W. B. Wood. 

Edwards (Clement), M.P. RAILWAY 
NATIONALIZATION. Second Edition 
Revised. Crown 8vo, 25. 6d. net. 

Edwards (W. Douglas). See Commercial 
Series. 

Egan (Pierce). See 1.P.L. 

Egerton (H. E.), M.A. A HISTORY OF 

RITISH COLONIAL POLICY. New 
and Cheaper Issue. Demty Bvo. i 6a. net, 
A Colonial Edition is also published. 

Ellaby (C. G.). See Little Guides. 

Ellerton (F. G.). SeeS. J. Stone. 

EBliwood (Thomas), THE HISTORY OF 
THE LIFE OF. Edited by C. G. Crump, 
M.A. Cr 8ve. 65. 

= sah re Aurelius, 

Brasm A Book called in Latin EN- 
CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIAN], 
ar a English the Manual of the Christian 

night. 
From the edition paratee by Wynken de 
Worde, 1533. Scag. v0. 35. 6d. net. 

Fairbrother (W. H.), M.A. THE PHILO. 

SOPHY OF T. H. oo Second 


Edition. Cr. 8v0, 
Farrer Reginald). a GARDEN OF 
‘dition. Cr. 8wo. 68. 


ASIA. Second 
Fea ae SOME BEAUTIES OF THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. With 
82 porno ose Leena Edition, Demy 
8v0, 125. 
nee Lies "See Little Lib: 
Claxton), M. Inst. CE 
racks on Business. 
ae oiee g (Heary yy. See Standard Library. 
sire = ed See Junior Examination 


Pirie Gs. B.). See Little Guides. 

Firth .) M.A. CROMWELL’S 
ARMY, : A History of the English Soldier 
d the Civil ars, the Commonwealth, 
and Protectorate,” Cr. Sve. 6s. 


See 


Messrs, METHUEN’s CATALOGUE. 


ANNALS OF 

‘Seieestvesuhy'sce i SCHOOL. illustrated. 

THE RUBAIYAT 
. OF Pitstorald (edward a), (TF from 
_the Fifth pel oe last Edition. Srinted a Com- 

eutary ey © ae Srerpuan Batson, and a 
" Blography mar by BE. D. Ross. Cr. 
Bee. Yee k Miclatare Library, 

FitzGerald ( (H. Pat NCISE HAND- 
BOOK O CinibERs, TWINERS, 
a 2 Ralearyrer tite SH RuES Ilhistrated. 

Ce ° 
Fitzpatrick EX A. on See Ancient Cities. 
(W. H.), M.A, bathe Headmaster 
of the Dean Close "Schoo "Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENT'S orale BOOK. 
Tue Texr or Morninc anp EveninG 
PRAYER AND LiTaNy. With an Introduc- 
tion and Notes. Cr. Bue. as. 6d. 

Plax (A. W.), M.A, Willies Dow Professor 
of Political nomy in M‘Gill University, 
Montreal. eoarhy bMIc PRINCIPLES. 

Bila 
Mrs. G.). eee Little Books on Art. 
Dayid). A MODERN CAM- 
PAIG OR, WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
A Colonial Edition is also potiae ed. 
ger ovcad AE ue ROUND THE WORLD 
EL. With roo Illustrations. 
Pek. Edition Cr.8v0. 6s. 
sv ce (W.), M.A. See Textbooks of 
Science. 
ones: cht (Fd. vo vgn). DAIRY BAC- 
ERIO t Manual for ihe 
¢ ee rial en Peeled be 
Arnswortn Davis, M.A. Srone iilee. 


Revised. Cr. Bvo. 2s. 
sia (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Gallaher (D.) and Stead (W. J.). 
OOTBALLER. 


COMPLETE RUGBY 
ON THE NEW ZEALAND SYSTEM. 
With an Account of the Tour of the New 
Z ers in England. With 35 I)lustra- 
tions. Demey8vo. 108.60. net. 
Gallichan(W. M.). See Little Guides. 
Gambado (Geoffrey, Esq.). See I.P.L. 
Gaskell (Mrs.). See Little Library and 
Standard Library. 
Gasquet, the Right Rev. Abbot, 0.S.B, See 
See 's Books. 
ak B.), M. A. yew een cele es 
Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH 
Y. With numerous Plans. pseu 
Eastin Revised, with a new Chapter 
including the South African War. Cr. Boo. 


6d. 
A HISTORICAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE 
RITISH EMPIRE. Second Edition. 


, r. B00. 38. 6d. 
Gibbins (H. de B.), Litt.D., M.A. IN: 
ens Y IN a LAND: HISTORI- 
UTLINES. With s 5 Maps Fifth 

20%, 


Saiion Demey 8ve. 


aL INDUSTRIAL ‘HISTORY... Sp 
ah gti This 


arbi With and Plans, € < 
ENGLISH HW SOCTAL REFORMER 
Second £. . Cr. Seo, 28. 
Series and R. A, 


See also 
boon Caw 
THE DECLINE AND 
FALL ey E ROMAN PIRE. 
Edited we Noten cD and 
"9 


J. B. Bury, M.A. ius Pro. 
fessor of Greek at ws Seven 
Prego Pegg: dayoort oe tog, 88.64. each. 

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT. 
INGS. Edited by G. Brrxssck Hi1, 
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Sicndarien (B. W.), Fellow of, Exeter 
College, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR 
N ee eee New and cheaper 


s. 6d. net. 
AT IN INTERVALS. Frag B00. as. 6d. net, 
enderson (T. P.). See Little Library and 


H 
Oxford Bio ies 
Henderson is). 


SCOTLA D By TODAY. pe Wich aeny 
. Ilustrations, some of which are in colour. 
Cr. 8vo. 6S 


Healey | Cw. B. EB.) ENGLISH LYRICS. 
W Bac wthies HG) A BOOK 
ee PROSE. Cr 


H. Hy on of Westminster. 
Henson. OLI Bsa : As Iius- 
trated by the Gipisdes of St. Paul to the 


Corinthians. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
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Herbert of Cherbary (Lerd). See Minia- 


ture Li 
A. 5) B.A, ENGLISH 
AND NANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Cr. 8ve. 


Hewitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL. 
A Day Book of Prose and Verse. Fray. 


8ve. 
Heywood (W.) PALIO AND PONTE: 
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BRI ISH pak oe With Maps an 


Plans. Cy». 
ENGLAND oN DER THE TUDORS. 
With Maps. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. et. 
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Jacob {Po M.A. See Junior Examination 


Seri 
James cw, H.N. » A A.R.C.S., A.LE.E. See 


x vol Techn ei 3 
Jeans (J. § USTS, POOLS, 
AND CORN ns Cr. Bue. 2s. 62. 
See also Books on Business. 
sr dchage tok hoe )} DOLLY’S THEATRI- 
Described and Illustrated with 24 
Coloured ee aN Super Royal 160. 23.64. 
Jenks (E.), Reader of Law in the 
Untranity of Oxfords ENGLISH LOCAL 
Kahdesig hs MENT. Second Edition. Cr. 
vo. 28, 6d, 
Jenner (Mrs. H.). See Little Books on Art. 
Jennings (Oscar), M.D., Member of the 
Biblio rephical S ociety. ¢EARLY WOOD- 
IALS, containing over thirteen 
handred Reproductions of Pictorial Letters 
of the Preparer) and eenth Centuries. 
emmy 4 ars, 


Demy 
ee pcadere of Jeesopp Augustus}, D.D. See Leaders of 


| 

Jevons . B.), M.A., Litt.D., ne f 
Bishop H ide Hall, : 
LIGI N IN EVOLUTION. Ci bon 


ee 

See also S Guarchnass Library Haad- 

bos of Theology. : ene 
) WILLIAM BOD- 


hits HA DONE ae AND HIS FRIENDS. 
Illustrated. Demy 8ve. ros. 6d. net. 


GENERAL LITERATURE. ‘“ 


wens “Pind tide 
vert a MS 
EB INN] hee be lected by. 


Bve. er 6d. net. 
Jones (1.). fa Con 
Jones (HM. P.). See Textbooks of Science. 


Jones (L. A. Ather K.C., M.P. THE 
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Knigne (H. J. C.), M.A. See Churchman's 
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Moran(ClarenceG.). See Bookson Business. 
More ir Thomas). See Standard rd A 
W. R. Oriel rollage Oxford. 
RY OF RUSSIA OM PETE 
GREAT TO ALEXANDER ik 
With Maps ad Plane Cr. 8v0. 3. 6d. 


Morich (R. J.), late of cin College. See 


Seheal Re mir tinn Serj 


mew's Hospital, ab Medi ical Officer of 
Health of the 'Metropolitan Borough of 
Finsbury. INFANT ee , A 
SociAL PROBLEM. atts 
Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. ne 

al ded ed sh and o sahebe: See Library 


Nicklin T ts M.A. EXAMINA HON 
PAPERS I THUCYDIDES Cr. Bve 


Noes (Gok ) THE LIFE OF 
a 8). 

“STR ae Sort. Illustrated. 
Demy 8vo. 


S. 6a. et. 

Norregaard a: W.) THE GREAT 
SIEGE: The raven and Fall of Port 
Arthur. INustrated. Demy 8vo. x08. 6d. net. 

Norway esse 7 H.) NAPLES. With as Col- 
oured | dag Seni gt Mra Seah Se: 
HAGEN. Second E. Beg. 6 

Novalis. THE DISCIPLES AE SA SAND 
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited Ly Miss 
Una Brrcn, eget a ¥ 6d, 

Oldfield (W. J.), rebend: of 
Lincoln, A PRIMER OF RELIGION. 
BASED ON THE CATRECHISM OF THE CHURCH 
OF ENGLAND. Fag. Bue. as. 6d. 

Oldham (F. M.), B.A. See” Textbooks of 


Science. 

Oliphant (Mrs.). See Leaders of Religion. 

Oman(C. W.C.), M.A., Fellow of All Souls’ 
Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART 
OF WAR. The Middle Ages, from the 
Fourth to the Fourteenth reorgt Illus- 
trated. Demy 8vo. 108. 6d. ne 

Ottley (R. L.),D.D. See Hendbooks of 
Theology of Religion, 

Overton mi. H.) — Leaders of Religion. 

See Books on Business. 


Owen ited tg las). 
(M. yess ys Hospital. AHAND- 
BOOK OF URS ING. Fourth Edition. 


Cr. 8vo. er 
Pakes ere” C.). THE SCIENCE OF 
ob ENE. Illustrated. Demey Bue, 152. 
mee reaetick). WITH KUROK1 IN 
mata CHURIA. Ilustrated. Third 


Yogey +, ge f ff 


4 

Parker re fo A LOVER'S DIARY. 
As SMALL. SSONS ON 
; Parkas (Ae K) S. # eee 

Pagitncoa ARADISI 
ius be RaReTRTS. ‘OR A 
GARDEN rae SORTS OF PLEA- 

ANT FLO Folio. £3, 34 net. 


Phew Posies RLIOTROPES, OR 
Baines by POSIES One SUNDIALS, 1625. 
by PerctvaL Lanpon. Qwarte. 

6d. net, 


Parmentier (Prof. Leon), See Byzantine 


Pargons (irs. clement). GARRICK 
‘AND HIS CIRCLE. 6 Tilustra- 
pier R Seca Edition. bee 8vo. 


a Colonial Edition is also published. 

Siscal. om Library of Devotion. 

Paston George). SOCIAL CARICA. 
TUR HE EIGHTEENTH 
aoa Bikes over 200 IIlustrations. 
fi 2, 128. 6d. net, 

eoalso rite Books on Art and I. P.L., 
nny MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU. 
Portraits and Illustrations. 
oes aiti tion. Demy 8v0. 158. net. 
oe oS Edition is also pub ished. 
on(W. fe) Beniamtn Swift), LIFE’S 
Pee ON NGS. Cr. Bo. 38. 6d. ner. 

Patterson (A. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST 
COAST NATURALIST. _ Illustrated in 

Colour by F. SouruGats. Second Edition. 


Cr. 800, 6s. 

NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK. 
A series of observations on the Birds, 
ie Mammals, Reptiles, and Stalk- 

ed Crustaceans found in that neigh- 
Frtood, with a list of the species. With 
za Illustrations in colour, by Franx 
poyeeaare Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 


Peacock (N.) See Little Books on Art, 
Peake (C. M A. F.R.H.S. A CON. 
CISE HANDBOOK OF GARDEN 
ANNUAL AND BIENNIAL PLANTS. 
With a4 Illustrations, Frag. Bvo. 33. 6d. at 
OXFORD. With 100 Illustrations th 
Cr. 8vo. 63. 


Pt pore 
pd, en's late Fellow of Trinity Colles®; 
Seaemy to Se Royal Co 
Laws, PRACTI. 
a aon the L SING ng ORM: Second 


dition. Cr, Bevo, Ts, 6d. 
Petrie(W.M., Flinders), D.C.L., LL.D., Pro- 
fessor of Hay pology at at University College. 
A HISTO EGYPT, rrom THE 
Ristieee TmEs TO THE PRESENT Day. 
ay ees ts six volumes. Cr. 


each. 
Vow. 1. Preurstoric Times to XVIitu 
Dynasty. Sixcth Zaition. 


MESSRS: METHUEN’S LAPALOGUE 


Vou nm. Tee KViIDg: ANTE 
DyNastreé, ° ' Kourts Edithn. 

Vow. XIXra2 Tro XX Xrvn Dynagries. 

Vou. 1v. THe ine OF TRE ProteMins, 


Jj. P. Manarry, Litt.D. 

VoL. v. Roman tower. } J. G. Mus.nie, M.A. 
Vou. vi. Eoyrr nL hg aaa gAcEs, 
STan.evy Lanr- ck 
RELIGION re Gonscrench an 

Phedaag hs EGYPT, 


as. 6d, 
SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE eee 
ELAMARNA TABLETS S. Cr. Sup, 28.62. 
EGYPTIAN TALES. forage This- 
pan) piorig its Fuse Volumes. ‘7, Ove. 


ndVPrian D2 DECORATIVE ART. . With 
Cr. oe 


ale co MY. arog ert 
ith 38 IMustrations by. ons Od aoe Bah atta 


BRIDGE, 
ALONG. 


eCr. rhage iad 
YRSNe AND DOWN 
CLauDE Suter TEeom: 


UF tustrared io 
Cr. 4to. 55. #6. 
A volume of pai 

Plarr (Victor G.). See School Histories. 

Plato. See Standard Library 

Plantus. THE CAPTIVE. Edited, with 
an nieces Textual Notes, and a Com- 
mentary y W. M. Linpsay, Fellow of 
Jesus Shes. ,Oxford. Demy Bvo. 108.6d. net. 

Plowden- Wardlaw (J. T.) B.A., King's 

liege, Cambridge. See School xaminac 
tion Series, 

Podmore Fag MODERN SPIRI. 
TUALIS Two Volumes. Demy Bwo. 
ars. net. 

A History and a Criticism 

Poer (J. Patrick Le). ‘A MODERN 
LEGIONARY. Cr. 8e0. 6s. 

Ll (Alice). See Little Books on Art. 

Pollard(A. W.). nia ae ae hai 
Illustrated. 3. 6d. ne 
Pollard(Eliza P.). fives ‘Little Books, on Art. 
Pollock (David 


d), M.I.N.A. See Books on 

Business, 
Potter (M. C.), M.A., F.L.S. TEXT- 
BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY. 


igs a Second Edition. Cr. 8ve. 


Phi (J. O'Connor), “THE MAKING 
OFA ORATOR, Gr. bee, 6. 


 Apour MUSIC, ay tnd 
E OF. Cr. ‘80. 


WHAT. IT Ys MAD 


pie ti (Ln 1), M.A., Fellow of Oriel Coile: ee, 
Oxon, A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECON Some: Fourth Edi. 

tion, Cr. 8vo. as. 6a. 
Deborah). Oss MOD ERN 


ROTIAS Cr. 8v0, 

Protheroe (Ernest). Hie DOMINION 
OF MA EOGRAPHY IN ITS Human 
Aspect. With 32 full-page Illustrations. 


Cr. Boo. as. 


(-Guwerat LIvERaTUse. 


err THE MICRO- 
: M OF. " on Lowpon In 
With re in 
rere Rig ‘Three Volwves. Sweadl ate, 

w 35 fe 
‘ A. as Couch THE 
DEN POMP. A Pnocesston oF 


' Encpism Lyzcs, Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
‘jas. Ged, veet. 


ye and BeBe BATHE We WOODHOUSE ECOR: 
TRESBO NCE. 6s. 


RA Colonia! Relfcion ts alse published. 


pala Dl B.), M.A. gr Westminster 


Laura ¥ M.). THE WOMEN-ART- 
OF Nidoy ogganigr ply 20 I]lus- 
car pA Dem 5 B.D Os ; 
Rage (Lonedale oa DANTE 
D His 1 TALY. ’ With- 32 Hllustra- 
tons largel slargely apm b Conteraporesy Frescoes 
Demy 8vo. 123. 6d. net. 
Rakes F 33 J. MAL .Sc., Lecturer in 
Engl erchant Venturers’ Technical 
College, Bristol. HIGHER BA Grae: 
Secor? Edition. Cr. Bue. Fas 
nenee h h (B. hie D.D. eC Library of 
maT A STUDENT'S 
-. RY O MA LAN D. Cr. 8vo. 
ease ar Fellow and 
Tutor et New few Calls, 0 xfo DOC. 
TRINE AND DEV LOPMENT. Cr. 
a oO J.}, D.D. wrencg, eqs. Gee LPL 
wstorne 
Walters nage ee Bee Sakon Histories. 
Reason (W.) Mae UNIVERSITY AND 
SOCI SETTLEMENTS. Cr. 8v0. 


Redpath (H. A.), M.A. See Westminster | St, 


Commentaries. 
Reyer. See Little Galleri 


Rhoades (J. F.). See Simplined d French Texts. 

Rhodes ee School Histories. 

Rieu ( A M.A. ‘See Simplified French 

Roberts (M. re See C. C. Channer. 

Rebertson nie .D., Lord Bishop of 
Exeter, rum DEI The Bampton 
Lectures of x 

Robertson ie rant) Mk A. Feiow of of An 
Souls’ Col Oxford, Examiner in the 
Honours Schocl of Modern History, Oxford 
z901-r904. SELECT STATUTE » CASES, 


AND CONSTITUTIONAL DOCU- 
et 1660-1832, Demy 8vo. 105. 6d. 


Robertson c G saat yiand Bartholo 
ga G.), F.RS.E., F.RG.S A HIS. 
RI AND MO ODERN ATLAS OF 
THE IE BRITISH EMPIRE. DemyQuarto. 


Richortsea (SirG.8. K.C.S.1L CHITRAL: 
Tue Story or a Mrvor Sizce. Third 
Edition. WWaustrated. Cr.8v0. 26. 6d. net. 


vor 
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‘a 
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Wy Mabe _ Govtomt 


Satta MINISTRY 
obinova D S. ptishoy wie, an Introtiuc- 
totbury. 


ion by the Tats of Can 
Robinson MS. PRAT 


‘Libthy. 
Redwe Sera iG.) . iia. NEW TRSTAMENT 


* 
4 


ners. ‘With 
a Preface by Wana ton amet Warden 


of Keb} Cal 
Ree(Fred). OLD OAK. Reap, bre inte Wish 
ustrations by the Author, in cluding 
ao in colour. Demy 8v9. 104. 


= ta L.) M.A. See Books on 


Roscoe (BE. tle Guides. 

Rose aie} as THe Osi CT eADER. 
Illustrated. Cr, 890. 96. 6d. Also. in 4 
Parts. Paris i ead i. 6a. each} Part 
Ti. 8d.3 Part 1V. 10d. 

Rowntree (Josh ia THE IMPERIAL 
DRUG TRADE. A RgE-STATEMEN’Y OF 
tHe Opium Quszstion. Second and 
Cheafer Edition. Cr. 800. 28. "¢f.° 

Royde- Smith fi d.). THE Pow 

ARNER OF Many Moons. 


Second Edition. Cr. 8v0. 45. 6d. net,” 
Rabie (A. E.), D.D. See Junior School 
Russell (W. Clark). THE LIFE OF 

ADMIRAL LOR as ag ere 

With Illustrations F, BRaANGwyn. 
Sate cere eel be. Uo. F.R.C.P. 

ainsbu arrington 

PRI OTP 1A FE RAPEUTICA. 

Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net. 
8t. Ansetin. Lib of Devotion. 

St. Augustine. See Li of Devotion. 
Bernard. . See vasa of Devotion. : 
Sales (St. Francis de). See Library of 

Devotion. 

St. Cyres (Viscount). See QOrxford Bio- 
sf Francts of Assisi, THE LITTLE 

FLOWERS OF 


MESSER ST) FRANG S AND HIS 
FRIARS. Newly translated by Wirnuam 
Hxywoop. Witb an Introduction iy Ais 
G. F. Howeiz, and 40  glabpaatoy om 
Italian Painters. eee oF net. 
— also Standard Library Library of 


otion 
‘Sak’ (i (H. Munro). REGINALD. Second 
Edition. Feap, Bvo. 3, 6d. net. 
Salmon (A, 1 Bee Little Guides. ae 


*WPestaaNstzn s0 SCHOOL. ertraded, 
Demy 8v0. 9s. 6d. 

pad eat Avy Gots a Byzantine Shea 

ti 

n ee See Byeant ne 


ON SEENCER 
CHURCHITL. With Portraits and in lus- 
trations. Cr. See. 6d. 
(Cyrib. B20 Little Guides. 
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mee Ph MA MLA. THE MECHANICS 
nous Seiees (F TOMMY,  SMITH'S 
Ninth Edition. a feap ee ae. 


Scheol Edi: 5. 64. 
TOMMY SMITHS OTHER ANIMALS. 
With sernri it by Aucusta GuEsT. 


Gd *tacndius OF 
SeOLD ERS. Yep Bue, 35. 6d. net. 


a pe A ATOR 1623} 3632 * 26643 


1685. Each £4, 48. wet, or a complete set, 
. Sra, x98. wet, 
Folios 3 and 4 are ee 


Foli near! 
Boy tee Aden, Stuacdand Likesiy end 


Lite ale eee Beales POETS. Cr. 


stem aia See S. Baring-Gould, 
Sharp (Mrs. BE. A.) See Little Books on 


Suntiock ee 8.) Rie PIANOFORTE 


SONAT 

Shelley ( B. ADONAIS; an El 
on the dea _ bn Keats, AGthor nf 
‘Endymion,’ etc. Pisa. From the types of 
Didot, 1821. 28. net. 


Shoprard (H. F.), M.A. See S. Baring- 


Pssst ee ee M.A. LIFE IN WEST 
pone Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 


i RISTORY APOR CHIL 
A.D. 597-1066. With a Preface by 


ihe Bishop of Gibraltar, With Maps and 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. as. 6d, mez. 
Sime (J.). See Little Books on Art. 
Simonson (G. A.) FRANCESCO 
GUARDI. With 4: Plates. Jmgerial 
4to. 43, as. net. 
Sketchiey (R. E. D.). See Little Books on 


en (H. P, K.) See Little Books on 


Douglas SICILY: The N 
Sladen ¢ Resort. th over a00 TlnstraGons. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8v0. 5. net. 
*Mfaerolucion M.A. THE EARTH. An 

n action to Physiography. Illustrated. 
7. Boo. as. 


mertivoed (M. G.). See Little Books on 


pure ph 8.) roe I.P.L. 
mith (Adam HE WEALTH OF 
NATION S. ‘edited with an Introduction 
and numerous Notes Epwin Cannan, 
M. Poh wolunces. Deney 8v0. 21s. net. 
orace and James tl 
oa e see Little 


Massns. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE 


“ath A. MA AN 

Es OR Fin KC. Crews 
Mudie)’ * OUGHTS R 

it bi ited by. Feap. 


Nowell ie) Se See W “Boog FO 

Smith John Thomas A BOO® FOR 

INY DAY: Or, ye cdollectl of the 
Reents of the Years 1766-1833 ited 
bday onl ve Il 


Snell’ F. ant A oBOOK OF EXMOOR. 
Illustrated, Cr. 8v0. 6s. 

Snowden (C. E.). A HANDY DIGEST OF 

Sophocles. See Classical Translations. 

Sornet (L. A.). See Junior School Books. 

co CG. Wilton), M.A. See Junior School 


Southey (R.). sg oereny SEAMEN. 
Edited by Davip Hannay. 

Vol. 1. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, 

Desks, Coreen) Second Edition. Cr. 


Ooh. It. i ichard Hawkins, ilchiaa 
Essex, and Raleigh Tike 8vo. 65. 
See also Standar 


Speers te H.), M.A. ge School Examina- 

tion Series. 

Spicer (A. DD.) THE PAPER TRADE. 
With Maps and Diagrams. Demy 8vo. 
125. 6d. net, 

Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of 


pasha 
verry, de cambe). THE GUILDS OF 
RENCE. Ilustrated, Second Edition. 
opal 8vo. 16s. net. 
Stanbridge (J. W.), B.D. See Library of 
Devotion. 
‘Stanclitfe.. GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S. 
Second Edition. Feap. 8vo. 18 
Stead (W. J.). See D. Gallaher. 
Stedman (A. M. M.), M.A. 
INITIALATINA: Easy Lessons on Elemen- 
my agus Tenth Edition. Feap. 


riRst LATIN Sens: Tenth Edi- 


FIRST LATIN READRR. With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
poay bulary. Seventh Ed. revised. 18:0. 


s. 6d, 
EASY SELECTIONS FROM CASAR 
io Helvetian War, Third Edition. 


EASY Y SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. The 
Kings of Rome. 180. Third Edition 


7s &. e 
EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
aan Neola Eleventh Ed. Frag. 


EXEMPLA” LATINA, 
in Latin Accidence. With 
Third Edition. Cr.800. 1. 


First Exercises 


Vocabulary. 


ered are ; » 

: : 

i . e 
Pi-y * 


WaSY' LATIN EXER ON THE 
payee ak 
Vocabulary. leventh and C. ion 

thwritten, yy - xs. Original 


dition. 
THE ais and,  Suroonh 2 SENTENCE: 
ae ee an Second Edition. 

*. Soe. With Vocabulary. 2S. 

NOTANDA QUAED AM: Miscellaneous 
on Common Bute and 
ms Fifth Edition, a Bvo. 
= 6d. With Vocabulary. 2s fey, 2s 


LATIN. VOCABULARIES FOR REPE- 
TITION : Arranged according to Subjects. 
Fourteenth Edition. Feap. 8vo. 1s. 6d. 

A So e ee TiN IDIOMS. 


stErs 10 10 G1 O'GREEK. Third Edition, ve- 
A SHORTER ok GREEK PRIMER. Second 


E 

EASY GREEK. PASSAGES ‘FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Fourth Edition, re- 
wised. Frap. Sve. 13. 6. 

GREEK V BULARIES FOR’ RE. 
EE ok Arranged perotding oe 
Jett. * ourth Ed ition. Fcap. 

GREEK TESTAMENT S&S LECTION. 
For the use of ools. With Introduc- 
se Notes, ane Vocabulary. Fourth 

dition Fcap. as. 6a, 

stErs PS TO F ENCH” Eighth Edition. 

ikst ST FRENCH LESSONS. Eighth Edi. 

¥. OFI0 $. 

EASY’ FRENCH PASSAGES FOR UN. 
cern tera See nO Sizrth Edi- 


‘on, revised. were 15. 6d. 
EASY’ FRENCH E ERCISES ON ELE- 
MENTARY SYNTAX. _ With Vocabu- 
lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. as, 64. 


Key. 35. set. 

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION: Arranged according to Sub- 
jects. Zhirteenth Edition. Fras, Bu. Is. 

also School aaa ak eries. 


q Iie tt F.CS. THE 
se or et TENCE. Wit 


h x 
Tiecataae: OL ed Rdition Cr. 8vo, os Gal 
See also Schoo) Examination Series. 

Ss ppenere (C.), of the bara oe cols e, 
and Suddards (F.) o e 

veins College, Leeds. GRAM EN- 
TAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Illustrated. Demy 8ve. Third Edition, 


9s. 6d. 
Stappensea J.) M.A. THE CHIEF 
pens OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Cr. 8v0. a 
Sterne (Laurence). Little Li 
W.). M.A. ANNALS OF TON 
COLLEGE. Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 73. 6d. 
Katherine Pe 


( hg aN 
WATER. Second metry 

HE eRe “OF 

ROBERT LO st STEVENSON TO 


(GENERAL LrreRarur®™ 


1 ! Soe 
ae ois 


HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
” Selected and Edited by Sionzy Corvin, 
Tatrd Edition. Cr 8ve. sas. : 
Lusrary Evrtrion. JD See, avels, 9 net. 
A. Colonial Edition is also publi 
VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
roa} —— oe Sixth 
A Colonial Hatton iealeop is also " biehed. 
THE pie®. OF R. L. STEVENSON. 


G. Sale fou 

Steven “(M. 1.) FROM SARANAC 
TO THE ARQUESAS. Being Letters 
written by Mrs. I. SteVENSON during 
1887-8. Cr, 800. 6s. net. 

LETTERS FROM SAMOA rBgr-95. Edited 
and arranged by M. C. Batrour. With 
oe , nee Second Edition Cr. 
v0, 

Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio- 


graphies, 
Stokes Le G.), B.A. HOURS WITH 
IS. From the translation of Str 

7 pene and P. A. Morrreux. With 
= porta in Photogravure. Cr. 8v0. 38. 6c. 


Stone (S. J. POEMS AND HYMNS. 
With a Memoir by F. G. ELterron, 
M.A. With rons ear Bvo. 65. 


Storr (Vernon F.), M.A., Lecturer in 
= P ilosoph Sead f Religion’ in Cambridge 
University ; Examining Chaplain to the 


Archbishop of Canterbury; formerly Fellow 
of University College, Oxford. DEVELOP. 
PEENT s Aa DIVINE PURPOSE (Cr. 


0. 
Straker( RO. ” See Books on Business. 
See Churchman’s 


he a (A. W.), D.D. 
oh t tale Ae ar MODERN MUSIC 
AND NS. With 24 Mlustra- 
eons; Selene. Ratton. Demy 8ve. 75. 6a. 
Stroud (H. -) D.Sc, M.A. PRACTICAL 


PHY — we many Diagrams. Second 

Ead:tion. 

ete re eeph aie SPORTS AND 
ASTIM THE PEOPLE OF 


ENGLAND. Illustrated by many Engrav- 
ane spies oe J. CUAELES Cox, LL.D D., 


Stuart (Capt, :. Donald). th E STRUGGLE 
FOR PERSIA WithaMap. Cr. 8wo. 6s. 
Sturch (P.)., Staff Instructor to the Surre 
County Council. MANUAL TRAININ 
DRAWING (WOODWORK). Its Prin- 
ciples and Application, with Solutions to 
Examination Questions, 1892-1905, Ortho- 
graphic, Isometric and Oblique Projection, 
ith 5° Plates and 140 Figures. oodscap. 


Suddards (F.) SeeC. ae henson. 


R. Ss. 2 Sea I 
Symes (J. E.), M.A. THE FRENCH 
_ UTION. Second Edition. Cr. two, 


s -M.), M.A., M.D. A 
yaipson(B M.) See Ancient 


Tee's 
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\ 


wee e MODURN AB TARY SSINIA. 


. and a Portrait. Demy 8ve. 
£ oe ing 
ey lonal Raision Je also published. 


"PorMs. wor Witt ME 


SHAK 
Introduction and 


Neves, gy ly lh *” puchram, gilt top. 


Mexssxs. Mernven’s CATALOGUE 


_ Eeigt ent Soon Epi Cr om. 


te COMPL re 
Sater. W238 Warafong 
ee Dem Ley 
A Seaton Edition is despa published. 


Ov OF THE Rt ROAD! Aa 
“aon o of the Motor ee 


THE AMERICA 
Young. (T. M, Seudy 


Wyn &. and pranes (G. -» THE LAND DUSTRY: : A 
BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being Work and Workers. Cr. 800 ‘oth ea : 
a Description of agg PA — 40 paper nares, 15. 6d. 
Illustrations. Cr. 8ve. 92s. 6d. ne Zimmern (Antonia WHAT DO WE 
Yeats Wg B.). <A BOOK or ouee KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRI- 
VERSE. Selected from Modern Writers. CITY? Feag. Bue. x8. 6d. net. 
2 
Ancient Cities 
General Editor, B. C. A. WINDLE, D.Sc., F.R.S, 
Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. net. 


Cnesrex. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc. F.R.S. 
Illustrated by E. H. New. 

SHREWSBURY, 
Illustrated. 

CanTERBURY. af C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. 


By T. Auden, M.A., F.S.A. ee ey, 
ew. 


Lincotn. By E. io § M.A. 
M.D. Ilustrated b H New. ac, : 7 
Howe 


bene AOS A. O. Fitzpatrick, Tlustrated 


Illustrated. by W. C. Green. 
EpinsurcH. B G, Williamson, M.A. 
Illustrated by ates Railton. 
The Antiquary’s Books 


General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A. 


Demy 8vo. 


EncusH Monastic Lirs, By the Right 
Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S.B. Illustrated. 
Third Edition. 

Remains OF THE PrenisToric AGE IN 
Enctann. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., 
F R.S,. With numerous I}lustrations and 

ans, 

Oxup Service Books or THE ENGLISH 
Cuurcu. By eldear | the Wordsworth, 
M.A., and Henry Littlehales, With 
Coloured and earl Illustrations. 

Certric Art. By J. Romilly Allen, F.S.A. 
With numerous I her re and Plans 

ARCHAOLOGY AND FALsE Ay cioprrike 
By R. Munro, LL.D. Illustrated. 

Snrings or British Saints. By J.C. Wall. 
With numerous Illustrations and P 


75. 6d. net. 


Tus Roya, Forests oF ENGLAND. By J 
C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. Illustrated. 

Tuz MANoR AND ManorraL Recorps. 
By Nathaniel J. Hone. Illustrated. 

EncutsH Seats. By J. Harvey Bloom. 
Illustrated. 

Tue Domzspay Inqugst. By Adolphus 
Ballard, B.A., LL.B. With a7 Illustrations. 

Tue Brasszs OF ENGLAND. By Herbert 

. Macklin, M.A. With many Ilustrations. 
Second Edition. 

Parish Lire In Mepiratvart ENGLAND. By 
the Right Rev. Abbott Gasquet, O.S.B, 
With many Illustrations hag rt a 

Tue Betts or ENGLAND. BY Canon J. J 
Raven, D.D., F.S.A. With Illustrations. 
Second Edition. 


The Arden Shakespeare 


Demy 8voe. 


2s. 6a. net each volume. 


General Editor, W. J. CRAIG. 


An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction, Textual 
Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page. 


Hamuietr. Edited by Edward Dowden. 
OnE AND JuLreT. Edited by Edward 
owden. 





Kine Lear. Edited by W. J 
ULIUS CAESAR. iaied 
HE Temrzst. Edited by 


S50 weceitian, 


oreton Luce. 
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Edifed by H. C. Hart. 
Trros Astonouscon.” Bale by 1. B. Bal 


Crusecuce. Edited by Edward Dowden. 
Tue Merny Wives or Winvsor. Edited by 


8B. @ Hart. 
A Mianboonns Nicur’s Dezax. Edited by 


King Henny V. Edited by H. A. Evans. 
Avt's Wai Tuat Enns Wei. Edited by 
 O. Brigstocke. 


Taminc or THe Sxurew. Edited by 
Warwick Bond. 


a 

Tue Mascnawr or Vaewcs. Edited by 
C. Knox Pooler. 

Trormus anp Cressipa. Edited by K. 


Deighton. } 
Antony anp CreopaTra. Edited by R. H. 
Love's Lasour’s Lost: Edited by H. C. 
Hart. 


THe Two Gentixman or Verona. R, 


Warwick Bond. 
Pericies. Edited by K. hton, 
Tue Comepy or Errors. ted by H. 


Tron or ArHEns. Edited by K. Deighton. g Z 
URE FoR Measure. ited by H. C. | Kinc Ricwarp un Edited by A. H. 
Hart. Thompson, 
Twists Nicut. Edited by Moreton Luce. | Kina Joun. Edited by Ivor B. John. 
The Boginner’s Books 


Edited by W. WILLIAMSON, B.A. 


Rasy Frexcn Ruymers. oy Henri Blouet. 


Second Edition. Illustrated. Frag. v0. 15. 


Easy Stontss rromM ENGLISH History. By 
EH. M. Wilmot-Buxton, Author of ‘Makers 
of Europe.’ Zhird Edition. Cr.8v0. 18. 


Easy Exexcises 1x Artrumetic, Arranged 
by W. S. Beard. Second Edition. Fea. 


Books on Busin 
2s. 6d. net. 


Cr. 80. 


Ports AND Docks. By Douglas Owen. 

Raitways. By E. R. McDermott. 

Tux Stoce Excuance. By Chas. Duguid. 
Second Edition. 

Tre Busingss or Insurance. By A. J. 
Wilson. 

Tue Execrrica, Inpustry: LiGutTine, 
ween AND Power. By A. G. Whyte, 

Ce. 
Tue Surppuitpinc Inpustrrvy: Its Hi z 
ience, Practice, and Finance. By David 

Pollock, M.I.N.A. 

Tur Money Marker. By F. Straker. 

Tue Business Sipe oF AGRICULTURE. By 
A. G. L. Rogeg, M.A. 

Law 1n Busingss. By H. A. Wilson. 

Tue Brewine Invustrry. By Julian L. 


, | F. I § 


8v0, Without Answers, xs. With Answers. 
1s. 3 
Easy Dicration AND SpELtinc. By W. 
Williamson, B.A. /i/th Ed. Feag. 8v0. 15. 
An Easy Portry Boox. Selec and 
arranged by W. Williamson, B.A., Author 
Bs Pr Passages.’ Second Edition. 
we 00. zs. 


Tue Avtomozite Inpustry. By G. de H. 
Stone. 


avast AND Mininc Investments, By 

oll. 

Tue Business or ADVERTISING. By Clarence 
G. Moran, Barrister-at-Law. Illustrated. 

Trapve Unions, By G. Drage. 

Civi. ENGINEERING. By T, Claxton Fidler, 
M.Inst. C.E. Illustrated. 

Tue Iron Trapve or Great Brirain. By 
J. Stephen Jeans. Illustrated. 

Monopro.igs, Trusts, AND KaRrTELys. By 
F. W. Hirst. 

Tue Corron Inpnustry AND Trapr. By 
Prof. S, J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty 
of Commerce in the University of Man- 
chester. Illustrated. 


Byzantine Texts 
Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A., Litt.D. 
A series of texts of Byzantine Historians, edited by English and foreign scholars. 
ZACHARIAH OF MityLteneE. Translated by F. | Tux History or Psexrius. Edited by G 


J. Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Brooks. 


Damy Sve. 128. Gd. net. 


Sathas. Demy 8vo. 
Ectuesis CHronica. 
Lambros. Demy 8ve. 74. 


rss, wet, 
Edited by Professor 
6d, net. 


Evacrws. Edited by Léon Parmentier and |} Tue Curonicteor Morea. Edited by John 


M. Bidez. Denty 800. 108. 6d. met. 


Schmits. Demy 155. 6b, 
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Messxs. Merivrn’s CATALOGUE 


_ fhe Ohurchman’s Bible 
General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E, 


Frap. 8vo, 


1s. 6d. net each, 


A series of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service P the 
general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text. 

Each Book {s provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, in which is 
stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com- 


position of the Book,and any other 


iculars that may help to elucidate its meaning 


asawhole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre- 


sponding as far as 
ranslation of the 


ssible with the divisions of the 
uthorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are 


Church Lectionary. ‘The 


deemed necessary being placed in footnotes. 


Tue Eristie or St. Pav. THE APostLe To 
THE GALATIANS. Edited by A. W. Robin- 
son, M.A. Second Edttion. 


Ecc.esiasTes. Edited by A. W. Streane, 


Tue Eristie or St. PAut THE APOSTLE TO 
THE PHILIPPIANS. Edited by C. R. D. 
Biggs, D.D. Second Edition. 


Tus Eristte or St. James. Edited by 
H. W. Fulford M.A. 


Isatan. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D. Tove 
Volumes. With Map. as. net each. 

Tue Eristie or St. Pau, tHe AposT_e TO 
al Epnesians, Edited by G. H. Whitaker, 


Tus Gosren AccorpiInc To St. Marx. 
Edited by J. C. Du Buisson, M.A. 29. 6¢. 


net. 

Sr. Pavut’s Eristires ro rHe CoLossians 
AND PuiLemon. Edited by H. J.C. Knight, 
M.A. 28. et. 


The Ohurchman’s Library 
General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E, 


Crown 8vo. 


Tre Becinnincs OF ENGLISH CHRISTIANITY. 
By W. E. Collins, M.A. With Map. 


Tue Kincpom or HEAVEN HERE AND HeEre- 
AFTER. BY Canon Winterbotham, M.A., 
B. Sc., LL. oe 

THe WorRKMANSHIP OF THE PRaveR Book: 
Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. 
Dawden,D.D. Second Edition. 


EVOLUTION, By F. B. J evons, M.A, Litt. D. 


35. 6d. each. 


Some New Testament Prostzms. By 
Arthur Wright, D.D. 6s. 


Tue CHuRCHMAN’sS INTRODUCTION TO THE 
Oxtp TesTaMENT. By A. M. Mackay, B.A. 


Tue Cuurcu or Curist. By E. T. Green, 
M.A. 6s. 


Comparative THeEo.ocy. By J. A. Mac- 
Culloch. 6s. 


Classical Translations 
Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A,, Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford, 
Crown 8vo. ¢ 


A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished by literary 
excellence as well as by scholarly aceuracy. 


fEscuyi.us—Agamemnon Choephoroe, Eu- 
menides. Translated by Lewis Campbell, 


LL.D. ss. 

Ciczro—De Oratore I. Translated by E. N. 
P. Moor, M.A. 35. 64. 

Circero—Select Orations 
Mureno, id 11., in Catilinam). ‘Trans- 
lated by H. E. D. Blakiston, M.A. _ 5s. 
F. Brooks, M.A. 6d. - Bd 

e e . gf. 
Ciczro—De Officiis. Translated 
MLA. as. 6d. 


o Milone, Pro 


lated b 
by G. B. ee See Or Jeane 


Horace—The Odes and Epodes. Translated 
by A. D. Godley, M.A. as. 

Luctan—Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, Icaro-Me- 
nippus, The Cock, The Ship, The Parasite, 
The Lover of Falsehood) Translated by S. 
T. Irwin, M.A. 38. 6d. 

SorHoc_Les—Electra and Ajax. Translated by 
E. D. A.M » M.A. as. 6a. 

Tacitus—Agricola and Germania. Trans- 

ted by R. B. Townshend. as. 64. 

Translated by 


G. Owen. as. 6d, 


GENERAL LITERATURE =< 


Olassics of Art 
Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING 


Aunt oF THE Greexs. By H. B. Walters. 
xza Plates and 18 Illustrations in the 
Teq Wide Royal Sve. i2s. 6d. net. 


Verazougzs. B 


A. de Beruete. With 
Plates. Wide Royal Gwe. sos. Gad. met, ” 


Commercial Series 
Edited by H. pz B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A. 
Crown 8vo. 


Commenctan, EpucaTion 1n THEORY AND 

Practice. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. 55. 

An introduction to Methuen’s Commercial 
Series treating the question of Commercial 
Education fully from both the point of view 
of the teacher and of the parent. 

Barris Commence AND COLONIES FROM 
Euizapetu TO Victoria. By H. de B. 
Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Third Edition. 2s. 

Commercial EXAMINATION Papers. By H. 
de B, Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. xs. 6d. 

Tux Economics or Commerce, By H. de 
B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Second Edition. 


xs. ° 

A German Commercrac Reaper. ByS. E. 

_ Bally. With Vocabulary. as. 

A CoMMERCIAL GEOGRAPHY OF THE BRITISH 
Empirs. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Sixth 
Edition. 28. 

A Commerciat GroGRAPHY OF FOREIGN 
Nations. By F.C. Boon, B.A. as, 


A Primer or Businuss. By S. Jackaon, 
M.A. Third Adition. x8. 6, J 

COMMERCIAL ARITHMETIC. By F.G. Taylor, 
M.A. Fourth Edition. 15. 6d. 

FrencH ComMMgRcIAL CORRESPONDENCE. By 
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third 
Fadttion. 28. 

GERMAN CoMMERCIAL CORRESPONDENCE. By 

. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Second 
Edition. as. 6d. 

A Frencu Commercitar Reaver. By S. E, 
Bally. With Vocabulary. Second Edition, as. 

Precis WriTine AND Orrice CorRrxgsPrponp- 
ence. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Second 
Edition. as. 

A Guripe To Proressions AND Business. 
By H. Jones. 15. 6d, 

Tue PRINCIPLES OF BOOK-KEEPING BY DOUBLE 
Entry. By J. E. B. M‘Allen, M.A. as. 
CommerciaL Law. By W. Douglas Edwards. 

Second Edition. as. 


The Oonnoisseur’s Library 


Wide Royal 8vo. 


25s. tte 


A sumptuous series of 20 books on art, written by experts for collectors, superbly 


illustrated in 
duly treated. The first volumes are— 


Mezzorints. By Cyril Davenport. With 40 
Plates in Photogravure. 


Porcerain. By Edward Dillon. With 19 

Plates in Colour, 20 in Collotype, and 5 in 
hotogravure. : 

Miniatures. By Dudley Heath. With 9 


Plates in Colour, 15 in Collotype, and rs in 


Photo 
ivonies. By A. A raskell With 80 Plates in 
Collotype and Photogravure. . 
ENc.LisH Furnirure. By F. S. Robinson. 
With r60 Plates in Collo and one in 
Photogravure. Second Edttion. 


photogravure, collotype, and colour. 


e technical side of the art is 


European ENAMELS. By Henry H. Cunyng- 
hame, C.B. With 4 Plates in Collotype 
and Half-tone and 4 Plates in Colour. 


GoLpsMITHS’ AND SILVERSMITHS’ Worx. By 
Nelson Dawson. With many Plates in 
Collotype and a Frontispiece in Photo- 
gravure. Second Edition, 

Encuisx Co.ourep Books. By Martin 
Hardie. With 28 Hlustrations in Colour 
and Collotype. 

Grass. By Edward Dillon. With 37 Illus 
trations in Collotype and 12 in Colour. 


The Library of Devotion 


With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes. 
Small Pott 8vo, cloth, 2s. ; leather, 2s, 6d. net, 
Conrxssions or St. Aucusting. Edited | Tux Imirarion or Curist. Edited by C. 


by C. Bigg, D.D. Sixth Edition. 
THe CueustTian YEAR. 
Lock, D.D. Third Edition. 


Edited by Walter| A Boox or D 


D.D. Fourth Edition. 
evoTIONS. Edited by J. W. 


Stanbridge. B.D. Second Edition. 
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—continued. 
Laas iN aaa ‘Edited by Walter 


A Sxzious Catt ae; 4 Devout anp Hoty 
Lirz, Edited by C. Bigg. D.D. Fourth 


Edition. 

Tux Temrte. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Saond Edition. 

A Guips to Ergrniry. Edited by J. W. 
Stanbridge, B.D. 

Tux Psacms or Daviv. Edited by B. W. 
Randolph, D.D. 

Lyra Arvostoiica. By Cardinal Newman 
and others. Edited By Canon Ses Holland 

‘ and Canon H. C. Beeching, M.A. 

Tus INNER “Way. By J. Tauler. Edited by 
A. W. Hutton, M.A. 

THe Tuonans or PascaLt. Edited by C. 
S. Jerram, 

On THE Love 0 oF OOP B 
Sales. Edited 

A Manuva he 


St. Francis de 
nox-Little, M.A. 


el ee — hg 
Samrs anp Faruers. Edited by J. H 
Burn, B. 

hear Sona or Sones. Edited by B. Blaxland, 


Tue Devorions ov ot Ansgim. Edited by 


C.-C. Ae . Webb, M 

Grace sg bag By Jobn Bunyan. Edited 
by S. C. Freer, M. 

BisHop Wirson's Sacra Privata. Edited 
by A. E. Burn, B.D. 


MESSRS. Maraven’s CataLocun 


Lyra Saces : Book of Sacred Verse. 
Edited by 


Eo moticc. M.A., Canon of 
reat Poa 


A Day Boox zoe — coli i a Faruens. 
Edited by J. 

de ee, fy Saucdisa ae 
English Mystics. ib Sans Cc. 

lane Lirg, and ao A Selection ons e 

German Mystics. Edi -R. Inge, M.A» 

Peig pene Lerkonbcrion To THe Devour Lire. 
By St. Francis de Sales. Translated and 
Edited by T. Barns, M.A, 

MANCHESTER AL Monpo: a Con lation 
of Death and Immortality. By enry 
Montagu, Earl of Manchester. ith an 
Introduction by. Elizabeth Waterhouse, 
Editor of ‘A Little Book of Lifeand Death. 

Tue Lirrte Flowers or tHE GLorious 
Messer St. FRANCIS AND ug A og 


FRIARs8. Bt sad into English by 
wood. With an Introduction rE ‘ 
Ferrers Howell. 


Tue Spirituat Gurpe, which Disentan pe 
the Soul and brin a) faa it py arch snwars 
to the Fruition o 
and the Rich eae reat of pane 
Written by Dr. Michael de Molinos, Priest. 
Translated from the Italian copy, printed at 
Venice, 1685. Edited with an ntroduction 
a ees Lyttelton. With a Preface by 
non Scott Holland. 


lation, 


The Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books 


Ftap 8vo. 


35. 6d. net cach volume. 


A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 


general literature. 
without introduction or notes. 


These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions 
The Illustrations are chiefly in colour. 


COLOURED BOOKS 


Op CoLourgp Booxs. By George Paston. 
With 16 Coloured Plates. caf. 8vo. as. net. 
bape Lire AnD Deatu or Joun Mytton, Esa. 
Nimrod. With x8 Coloured Plates b 
enry Alken and T. J. Rawlins. /Fourt 


Edition. 

Tus Lire or A Sportsman. By Nimrod. 
With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Alken. 

Hanop.ey Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With 

t7 Coloured Plates and zreo Woodcuts in the 

ext by John Leech. Second Edition. 

Mr. Sponcs’s Sporrinc Tour. By R. S. 
Surtees. With x 4 etna Plates and go 
Woodcuts in the Text by John 

Jorrocxs’ aunts AND haa Ltrs By R. Ss. 
Surtees. Coloured Plates by H. 
Alken Second 2 ition. 

This volume is reprinted from the ex- 
tremely rare and costly edition of 1843, which 
contains Alken’s very fine illustrations 
instead of the usual ones by Phiz. 

Asx Manuma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 
Coloured Plates and 7o Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. 


Tue ANALYSIS OF THE HUNTING Fietp. By 
. Surtees. With f, Coloured Plates b 
Henry Alken, and 43 Lilustrations on W: 

Tue Tour or Dr. SYNTAX IN SEARCH OF 
THE PicturEsqur. By William Combe. 
With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

Tue Tour or Doctor oe In SEARCH 
or CoNsoLaTion. By, William Combe. 
With 24 Coloured Plates By T. Rowlandson. 

Tue Tuirp Tour or Doctor Syntax In 
SEARCH OF A Wirz. By William Combe. 
With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

Tue History or JOHNNY Ou“e Genus: the 
ae Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax. 

By the Author of The Three Tours.’ With 
24 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson. 

Tue Encuisn Dance or Deatn, from the 
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 
Illustrations by the Author of ‘Doctor 
Syntax.’ Teo Volsmes. 

This book contains 76 Coloured Plates, 

Tug Dance or Lire: A Poem. By the Author 

‘Doctor Syntax.’ Illustrated with 26 
Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson. 
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Tuz.ustratep Pocxer Lismary or Paix anp Cotourzp Booxs—centinued. 


Liss x Loundh: 
Scenes of Amy, Hawthorn, 

i. Bs reat Ma With numerous 

on Wood. 

Reat Zire in Lonpon: or, the Rambles 

and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Eaq., and 

The Hon. Tom Dashall, By an 

Amateur (Pierce E. With 3: Coloured 

Plates by Alken and Rowlandson, etc. 

Two Volumes. 


Tus Lirz or an Actor. By Pierce Egan. 
With 97 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane, 
and several Designs on Wood. 

Tue Vicak or WaKEFIELD. By Oliver Gold- 
smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Row- 
landson, 

Tue Miutrary Apventures or JOHNNY 
Newcoms. By an Officer. With rs Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowlandson. 

Tue Nationa Sports or Great Britain. 
With Descriptions and 51 Coloured Plates 
by Henry Alken. 

This book is completely different from the 
large folio edition of ‘National Sports’ by 
the same artist, and none of the plates are 
similar. 


y 


PLAIN 


Inw Grave: A Poem. By Robert Blair. 
Illustrated by 12 Etchings executed by Louis 
hiavonetti from the original Inventions of 
William Blake. With an ra pt Title Page 
and a Portrait of Blake by [. Phillips, R. 
The illustrations are reproduced in photo- 
gravure. 
ILLUSTRATIONS OF THE Book or Jos. In- 
vented and engraved by William Blake. 
These famous Illustrations— 2x in number 
—are reproduced A ora eet 
#Esor’s FAasizs. ith 380 Woodcuts by 
Thomas Bewick. 
Winpsor Castce. By W. Harrison Ainsworth. 


x.) 
of, the Day and Night ; Tae Apventurzs or a Post Carram. 
wehern, Eea., and ‘his Diane 


A Naval Officer. With 24 Coloured 
by Mr. Williams. 


Gamonta : or, the Art of Pr Game} 
_andan Improved Method of Planta. 
tions and Covers, explained ustrated 


Lawrence Rawstorne . With x 
Be Ren wine 4 


An Acapemy For Grown Horsemen: Cons 
taining the completest Instructions for 
Walking, Trotting, Can , Galloping, 
Stumbling, and Tumbling. Illustrated wit 
4 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 

ortrait of the Author. By Cy 
Gambado, Esg. 


Rea Lire in Ingranp, or, the Day and 
Night Scenes of Brian Boru, »» atid his 
Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn O’ erty. 
By a Real Paddy. With x9 Coloured Plates 
by Heath, Marks, etc. 


Tue ADVENTURES OF JOHNNY NEWCOME IN 
THE Navy. By Alfred Burton. With 16 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson. : 


Tue Orv Encuisn Squire: A Poem. B 
Jobn Careless, Esq. With 20 Colou 
lates after the style of T. Rowlandson. 


BOOKS 


Tue Tower or Lonpon. By W. ned eer 
Ainsworth. With 40 Plates and 58 W ts 
in the Text by George Cruikshank. a 

Frank Fair_ecu. By F, E. Smedley. With 
30 Plates by George Cruikshank. : 

Hanpy Anpy. By Samuel Lover. With 24 
Illustrations by the Author. 

Tue Compceat ANGLER. By Izaak Walton 
and Charles Cotton. With14 Plates and 77 
Woodcuts in the Text. ; 

This volume is chy hare from the beauti- 
ful edition of John Major of Nn ; 

THE Pickwick Pavers. By Charles Dickens. 
With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and 


With 22 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text Phiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Con- 
by George Cruikshank. temporary Onwhyn Plates, 
e 
Junior Examination Series 


Edited by A, M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Fea. 80. 


IS. 


Junior Frencn Examination Papers. By| Junior Grezk EXAMINATION Papers. By T. 


F. Jacob, M.A. Second Adition. 


C. Weatherhead, M.A. 


Junior Latin Examination Parers. ByC.| Junion General INFORMATION EXAMINA. 


G. Botting, B.A. Fourth Edition. 


Junior Enciish Examination Papzrs. By| 4 


. Williamson, B.A. 
Junion ARITHMETIC 
By W. §. Beard. Fourth Edition, 


TION Pargers. By W. S. Beard. 
KEY TO THE ABOVE. 34. 6d. net. 


EXAMINATION Papers. | J eas GEOGRAPHY. EXAMINATION PAPERS. 
y 


ry . 


Junior ALcusra Examination Parsrs. ‘By| Junior German Examination Papers. By 


W. Finn, 


A. Voegelin, M.A, 


os 
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| aero CATALOGUE 


fas Edited by O. D. INSKIP, LL. D,, and W. WILLIAMSON, B.A. 


A SAW x or Dicration Passaces. By ELawanrany Exrrni 


Ww. W B.A, Thirteenth Edition. 
Cr, 800. 28. 6d, 


Tux Gosra, Accoxpinc To St. MATTHEW. 
Edited by 3B. Wilton South, M.A. With 


adn reson pts 7. 8U0. 18. 6d. 
RDINGTOST. Mark. Edited 
Beli vader duane With Three Maps. 


7. Bee. 
A ee oe Grammar. By W, William. 
hihapash pape for parsing 
“aotana anon oe y Writing. 
7. 


A fev Gurion, By E. f A. Tyler, B.A., 
.C.S._ With 78 Illustrations. Feurth Edi- 
tion. Cr. Boo. 2s. 6. 
He Acts or THE AposTLEs. Edited by 
A. E. Rubie, D.D. Cr. 8ve. as, 
A Junior Frencn Grammar. By L. A 


MENTAL L Semmes, Pave 
gics by W. T. Clough, A.R.C.S. Cnemisrry 
by A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 2 es and 
154 Fifth Edition. v7. Bee. 


A UNIOR GEOMETRY. By Noel 8. Lydon. 
heey 276 Diagrams. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
iO. 23, 

ELEMENTARY Experiment. 
By A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc, With 
209) Diagrams. Second tion. Cr. 

2s. 

a’ JUNIOR Frencn_ Prose. By R. RN. 
n, M.A. Second Edition. Cr.8v0. 2s. 
Tue Gosrg. Accorpinc To St. Luxe, With 


CurmtisTry. 
Pilates and 


an Introduction Notes by 
JV illdamsce, B.A. With Three Maps. Cr. 
VO. 2s. 


Tue First Boox or Kincs, Edited by 


ornet and M. J. Acatos, Second Edition.| A. E. Rusiz, D.D. With Maps. : Cr. 8e0 
Cr. 80. 28, 2s. 
Leaders of Religion 
Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster. With Portraits. 
Cr. 8v0. 25. net, 
Carpirnat Newman. By R. H. Hutton. Witiram Laup. By W. H. Hutton, M.A. 
oun Wasiery. By J. Hy. Overton, M.A. Third Edition. 
By G. W. Daniell, 


1sHOP WILBERFORCE. 
M.A. 


oun Hows. ByR. F. 


Tons Knox. ByF. are Second Edition. 


apetae D. Pia 


tpt MANNING. Oe . W. Hutton, M.A.| Bishop KEn. By F. A. Clarke, M 
CHarces SIMEON. G. ent D.D. — Fede Bor HE ihrer By T. Hodgkin, 
trad 1207 


sour Kesuie. By Writes Lock 
HOMAS CHALMERS, By Mrs. Oliphant. 


OHN pee By Augustus Jeasopp, D. D. 
i By A. j Mane DD. 


LaNcCRLoT ANDREWES. By R. Ottley, | Tuomas CRANMER. 
DD. Second Edition. ' Bishop LATIMER. ByR . Carlyle and A. 
Avucusting of Cantgersury. By E. L. J. Carlyle, M.A. 
Cutts, D.D. Bisnop Butter. By W. A. Spooner, M.A. 
Little Books on Art 
With many Illustrations. Demy i6mo. 25. 6d. me: 


A series of monographs in miniature, containin 


the coamplete outline of the 


subject under treatment and rejecting minute details, These books are produced 


wi 


the greatest care. Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 


40 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogravure. 


Gaezx Art. H. B. Walters. Third Edition. 
KpLatTgs. E. 

Reynoips. J. Sime. liga Edition. 

Romney. George 

Greuze AND Boucner, liza F, Pollard. 

Vanprcx. M. G. Sma 

TURNER. Tyrrell-Gill. 

Doren. Jeasie ANen. 

Horrner. H. P. K. ton eal 

Horezmn. Mrs. G. Fortescue. 


Warts. R. E. D. Sketchley. 
LEIGHTON. Alice Corkran. 
veces Wilfrid Wilberforce and A. R. 


Corot. Alice Pollard and Ethel Birnstingl. 
Rarnagr, A, R. Dryhurst. 
Miiiet. Netta Peacock. 
ILLumMINATED MSS. J. W. Bradley. 

ist 1x ArT. Mrs. Henry Jenner. 
JEWELLERY. Cyril Davenport. 
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omms, Fortunée de Lisl. Second 
Remsxanvt. Mrs. E. A. Sharp. 
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Cravozt. Edward Dillon, . hee oa. 
Tux Arts or Jaran. Edward Dillon... 
ENAMELS. Nelson Dawson. : 


The Little Galleries 
Demy 16mo0. 23. 6d. net. 


A series of littie books containing examples of the best work of the great painters: 
Each volume contains 90 plates in photogravure, together with a short outline of the 
life and work.of the master to whom the book is devoted. ; 
A Lirtce Gatiery or Reynops. | A Lrrriz Gartery or Miran. 


Le GaLtery or Romney. A Litris GaLLeRy or Ports. 
A Liarrcs Gatiery or Hoprner. sess 


7 The Little Guides , 
With many Illustrations by E. H. NEw and other artists, and from photographs. 
Sntall Pott 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d, set.; leather, 38. 6d. set. 


Mesers, METHUEN are publishing a small series of books under the general title 
of THe LittLe Guipes. The main features of these books are (x) a handy and 
charming form, (2) artistic Illustrations by E. H. New dnd others, (3) good plans 
and maps, (4) an adequate but compact presentation of everything is interest- 
ing in the natural features, history, archeology, and architecture of the town or 


district treated. 


Camaripcz anp iTs Co.uzces. By A. 
Hamilton Thompson. Second Edition. 
RD AND ITs CoLteGes, By J. Wells, 
M.A. Seventh Edition, 
St. Paut’s CATHEDRAL. Py Ges e Clinch. 
Wesrminster Aspry. By G. E. Troutbeck. 


Tue Encuisn Laxss. By F.G. Brabant, M.A. 


Tue Matvern Country. By 8B. C. A. 
Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. 

SHaxxgsreare's Country. By B. C. A. 
Windle, D.Se., F.R.S. Third Hdition. 


BUCKINGHAMSHIRE. By E. S. Roscoe. 
CHESHIRE. By W. M. Gallichan. 





HERTFORDSHIRE, H. W. Tompkins 
F.R.H.S By ania 


Tue Istx or Wicut. By G. Clinch. 

Kent. By G. Clinch. 

Kerry. By C. P. Crane. 

Mrppizsex. By John B. Firth. 

NORTHAMPTONSHIRE. By Wakeling Dry. 

Norro.tk. By W. A. Dutt. 

OxrorpsHtre. By F. G, Brabant, M.A. 

Surroitx. By W. A. Dutt. 

Surrey. By F. A. H. Lambert. 

Sussex. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Second 
Edition. 

Tue East Ripe or Yorxsuire. By J. E. 


orris, 
Tue Nortx Ripinc or Yorkshire. By J. E. 


CornwaALL. A. L. Salmon. 
sak tha by J. Charles Cox, LL.D., Morris. 
Devon. By S. BBring-Gould. Brittany. By S. Baring-Gould. 
Dorser. By Frank . Heath. NoRMANDY. by c. Scudamore, 
Hampsuire. By J. Charles Cox, LL.D., ; Rome a . Ellaby. 
F.S.A. | Sscny. By F. Hamilton Jackson, 
The Little Library 


With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces, 
Small Pott 8vo. Eack Volume, cloth, 1s. 6d. wet ; leather, 25. 6d. net. 


—, ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLE 


K OF. 
Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU- 
DICE. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Two Vols. 





NORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited by EB. V. 


Lucas. 
Bacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS OF LORD 
BACON. Edited by Epwarp Warton. 
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Tus Lrrrie along ga enecgpecte 

Barham ff H. mies INGOLDSBY 
LEGE. DS. J. B. AtzLay. 
Two Valumes. 


A LITTLE BOOK 
OSE. 
THE HISTORY 


or Bor ENGLISH P. 


Beckford 
OF THM CATtrH VATHEK. Edited 
by E. Denison Ross. 
William). SELECTIONS FROM 
me RATE BLAKE. Edited by M. 


PErucix1. _ 
George), LAVENGRO. Edited 
by F. Borrow (deort ROOME. Zo Volumes. 


THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by Joun 


Sampson, 

Brownl tobert). SELECTIONS 
FRO RLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. 
Perea nla et M.A. 

ae GN TESA ). SELECTIONS FROM 
ate ANTI-JACOBIN: with Grorce 
 pepeatia he additional Poems. Edited by 


iershiaty ANDERS. 
Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS of 
AM COWLEY. Edited by H. C. 


co cate 
Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C 
DEANE. 
“— 5, (ire MAN. HALIFAX, 
AN. Ti iats by ANNE 
Moe 


Crashaw evilaty ere ron 
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW 
Edited by Epwarp Hutton. 


bs yey ghierl) THE INFERNO OF 

KE. Translated by H. F. Cary. 
Raited by Pacet Toyvnsrz, M.A., D.Litt, 

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans. 
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Pacer 
Tovnser, M.A., D.Litt. 

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. 
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Pacer 
Toynnes, M.A. +) D. Litt. 

Derk Co, )} SELECTIONS FROM 

S OF GEORGE DARLEY. 
tiie by Re A. STREATFEILD, 


vere pe (A. er A LITTLE BOOK OF 


Dickane (Chari) CHRISTMAS BOOKS. 
Two Volumes. 

Ferrier (Susan). MARRIAGE. Edited 
by A. DRICH - FREER and Lorp 
TppesLscn. Zwo Volumes. 

THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes. 

hac hee )» CRANFORD. Edited by 
ucas. Second Edition. 
siawtsaras (Nathaniel). THESCARLET 
LETTER. Edited by Percy Dearmen. 
Henderson PF.) <A LITTLE BOOK 
OF SCOTTISH ERSE. 


Trans- 


Mrssrs.. METHUEN’s CATALOGUE 


Keats (John). POEMS! With an I 
me oy L. Binyor, and eh sn os) 


MASEFIEL 
Kinglake a pedi i tes, Second ‘With an 


ere 
Lamb iarles) LIA, THE 
wer VEGA S OF ErIAS by 


an Gt . LON DON LYRICS. Edited 
pLEY, M.A. A reprint of the 


Longieliow wi i ag reg 
OM. i ONGT LLOW. ed by 


L. M. Farruru... 
Marvell sv row). ‘THE POERMS OF 
de W MARVELL. Edited by E. 


ton (Joh n) THE MINOR POEMS 

ray JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C. 
BrgcuinG, M.A., Canon of Westminster. 

Moir (D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH. Edited 
by T. F. Henperson. 

Nichols (J. B. B.), A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS. 

Rochefoucauld a). THE MAXIMS OF 
LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Translated 

Dean STanHore. LEdited by G. H. 


PowEL.. 
Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED 
ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. Gop.ey, 


rne (Laurence )}. A SENTIMENTAL 

SteOOR EY. rated by H. W. Pau. 

Tenn (Alfred Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY: 


SON. Edited by J. Cuurron Cots, 


In” ‘MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C. 
BrEecuinG, M.A. 

THE PRINCESS, Edited by Evizanetu 
WorDSWORTH. 

MAUD. Edited by ExizaseTH Worpsworrtn. 
Thackeray(W. M.). VANITY FAIR. 
Edited Ga S. Gwynn. Three Volumes. 
PENDE NIS: Edited by S. Gwynn. 

Three Volume 
ESMOND. Edited by S. Gwynn. 
a BOOKS. Edited by S. Gwynn. 
ven han THE POEMS OF 
RY. » edited by Epwarp 


Horie 
Walton Izaak). THE COMPLEAT 
NGLE Edited by J. Bucnan. 
ae waa Mrs. Alfred). A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 
by. Tenth Edition. 


Also on Japanese Paper. Leather. ss. 


net. 
Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM 
DE ah a aa Edited by Nowe. 

. SMITH, 


Wordsworth (W. bleridge S. T.). 
LYRICAL MALL ane oe Ts 


SAMPSON. 
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The Little Quarto Shakespeare 
Edfted by W.J. CRAIG, With Introductions and Notes 


' Pott 16mo. In 40 Volumes. Leather, price ts. net cack volume. 
Makogany Revolving Book Case. 103. net. 


Miniature Library 
Reprints in miniature of a few inte eine Doo which have qualities of 


humanity, devotion, or 


Eupnranor: A Dialogue on Youth, By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the edition pub- 
lished ae . Pickering in 1851. amy 
32me0. ather, 25. et. 

Potonrus: or Wise Saws and Modern In- 
stances. By Edward FitzGerald. From 
the edition published by W. Pickering in 
1852. Demy 32am0. Leather, 28. net. 

Tue RupsdrvAt or Omar Kuayvdm. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the rst edition 
of 3839, Fourth Edition. Leather, 1s. net. 


terary genius. 

Tue Lire or Epwarp, Lorp Hersert or 
Cuersury. Written by himself. From the 
edition printed at Strawberry Hill in the 
year1764. Demy jane. Leather, as. net. 

Tre Visions or Dom Francisco Quevgspo 
Vittecas, Knight of the Order of St. 
James. Made English by R.L. From the 
edition printed for H. Herringman, ' 1668. 

ather. as. set. ; 

Poems. By Dora Greenwell. From the edi- 
tion of 3848. Leather, 23. wet. 


Oxford Biographies 


Fcap. 8v0. 


Dante Aricuieri. By Paget Toynbee, M.A. 
i W viilgerration ‘Second 


D, Litt. ith x2 Illustrations. 
Edition. 

Savonarota. By EF. L. S. Horsburgh, M.A. 
With ra Illustrations. Second Edstion. 

Joun Howarp. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D., 
Bishop of Gloucester. With r2 Illustrations. 

Tennyson. By A. C. Benson, M.A. With 
9 Illustrations. 

Warer RALEIGH. 
12 Illustrations. 


Illustrations. 


Tue YounGc Preranver. By C. S. Terry. 


With x2 Iustrations. 


By LA. Taylor. With 
Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capey. With z2 


Each volume, cloth, 2s. 6d. net; leather, 35. 6d. net. 


Rosert Burns. By T. F. Henderson. 
With x2 Illustrations. 

Cuatuam. By A. S. M‘Dowall. With 12 
Illustrations. 

Sr. Francis or Assist. By Anna M. Stod- 
dart. With 16 Illustrations. 

Canninc. By W. Alison Phillips. With 1a 
Illustrations. 

BgaconsFigip. By Walter Sichel. With ra 
Tilustrations. 

Gortue. By H. G. Atkins. With x2 Hlus- ' 

trations. 


School Examination Series 


Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Cr. 800. 


French Exammnagion Parers. By A. M. 
M. Stedman, M.A. Fourteenth Edition. 

A_ Keay, issued to Tutors and Private 

Students only to be had on application 

to the Publishers. fifth Zdition. 

Crown 8vo. 6s. net. 

Latin EXAMINATION Papers. By A. M. M. 
» M. Thirteenth Edition. 

nee (Sixth Edition) issued as above. 
net. 


Greex Examination Parars. By A. M. M. 
Stedman, M.A. Ninth Eattion. 
rh een Seen ) issued as above. 
. met, 
Garman Examinarion Parzrs. By R. J. 
Morich, Sisth Edition. 


FgEneLton. By Viscount St Cyres. With 
12 Iustrations. 
as. 6d, 
Key (Third Edition) issued as above 


6s. net, 


History AND GgrocrarHy EXAMINATION 
oben By C. H. Spence, M.A. TZhird 
tion. 


Puysics EXAMINATION PAPEeRs. 
Steel, M.A,, F.C.S. 


GENERAL KNOWLEDGE EXAMINATION 
Parers. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. 
Sixth Edition. 

Ker (Fourth Edttion) issued as above. 
ys. net, 


EXAMINATION Papers 1n Encrisn History. 
By J. Tait Plowden-Wardiaw, BA. | 


By R. E. 


‘ 
‘ 
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2, ’ 


v Warwicksure, 
Sc, F.R.S. y 
‘or Somerset. 
Second Edition. 
Isroxy or LANCASHIRE. by 


A Scenoon "ORY 
Soro ror 

A Scuoor Hustrony 
Walter 


A Scr 
W. z. 


4 


Poxtbooks of Science 


Messrs, Meruven's CATALOGUE 


>, dldustrated. Crows 8n0, 
By ; AScmoo. History or Surrzsy. By H. E. 
_ Malden, M.A. : 


6s 


ts. 6d. 


A Scuoo. Hisrory or Mipp 


) By V. 
G. Plarr and F. W. Walton. 


Ul tate 


‘Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M.A., B.Sc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A. 


Practica, MecHanics. By Sidney H. Wells. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. 800. 38. 6a. 
Practica, Cuemistry. Part 1 By W. 
. French, M.A. Cr. See. Fourth Edition. 

ts. 6d. Part 1. By W. French, M.A., and 

T. H. Boardman, M.A. Cw. 8vo. 18. 
TECHNICAL ARITHMETIC AND GEOMETRY. 

By Pe T. Millis, M.IL.M.E. Cr. 8vo. 


38. 6d.. 
Examrpius in Pnysics. By C. E. Jackson, 
‘ Cr. 8v0. as. 6d. 
Prant Lire, Studies in Garden and School. 
By Horace F. Jones, F.C.S. With 320 
Diagrams. Cr. Svo. 35. 6d. 


Tus Comritets Scnoo. Cuzmistry. By F. 
Obes, B.A. With 126 Illustrations. 
7. Sd. 


Aw Orcanic CHEMISTRY FOR SCHOOLS AND 
TecunicaLInstirutTss. By A. E. Dunstan, 
nee (Lond.), F.C.S.  Hilustrated. 

7. OVO. 


ELEMENTARY Science FOR Puri, TEACHERS. 
Puysics Sgcrion. By W. T. Clough, 
A.R.C.S. (Lond.), F.C.S. | Cuamistry 
Section. ByA. E. panes, B.Sc. (Lond.), 
Dag With a Plates and ro Diagrams. 

7. 8v0. as. 


Methuen's Simplified French Texts 
Edited by T. R. N. CROFTS, M.A. 
One Shilling each. 


L’Hisrorrge v’une Tuts. Adapted byT. R. 
N.Crofts, M.A. Second Edition. 
ABDALLAH. Adapted by J. A. Wilson. 


La CHANSON bE Ro.anp, Adapted by H. 
Rieu, M.A. 

Mgmorirses p= Capicuon. Adapted by J. F. 
Rhoades. 


Methuen’s Standard Library 
In Sixpenny Volumes. 


Tue STANDARD Lisrary is a new series of volumes containing the great classics of the 


world, and particularly the finest works of English literature. All the 
represented, either in complete works or in selections, 
place the best books of the Anglo-Saxon race within the reach of eve 


great masters will 
It is the ambition of the publishers to 
reader, so that the 


series may represent something of the diversity and splendour of our ‘English tongue. The 
characteristics of Tue STaNpARD Lisrary are four :—1. SOUNDNESS OF TEXT. 2. CHEAPNESS., 


3 CLearness or Tyrx. 4. Simpriciry. The books are well printed qn good 

price which on the whole is without parallel in the history of publishing. 

tains from 100 to 299 pages, and is issued in paper covers, Crown 8vo, at Six 
g net. In a few cases long books are issued as 


cloth 
Or as 


ilt at One 
reble Volumes. 


THe Meprrations or Marcus AvRgetius. 
The translation is by R. Graves. 

Sense anp Ssensizitity. By Jane Austen. 

Essays anp Coonsgsts and Tue New 
ATLANTIS. By Francis Bacon, Lord 
Verulam. 


Reuicio Meprc1 and Urn Buriat. By 
rowne. The text has been 
collated by A. R. Waller. 


paper at a 
Each volume con- 

het, or in 
ouble Volumes 


THE Pitcrm’'s Procress. By John Bunyan. 
REFLECTIONS ON THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 
By Edmund Burke. 
Tue Poems anv Soncs or Rosertr Burns. 
Double Volume. 
Tue ANaLocy or Rericion, NATURAL AND 
Dp. By Joseph Butler, D.D. 
Tue Poems or THomas Cuatrertron, In2 
volumes. 
Vol. 1.—Miscellaneous Poems. 


(Continued. 
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Maraven's Stanpary Lisrany—continued. 


Vol..11.—The Bowley Poems. 
Tux New Lies anp Sonners. Dante. 
Translated into English by D. ¢ ossetti. 
Tou Jouxs. By Henry Fielding. Treble Vol. 
Cranrozy. By Mrs. Gaskell. 
Tus E H or Tam Decune AND FA.t or 
mene Emerrs. By Edward Gibbon. 
Ia? 7 double volumes. 


The Text and Notes have been revised by 
. B. Bary, Litt.D., weg the Appendices of 
more expensive edition are not given. 


Tue Vicar or WAKEFIELD. By Oliver 
Goldsmith. 


Tux Poems anv P.ays or Oxiver GoLpsMITH. 


Tue Worxs or Ben Jonson 
VoL. 1.—The Case is Altered. Every Man 
in His Humour. Every Man out of His 


Humour. 
Vol. 1. thia’s Revels; The Poetaster. 
Thetex been collated by H.C. Hart. 


oun Keats. Double volume. 
been collated by E. de 


Tre pas or 
e Text 
Selincourt. 


On Tue Imitation or Curist. By Thomas 


empis. 
The translation is by C. Bigg, DD., 

Canon of Christ Church 

A Serious Catt ro a Devour anp Hory 
Lirs. By William Law. 

Parapisge Lost. By John Milton. 

EIkoNOKLASTES AND THE TENURE OF KINGS 

AND MacistTraTes. _By John Milton. 
Uroria anp Porms. By Sir Thomas More. 
Tue Repustic of Prato. Translated by 


a 
Sydenham and Taylor. Donte Voteme 


r Mg laa sy oe ; 
Hs Lirrus dag or Sr. Francr. 
Translated eywood. 


T- woes eile AR SuHaxesrxazn, In 
Vow pitilagst Xe s The — 
The ives o! 
‘once be Measure; The Comed 


sami 

Vou. 11.—Much ase. About Nothing ; 
Labour's Lost; dsummer 
Dream ; The Mirchant of Venice; As 
Like It, 

Vor, 111.—The Taming of the Shrew ; All's 
Wellthat Ends Well; Twelfth N ight; The 
Winter's Tale. 


ay of 


ire 


Vol. 1v.—The Life oe _e of King John; 
The Tragedy of Kin s Second: ;: 
The First Part of es rea | Iv. $ The 
Second Part of King ye : 

Vol. v.—The Life of Kia V3 : The 
First Part of King Henry Vi. 5 .T e Second 
Part of King H 

Vol. v1.—The Thir Part of King enry 


vie; The he Traged: of Kin Richard 
The F Sey of the Life of 
Heese VIII. 


Tue Poems or Percy Byssue SHELLEY. os 4 
volumes, 

Vol. 1.—Alastor ; The Demon of the World; 

ao Revolt of ‘Islam etc, 

The Text has been revised | by C.D. Locock, 
Tue Lire or Newson. By Robert Southey. 
Tue NatorAL History AND ANTIQUITIES OF 

SEuz0rNs. By Gilbert White. 


Textbooks of Technology 
Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M.A., B,Sc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A. 
Fully Illustrated, 


How To Make A Dress. By J. A. E. Wood. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8v0. 15. 

CARPENTRY AND JoINERY. By F. C. Webber. 
Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

Mivurmerry, THEORETICAL AND PRACTICAL. 
ay Clare Hill. Third Edition. Cr. bvo, 


An : Derndseriol To tHe Stupy or Tex- 
TILE Dzsicn. By Aldred F. Barker. Demy 


Evecrric Licht anp Powsr: An Intro- 
oie to the a ag te of Electrical Engineer- 
ing. rooks, B.Sc. (Lond.) 
Seed ae and Instructor of Physics 
and Electrical ineerin aoe 
Technical School, ene ne yy 
A.R.C.S., A.1. E. E., potted lien 
of Electrical En ineering, Manchester 
Municipal Technical School. Cr. 8v. 45. 6d. 


8ve. 78. ENGINEERING WorxsHop Practice. By 
BuiLpers' QUANTITIES. By H. C. Grubb. C. C. Allen, Lecturer on Engineering, 
Cr. 8v0. 4. 6d. Municipal Technical Institute, Coventry. 
Rérousst Meta, Worx. By A. C. Horth. With many 7.80 28, 
Cr. 8ve. as. 6d. 
Handbooks of Theology 


Edited by R. L, OTTLEY, D.D,, Professor of Pastoral Theolesy at Oxford, 
and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford 


t, to furnish the clergy and Acahets or students of 
extbooks, adequately representing the present position 


The series is intended, in 
Theology with trustworthy 
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Messrs. METHUEN’s CATALOGUE — 
of the questions dealt with ; in part, to make accessible to the 


public an 


accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all susccs being a 


Theology and Religion. 


Tux XXXIX, Ar 
Ewotann. Edited BE. C. S, os 


DD. Fitk and Cheaper Edition: 1 one| 800. 108. 6d. 
Tux Puitrosopyy oF RELIGION IN 


Volume. Demy wo. 128. 6d. 
An SHEARS UCT ON ro tHe Hrstorv or 
F. B. Jevons. M.A., 
Litt. D. Third dition. Demy 8vo. 108. 6d. 
bag 


or tHE CHurcy or! An InrropucTion To PHE Hisrory oF THR 
Crexzps. 5B 


y A. BE. Burn, D.D, Demy 


kGLanp 
AnD America. By Alfred Cald »D.D. 


Demey Bvo. 108. 


INE OF THE INCARNATION. By R.}| A History or Karty Cuaistian Docraine. 


D.D. Second and Cheager| ByJ. F. Bethune-Baker, M.A. Demy Sve. 
"Demy Sue. 12% 108. 
The Westminster Commentaries 


General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College, 
Dean Ireland’s Professor of Exegesis i in the University of Oxford. 


The object of each commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret the author's 
f 


meaning to the present generation. 


he editors will not deal, except very subor- 


dinately, with questions of textual criticism or philology; but, taking the English 


text in the Revised Version a8 their basis, the 


will try to combine a hearty accept- 


ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faith. 


Tux Boox or Grnzsis. A 
duction and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D. 
Sixth Edition Demy 8vo. os. 6d. 

Tue Boox or Jos, Edited 

.D. Second Edition, Demy 8vo. 

Tue Acts or THE Apostizs. Edited 
B. kham, M.A. Demy &vo. 
Edition. 105. 64. 


Ma 


Edited with Intro-| THe First Eristte or Pau. THE APOSsTLe 


TO THE CORINTHIANS. 


Edited by H. L. 
Goudge, M.A. 


Demy 8vo. 6s. 


E. C.S. Gibson, | Tus Epistte or St. JAMES. Edited with In- 


troduction and Notes R. Knowlin 
D. Demy 8v0. hed J a3 


a Tue Book or Ezexie.. Edited H. A. Red- 


path, M.A., D.Litt. Demy 8vo. 108. 6d. 


Part II.—Ficrion 


Adderley (Hon. and Rev. James), Author 
of ‘Stephen Remarx.’ BEHOLD THE 
erty COME. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 


Albereeat (Be Maria) SUSANNAH AND 
aNgate THER. Fourth Edition. Cr. 


THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 
CAPRICIOUS “EancLiNe * ‘Second Edi» 
LOVE AND’? LOUISA. Second Edition. 
PETER aa PARASITE. Cr. Bue. 
THE BROWN EYES OF MARY. 


hind 
Edition. Cr.8vo0. 6s. 
I apts ree ee Third Edition. 


Anstey (F thor of ‘Vice Vers&.’ 
aig 


A 

a FROM BENGAL. Illustrated 

lab RNARD glee Third Edition. 
7 8 


(Richard) A ROMAN MYSTERY. 

Nir edition. Cr. Bee. 63. 
aires aia Fourth Editien. Cr. 
TEMPTATION. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8v0. 


a sha he OF NETS. 7wel/th Edition. Cr. 
00. ry 

rN DIANA. A New Edition. Cr. 
Lovirs PROXY. A New Edition. Cr. 8v0. 


Baring -Gould (S.). NEE Fifth 
dition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

URITH. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8ve. 

Ne R ia a aoe SEA. Seventh 
iti 

ee jack ZITA Fourth Edition. 


MARGERY” OF QUETHER. Third 
Edition. Cr. 800. 
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition. 


Cr. 
ac UETTA. Third Edition. Cr.8vo. 6% 

ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr. 8vo0. 6s. 
NOEM are Illustrated. Fourth Edstion. Cr. 
THE BROOM-sQUIRE. Illustrated. 


nt Lot: Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

DA TMOOR IDYLLS. Cr. Bee. 6s. 

THE, PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third 
Euition 6s. 


Cr. 8v0. 
GUAVAS THE ph iam Tilustrated. 
Second Edition. Cr. 


ee FicTION:: «$3 


BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. 


Secon ?, Sev. 
PABO THE r ae Cr. Bee. 6s. 
base aes ustrated. Second Edition. 


ROYAL T GEORGIE. aed: Cr. See. 6s. 
MISS QUILL 


Tilus- 
6a, 


D. Second 
PENNY. A New. Edition. 6d. 
See also Shilling Novels. 


Barnett {Fdith A.) A WILDERNESS 
WINNER. Second Edition. Cr. 800. 6s. 
oar’ ames), LAUGHING THROUGH 
ee ILDERNESS. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 
Barr (Robert), IN THE MIDST OF 
ALARMS. Third Editien. Cr. - eon 
THE STRONG ARM. Second & 


Cr. 8v0. 68. 
She rah Seda MANY. Third Edition. 
THE CUNT TEKLA. Fourth 
7 LADY ELECTRA. Second Edition. 


7. 8vo. 6s, 

THe TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 
Mlustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 65. 

com also Shilling Novels and S. Crane. 
Harold) THE SDVEN TURES 

Pst JOHN SPARROW. Cr. 8vo. 6s 

gerry EMMANUEL BURDEN, 
ANT. With 36 Illustrations by 
&. K.Cuusrerton. Second Ed. Cr.8v0. 6s. 


Benson(E. F.) DODO. Fifteenth Zdition. 


Cr. Br. 
See also Shillin Novels. 
THE anaes econd Edit. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 


‘ar! aha sue ECT TO 
Bern IT v. 8v0, Jj 
<a (Ralph). he MILL. Cr. 


rke (Barbara). ip iri GOES TO 
Bonn Second E. 
ee nC. 8 Bloundelio). THE FATE 
Ec. Cr. 8vo. 6s. : 
gy also Shilling Novels. 
Ca rnard), Author of ‘The Lake of 
THE EXTRAORDINARY CON- 
FESSIONSOF DIANAPLUASE, Third 
Edition. Cr. 
A JAY OF ITALY. oe th Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
nade ane risuins Second Edition. 


Cr. 
A ROGUE'S TRAGEDY. Second Edition. 


Ve () ° 
THE GREAT SELENE Pt 
Second Edition. Cr. 8. 
a (handel). MAVE ‘Second Eai- 


6s. 
roy (Wymond) L LOVE Re THE JUDGE. 


( Weatherby), 7 THE TRAGEDY 
OF THEGREAT EMERALD C>r.8vo. 6s. 
THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8re. 6s. 
See also Shilling Novels. 


TWO 
WORLDS. Ed. Cr,beie, &. 
VENDETTA. Toeety: th Edition. Cr. 


see. 
THRLMA A. Thir exth Ed, Cr. 800, 6s. 
pet OFr A EAD 


ARDATH: tie 
SELF. th Edition. Cr. oe - 
THE Sout Or L iit H. Fifteenth E. 


tion, Cr. 
WORMWwooD. FUheenth Be Cr. 800. 5s. 
BARABBAS: DREAM OF THE 
bh eradly TRAGEDY. ¥ 


Edition. Cr. 
THE SORROWS. OF SATAN. Fifty-second 


Edition. Cr. 800. 

THE TASTER CHRISTIAN. Tenth 
Edition. Cr. Sve. 
TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN 
SUPREMACY. 50th Thousand. Cr. 


S8vo. 65. 
GOD'S GOOD MAN: A SIMPLE LOVE 
STORY. Twelfth Edition. Cr. Sve. 6s. 
THE MIGHTY ATOM. Zwesty-sixth Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
BOV: aSketch. Tenth Edition. Cr. 8e0. 6s. 
CAMEOS Zwel/th Edition. Cr. 800. 6s. 


Cotes 1 (Mire. Everard). See Sara Jeannette 


Cotterell Constance), THE VIRGIN 
E SCALES. Illustrated. Second 

Faiton Cr. 8vo. 65. 
irr Stepnes en) and op egl (Robert). 


6s, 
Crockett (S. BN. Author of ‘The Raiders,’ 
ete. LOCHI VAR. Illustrated. hind 


Edit: %. 
THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. 80. 
Croker (B. M.)}) THE OLD CANTON. 
MENT. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 
JOHA ANNA. Second Edition. Cr.8v0. 6s. 
ine Nara tl VALLEY. TZhrd Edttion, 


A N ints ‘Bays’ Pil ad la Third 
Edition. Cr. 8v 

PEGGY OF THE’ *BARTONS. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 

ANGEL. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8ro. 68. 

A Date SrCRET: Third Edition. Cr. 

Oo Ss, oe 
Crosble (Mary). DISCIPLES. Second Fd. 


Cr, Sve. 6s. 

Dawson (A. J). DANIEL WHYTE. 
Cr. Bao. 35. 8d, 
ene, (Mary). THE OTHER PAWN. 
?. S20. 

le (A. ‘Conea Author of ‘Sherlock 
olmes,’ ‘The hite Com etc, 
ROUND THE RED LAMP, ‘Tenth 

Edition. Cr. wo 
(Sara Teanactte (Mrs. Everard 
Cotes) THOSE DELIGHTFUL 


AMERICANS. Hlustrated. Third Edition. 
Cr. 820. 6s. See also Shilling 2 Novels, 
Findiater ‘4. ete see GREEN GRAVES 
eo RIE. Fifth Edition. 

Ws Je &s. 
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THE LADDER TO THE STARS. Sacond 
Edition. Cr. 800. ' 64. 
See also Shilling Novels, 
Mary) A Dea mead WAY. 
Third Bi s ition. an 8ve.. 65. 
THE ae OF JOY. ’ Third Edition. 
With 8 I[lus- 


Cr. 
A SUIND SIRD'S NEST. 
trations. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 68. . 
Ses also Shilling Novels. 


“owal K.) THE WEANS AT 
WALLAN.  rlatrated Second Edi- 
Cr. Bvo. ° 
Soa (M. G.) STEPPING WEST. 
WARD. Second Edition. Cr. 800. 68. 
MARGERY” Q' Hrs MILL. Second 
Edition. Cr. Wwo. 6s. 


Praset iba ft 8h Author of ' The Stolen 
a sans G OF THE 


iY Cr. 
IN THE SHADOW “OF | = LORD. 
Third Edition. Crown 
Fry (B. (B. and C,B.) A MOTHER'S SON. 
‘hk Edition. Cr. 8voa. 6s. 
Palle Malane (Bila), Author of ‘ The 
k of Bethia Hardacre.”? BLANCHE 
a ren Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. ee 
Meta Pr leanor), Author of ‘The Biograph 
of a Prairie Girl.’ THE PLOW-WOM 


Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Gerard (Dorothea), Author of ‘ Lady Baby.’ 
ag ae ee RIMONy: Second Edition. 


Cr. 
MADE "OF Sto NEY. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
HE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Cr. 800. 65, | 
HE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s 
See also Shilling Novels. 
Gissing (Geor Author of ‘Demos,’ ‘In 
ae ce of Jubilee,’ etc. E TOWN 
ELLER. Second Ed. Cr. wae 6s. 
THE C CROWN OF LIFE. Cr. 8vo 
Gleig (Charles). BUNTER’S CRUISE. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8v0. 3:8. 6d. 
Author of ‘Cut Laurels.’ 


Hamilton ket 
THE FI CLAIM. Second Edition. 
7. 8u0. 
Harradea. (B Beatrice) IN VARYING 


MOODS. fourteenth Edition. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 
HILDA Se ee ri THE REMIT: 


TANCE Twelfth Ed. Cr.8vo. 6s. 
THE SCHOLARS De GHTER. Fourth 
lanier y= Cr. Bvo. 


rie Al Frances poilibe Robertson). 
nae ING OF THE BRUTE, Cr. 


Herberteon Pg em G.). PATIENCE 


i Cr. 8vo 
Hic rime fy ores THE PROPHET OF 
apie re UARE. Second Edition. 


TONGUES “op CONSCIENCE. Third 
Edits On. Cr. Se. rie 

FELIX. Fifth Edi 

THE WO a with THE TANS 


Edition. . 
BYEWAYS. pr bgt Bro. 6s. 


"Sixth 


MESSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE 


THE peepee na OF ALLAH. Sixteenth 
7. 800. bs, © 


Edition, 
THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. wo. 68. 
THE CALL OF he BLOOD. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. 8v0. 
THE GOD IN THE 
dition, Cr. S00. Bt 
A CHANGE’ ‘OF AIR, craigs ie Boo. Ge. 
A MAN OF MARK. | Fy/th & , Boo. Gs. 
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN. 
Sixth Edition. oe Be. 64. 
Illustrated by . Mirra 
Edition. Cr. 8v0. 

siMON oe illustrated. Ci enth Edition 


THE KINGS MIRROR. Fourth Edition. 


UISAN re: * Fourth Edition, Cr. — 
HE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. 

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC’ 1 ie 
trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 
TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Second Ed. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

Hope Graham), | Author of ‘A Cardinal and 
his Conscience,’ etc., etc. T omg 
OF LYTE. Second Edition. Cr. 8v0. 

Housman (Cle THE LIFE OF 
SIR AGLOVALE DE GALIS. a Bwo. 6s. 

Hueffer (Ford Madox) AN ENGLISH 
GIRL. Second Edition. Cr. 800. 6%. 

Hyne eg J. ages Author of ‘Captain 
ee po PURSER. 

ourth Edition. Cr. 8 

PRINCE RUPERT, tHe "BUCCANEER. 
Illustrated. Zkird Edition. Cr. 800. 

Jacobs (W. W.). 


mence). 


6s. 

MANY CARGOES. 
Twenty-Ninth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 38. 6d. 

age haotee > aae Fourteenth Edition.. Cr. 


a MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. 80. 38. 6d. 
moe ae RA leaTS Iluatrated Sixth 


Cr. 
THE f SKIPPERS WO o WOOING. Eighth di. 
DIALSTONE PANE 1 Illustrated. Seventh 


Edition. Cr. 8v0. 35. 6a, 
I}lustrated. 


ODD CRAFT. Seventh Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8v0. 35. 6d. 
AT SUNWICE PORT. Illustrated. 


Seventh Edition. Cr. 8v0. . 6d, 
James (Henry). THE a SFT SIDE. Second 


r. Bvo 
THE BETTER SORT, Cr. Bu. 6s. 
THE AMBASSADORS. Second Edition. 


r. Bwo. 6s. 
bis ial con BOWL. Third Edition. 
?. OVO, 
Keays (H. A. Mitchell). HE THAT 
EATETEH BREAD WITH ME. Cr.8ve. 6s. 
mester es THE FORTUN ES 
E LANDRAYS. Cr. 820. 
awicas Bea sere WITH ESSEX 
IN IRELAND. Cr. noe 6s. 
Hegre Shiling No 
we } THE TUNCHBACK OF 
STMINSTER. Third Ed. Cr.,B00. 6s. 
THE CLOSED BOOK. Téitrd Ed. Cr.8we.6s. 


@ 
“FICTION 


A ' : 4 
‘ 


8 


ce Loe ee nang tag SHADOW. ay te rhea OF LOVE. Thine 


ustrated, Cr. See. 6s. 
BELIND Tie Ti THRON EK. Third Edition, 


ious Vaan (S.). ORRAIN. Second 
Edition. Cr. 6s. 
(Jack), Author of ‘The Call of the 
Wi oe seer ag Wolf,’ ete. Waite 
¥ kh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
Lacas (E. inte LISTENER'S LURE: "An 
per a peeae oo See. Fourth 


Cy. Bv0 
Lyall (Edne DERRICK Me bier aal 
NON ELIST. 42nd Thousand. Cr. & 


miGartiny (Jastin at auiber oe Jl ee 
Rise. Gost LA OF LOYALTY 
ited ia Illustrated. Edy Edition. Cr. 


THE "DRYAD. Second Edition. Cr. 8ve. 6s. 

Macdonald (Ronald). Liners SEA MAID. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 

A HUMAN TRINITY. Sea Edttion. 

tan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF 


tices 8vo. ea 
CHRI ire AMACNAB. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. 

ar Lucas) COLONEL ENDERBY'S 
WIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8v0. 65. 

A COUNSEL pide PRRERCTION. New 


Edition. Cr. 8 
THE blenair oF: SIN. Fifteenth Edition. 
kd. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 


Cr. 6s. 
THE CARISSIMA. Pat 
RIER. Fourth Edi- 


THE GATELESS BA 
tion. Cr. 8vo. 68. 
THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD 
CALMADY. Seventh Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s. 
See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Mann (Mrs. M, B.). a Marks SUMMER. 


Te ail 5 
A LOST ESTATE. 4 New Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
ak PARISH OF HILBY. A New Sdttion. 
ane PARISH NURSE. Fourth Edsttion. 


GRAN’ MA's” ANE. Cr. 800. 6s. 
MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 
A WINTER'S TALE. A New Edition. 


ONE ANOTHER’S reac A New 
dition. Cr. NPS: 
ROSE rag HONRYPOT. Third Ed. Cr. 
8v0. See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
THE MEMORIES OF RONALD LOVE. 


Cr. 
THE CLAMORE c ORS RET: Third 
Edition. Cr. 8uo. 
THE SHEEP AND THE GOATS. Second 
aition. Cr. 820. 6s. 
Marriott (Charles), Author of ‘The 
yy ae GENEVRA.,. Second Edition. 
r. Bvo. 6s. 
Marsh aa ake THE SS ay ir 
PEERAGE. Second Kdttion. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
THE MAR bela OF PUTNEY. Second 


Sedition. : 
A DUEL. Cr — 6s. 


dition, Cr. 6s. 
THE GIRL OND THE MIRACLE. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8ve. 63. 


See also Shillin Sabres 
Mason (A. Author of ‘The Font 
Feathers,’ etc. EMENTINA. gee 
trated. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo 
Mathes aoe Author of ‘Comin’ Rene the 
. Fourth Ed. Cr. 8va' Ge. 
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT, "Cr: Boe. 


6s. 
THE FERRYMAN. Second Edition. Cr. 


8ve. 6s. 
TALLY: iw Fourth Edition. Cr. 8ve. .6s. 
Mawel! Ww. B.), Author of ‘The Ra 
Mewenger” VIVIEN. Ninth Edi 


THE RAGED MESSENGER. Taird 


Cr. 6s. 
FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 
en shy ee era FLAME. Seventh Zdi- 


6s. 

THE "COUNT TESS OF MAYBURY. Fousth 

Eaition. Cr. Bro. Gs. 
ODD LENGTHS. Second Ed. Cr. 8ve. 6s. 
Meade (L. T.) DRIFT. Geoad Edttion. 

Cr. 8v0. 65. 

RESURGAM. C». 800. 65. 
VICTORY. Cr». 8v0. 6s. : 

See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Meton (R.) a WIFE. Second 


Cr. 6s. 
Meredith | Gills). peak? OF MY 


T. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Milles ‘Rether, LIVING LIES. Third 
dition. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 
‘Miss Moll (The Author of), Sie 
GREAT ECONCILER. Cr. Bue. 
Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 


SPIDER. epg Stxth Ldttion. 


Cr. 8x0, ce 

IN THE HIRL rel aoe RISING. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8 

THE RED DERELICT. Saad Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Montresor (F. F.), Author of ‘Into the 
Highwa s and Hedges.’ THE ALIEN. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8ve. 6s. 

atte Arthur), TALES OF MEAN 

REETS. Seventh Edition. Cr. 8v0. 6s. 
ACHILD OF THE JAGO. Fifth Edition. 


Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
TO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition. 


Cr. 8vo. 68. 
CUNNING MURRELL. Cr. 8x0. 65. 
Lt HOLE as ae WALL. Fourth Ed#. 


Cr. 
DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Nesbit (E.). (Mrs. E. Bland). THE RED 
HOUSE. a ustrated. Fourth Edition 
Cr. Bua, 7 
ovel 


See also Shiltin 

Norris (W. E.), ARRY, AND URSULA. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8 

Alfred). OWD BOB, THE 

GREY G nd 7 rasaleoee Tenth 

Edition. Cr. Seo. 6s. 


Oppenbeim @. MASTER OF 
EN. Fourth Cr. Bre. 6s, 
Gxenkam (John be of 


of ‘Bar 
Grand Bayou, pid ihr OF WEBS. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8v0 
THE oAte. OF 7 DESERT, nue 
in ph prtolg by Haroip -arpceatig 
Fourth Cr. Bue. 6s. 
THE TONG | ROAD. With a oe 
Pain. Barry), LINDLEY KAYS. Third 
Parker Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS 
=ES FALCHION. Fi/th Edition. Cr. Sve. 
THE TRANSLATION ore A SAVAGE. 
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. 
trated. Ninth Edition. C. 6s. 
MOND CAME TO PONTIAC: 
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Sixth 
The Last se aventaras ot Pl Pierre.' 
Third Edition. Cr. 
THE SEATS “OF THE | MIGHTY, ee 
THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 
Romance of Two ae Illustrated. 
POMP OF THE st aa 
Radek moo Cr. Bue. 
Illustrated. Third 
dition. Cr. 8 
I GROWN THER KING. With Illustra. 
Php is (Eden). LY) pane eee 
CHILDREN OF THe MIST. Fifth Edi- 


Edition. Cr. Boo. 
PROFIT AND LORS” With a F 
ogg Corrine. Fourth & 
EOP E. Sixth Edition. Cr. feo. 6s. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
Illus- 
v. SU. 
id af 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 68. 

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH. 
trated. J ifteenth Edition. Cr. 800. 68. 
Fifth Edition. Cr. 

TH 

Aye THE  SOTSTEPS 
wOreA. A T RO aaa 
pons ot tie Dadd and A. Forrestier. 


tion, Cr. 8v0. 6s, 
THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece. 
ourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
SONS OF THE Been: Second 


Edition. Cr. vo. 
THE RIVER. Thine Edition. Cr. v0. 65. 
+e 7 irony hero PRISONER. Fourth 
7. 8vo. 


6s. 
THe ‘SECRET WOMAN. Fourth Edition. 


6s. 
KNOCK ATA VENTURE. Witha Frontis- 
iece. Third Edition. Cr. 8v0. 658. 
THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Ed. Cr.8vo. 6s. 


THE POACHER’S WIFE. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8v0. 6s, 
See — Shilling Novels. 

Marmaduke). SAID THE 
vISER Mo Sixsth Ed. Cr.8e0. 6s. 
BRENDLE. Second Edition. Cr. 8ve. 6s. 

vie ap tr aa OF ISLAM. Tétrd £a:- 
* Author of (Dead Man's Rock.’ THE 


HITE WOLF. Second Ed. Cr. 800. 65, 


MESSRS. METHUEN’S CATALOGUE 


THE MAYOR OF TROY. Fourth Edlizen. 


Cr. Sue, 4s. o 
MERRY GARDEN AND OTHER 
STORIES. Cr. 8voe. 6s. 
VIGOUREUX. Second Edition, 


ay her oa 
t 
Raweon (Mead 5 Stepney), Auth of ‘ 
Convedy,’ ate, “THe EN {ENCHANTED 


GARDEN. Second E. 
race). The WOOING OF 
second Edition. Cr. 8v0. 5s. 
e ROPERTY. 


PRE OF THE SLATES Sead tdition. 
Cr. 8v0. 38. 6a. 
A BREAKER OF LAWS. 4 New Edition. 


Cr. Sve, . 6d. 
MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. Illustrated 
Second Edition. Cr. 
SECRETARY TO BAYNE, MAP. Cr. 800. 
nH WICKHAMSES. Fourth Edition. 


NA “Or. GARLAND. Third Edition. 
wo. 68. 
Roberts (C. G. D.). THE HEART oH 
THEA oN: eae o Sve. aN een 
Russell Clark). 
SWEETHEART. sin aia vonh 
Edition, Cr. 8vo. 6s, 
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. _ Illustrated. 
Seconda Edition. Cr. 6vo. 68. 
ABANDON ED. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
See also Books for Boys and Girls. 
Berpeant erage BARBARA'S 
ONEY. 
THE PROGRESS SOF | RACHAEL. Cr. 


80. 
THE ‘MYSTERY dal oo MOAT, Setond 
Edition. Cr. 8u 
aus ra eae Ne OF THE RANDOLPHS. 
» 8v0. 
‘See also Shilling Novels. 


Shannon. Saheey THE MESS DECK. 
Cr. Bro. 35. 62, 
See also hilling Novels. 

Shetey (Seer EN DIERBY. Third Ed. 


rv, 8va 6s. 
sldgwick (Mrs. Alfred), Author ae ‘C 
thia’s Way.’ THE KINSMAN. Wit 8 
aeesations by C. E. Buock. Third Ed. 


Cr. 
aeacicnee (Albert. ee VAGA- 
BONDS. Cr. 8 v0. 
reg e). THE HA'PENNY 


Sunbury 
MILLIO E. Cr. 8 


Waineman haircare Tie SONC G ‘OF? THE 


FOREST. Cr. 8 
THE BAY te LILACS.” Second Edétion. 
Cr. 8ve. 6s. 
See ae E.G) THE A 
Waltz pe ANCIENT LAND. 
MA ME: 2 Ken ucky Romance. Cr. 300. 


as : FICTION .. 


‘Water . B Sasviett), ALARUMS 

wane axtu et veer fod 
ek , 

merit Si EGLANTINE. With 8 Iitus. 
etions by AARE TAI Third Edition. 


Cr. 

THE PACH TOBY. With a a Frontisplece, 
Thai dition. Cr. Bve. 

4 | MIDSUMMER DAYS DREAM. 


Crown Bvo. 6s. 
See also Novels. 
ve (H. G.) THE SEA LADY. C». 


Wormen Author of ‘A Gentleman 

NDER sag RED ROBE. 

Wik of France.’ UND by R. C. Woopvi.cs. 
RN appa Edition. Cr. 8ee. 6s. 

White (Ste tewart E.), Author of ‘ The Blazed 

Trail.’ CONJUROR’S HOUSE. A 

Romance of the Free Trail. Second Edition. 

Cr. 8vo. 6s 


White Big dag bis SYSTEM. Third 


. ah 
a 


Williamson (firs. c we eer woah 
OF egy SYLVIA Second Ead-, 


tien. 
THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Cr. Ome. &e. 
1s — oo TELL. Second Edition. 


THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS: 
Third Edition. Cr. 800. 6s. 


Sp Cr. 8ve. gr. and A. M.). THE 
STING ce CONDUCTOR : Being the 
corer - a -gay iy oo . Illustrated. 


Cr. Bee. 6s. 
THE ‘PRINCESS. PASSES, | Tilustrated. 
uy ats THE CHAUFFEUR. With 
16 Ili Ninth Ed. Cr. Bve. 68. 
THE CAR OF DESTINY AND ITS 
ERRAND IN SPAIN. Fourth Edition. 
Illustrated. 
LADY BETTY ACKOSS co” WATER. 


Ninth Edition. Cr. 
THE BOTOR CHAPERON. Fourth Ed. 


Edit Cr. 6s. 
THE PATIENT Oo CAN, Second Edition. | W: Law (Dol Author of ‘Uriah the 
Wilflams mae >» THE BAR. C PIONZER CN aioe tiles OF nee 
%. ous utres). court, 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
Methuen’s Shilling Novels 
Cr. 8vo. Cloth, 1s. net. 


Author of ‘Miss Molly.’ 
RECONCILER. 
Rattoer (Andrew), VENGEANCE IS 


TO ARMS. 
Baring-Gould(S.). MRS. CORGENVEN 
OF ve NVEN. 


DOMIT 

THE FROBISHERS. 

CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. 

DARTMOOR IDYLLS. 

Barlow (Jane), Author of ‘Irish Id oe 
bette THE EAST UNTO 


EST. 
A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES. 
THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES. 
THE LAND OF THE SHAMROCK. 


Barr (Robert). THE VICTORS. 
Bartrar (G : THIRTEEN EVEN. 


ee wi F.), Author of ‘Dodo.’ THE 
Shar (a. ‘Btawaitls A STRETCH OFF 


Brose (En saab THE POET'S CHILD. 

Bullock (S Shan F.). THE BARRYS. 

THE C 

THE S GREEN, 

THE RED LEAGUERS. 

Barten (J. Bioundelle). 
ARMS. 


DENOUNCED. 
FORTUNE'S MY FOE. 
A BRANDED NAME. 


THE CLASH 
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